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The Arch. B. . 
. Mowbray, * 7 
Haſtings, 
Lord _ 
Travers, 
| Morton, | 
| Colevi e, 


5 
Oppo Er- King Henry 


$ 


4 we ar, mY 


Ted Chi 
Falſtaff, Taue. 


| ow, | 
Piſtol, 8 
Pets, 
Pape, 
| Shallow and * 
Davy, Servant to Shallow. 


The alt "WR 
HEART I. 
Containing his DEAT H: 


AND 
The CORONATION of 


King H E N R r * 


AC T L. S.C E N E * 
INDUCTION, 


rer RUMOUR. 3 
rEN your Eats: For which of y ; 
WS will flop EF, 
rte _ of hearing, when loud Rs 

LES ELM ? 
a * er Weſt, 
<- _— the Wind my Poſt-h ri Nil 2 


The Acts com * on this Ball of Earth. 
een my Tongue continual Slanders ride, 


which, Try 7 3 


8 The Second Part of 


Stuffing the Ears of them with falſe * 
1 I ſpeak of Peace, while covert Enmit | 
48 Under the ſmile of ſafety, wounds e World: ; 
[1 BY And who but Rumour, who but only I 
18 Make fearful Muſters, and prepar d Defence; 
T8 Whilſt the big Year, ſwol'n with ſome other Griefs, 
| | Is thought with Child, by the ſtern Tyrant War; 
1 And no ſuch matter. Rumour is a Pipe 
HhBloven by Surmiſes, Jealoufies, Conjectures; 
1 And of ſs eaſie, and o plain a ſtop, | 
=. That the blunt Monſter, with uncounted Heads, 
| The till diſcordant, wavering Multitude, 


| Can play upon it. But what need I thus 
1 My well known Body to Anatomize 
1 | Among my age ? Why i is Ramour here ? 
þ I run before King 's Victory, 0 
1 Who in a bloody pelt y Shrewsb | | 
Hath beaten down young Hotſpur, * bis Troops, 
*j | Quenching the Flame of bold Rebellion, 
i | Even with the Rebels Blood. But what mean i 
9 | To ſpeak of Truth at firſt? My Office is 
Io noiſe abroad, that Harry * fell 
| Dunder the Wrath of noble Het. ſpurs - wal 
| And that the King, before the Dong 
| Stoop'd his anointed Head, as 2 2 as 
F | This have I rumour'd throu zh the Peaſant Towns, 
Between the Royal Field of Shrewsbury, 
1 And this Worm . hole of 


I Stone, 
1 Where Hot -ſpur's Father, — 


; | | | Lues crafty Sick. The Poſts come tyring on, 
[ 
| 


2 — — 


11'S And not a Man of them brings other News | 
Wil | Than they have learn'd of me, 
1 Exit. 


| 1 
„ Enter Lord Bardolf, and the Porter, 


| Bard. Who keeps the Gate, hoa? 
| Where is the Earl? 23 
„ 


- , — 
—ů y 
_ — 2 — 
— . - 2 ha 
—__——_—_—__— 


King HEN IV. 


© Porter. What ſhall 1 ſay you are? 
Bard. Tell thou the Earl, 
That the Lord Bardolph doth attend him here. X 
Porter. His Lordſhip is walk'd forth into the Orchard, 
— Pleaſe it your Honour, knock but at the * N 
| And he himſelf will anſwer, 
Enter Northumberland. 
Bard. Here comes the Earl. 
North. What news, Lord Bardolph? EVry minute nee 
Should be the Father of ſome Str Pe 
The Times are wild: Contention, 
Full of high Feeding. mad! hath broke | 
And bears down all before 
Bard. Noble Earl,, 
1 bring you certain News from 8. 
North. Good, and Heay'n will. 
Bard. re a 985 
The King is almoſt wounded to the Death⸗ 
Abd in the Fortune of my Lord your Son, 
Pri ce Harry {lain outright; and both the Bluonts PR 
Kill'd by the Hand of Dowglaſs; young Prince fein. 
And Weſtmorland and Stafford, fled the Field. 
And Harry Monmouth's Brawn, the Hulk Sir John, 
Is Priſonce: to your Son. O, ſuch a Day, 
So fought, fo follow d, and fo fairly won, 


Gs no, *till now, to dignific the Times 
Since C2/ar's Fortunes. | 


North. How is this deriv'd? _ 1 
Saw you the Field? Came you from Shrewsbury? 128 
| Bard. I ſpake withene, my Lord, that came from thenes - 
A Gentleman well bred, and of good Name.. 
That freely render d me this News for true. 


. 91 


North. Here comes my Servant Travers, eln 
25. On Tueſday laſt, to liſten after Newe. 


Diter Travers. 8 
» Bard. M Lord, I over-rode him on the way. 

And he is furnith'd with no Certaintie, 
More than he, haply, may retail from me. 

** n oy on e you 


poi 


10 The Second Part of 
Tra. My Lord, John turn me back © 

With -oyfal Tidin 5 and being better hors'd 
Out- rode me. After him, came ſpurring hard 

AA Gentleman, almoſt fore fo t with 
That ftopp'd by me, to breathe his bloodied Horſe. | 
He ask'd the way to Cheſter : * of him Iu 
I did demand what News from Shrewsbury : 
3 1 Rebellion had ill cr IP 

that young Harry P Was =” 

With that he ho his bc Bork the Head, 
_ uf rhe _— his able Heels | 

_ Againſt t Sides o fade, 
Up to the * an cad, and ad oo o, 
He ſeem d in running to devour the ways 


Staying no longer Queſtion. 
North. Ha? Again: 


Said he young Harry was dr 
0 Of Ber r, cold Spur, 22 
| Had mer ill Luck? 


Bard. My Lord, 1'l! tell you way 


If my young Lord, your Son, vs Soc the Pay: » 
A RT for a ſilken Point * 


Never talk of it. | 
"= Why 1 the Genteman that rode by hee, 
_ Give then fuck Inflances of Loſs? PEN 

Bard. Whohe? © 


He was ſome heilding Felloy, chat had gers 

The Horſe he rode on; and upon my Life 

=_ 8 Look, here comes more News. | 
[| Enter Morton. 
1 North. Yea, this Man's Brow, hike to 2 dete 
1 Foretcll the Nature of a Tragick Volume: 

1 So looks the Strond, when t Imperious Flood 
= Hath left a witneſs d Uſurpation. 

1 Say, Morton, did'it thou come from Shrewahwry 3. 
— Mort. I ran from Shrew:hury, my noble Lord, 
\f ; Where hateful Death put on his | Mack 
r Fo fright our Party. 
1 i 

| 


North. How y Son, ener 
Thou trembleſt; and L. deen Check | 


„ ww — 


——— 


King Hana s W. 1 


Is apter than thy T 1 
Even ſuch a Man, fo faint, ſo ſpirirleſs, 
So dull, fo dead in Look, ſo woe 
Drew Pram Curtain, in the dead of Ni 
And would have told him, half his Troy 
But Priam found the Fire, ere he his T 
And I, my Peres Death, ere thou | it. | 
This, thou wotidſt ſry: Your Son thus, aud * 
Your Brother, — * ae be 
Stopping x my their bold Deeds. 
Bur in the 19 — | 
Thou haſt a Sigh, to low away this Praiſe, 
Ending with 1 0 U ng nd your rok, 
Mort. Dowg — 5 
But for my 12 3 12 
North. Why, te is ud 
See what a ready 8 Suſpicion hath; 
He that but 22 the he would not know, 
Harth by Inftinf, * front other Eyes, 
That what he fear d is chanc'd. Yet fpeale, * 
Tell thou thy Earl, his Divination lies, | 
And I will take it as a ſweet Difgrace, 
And make thee rich, for doing me ſuch wrong. . 
Mort. You are too great, to be, by me, _ 


bt, 
Ly burn d. 


Your Spirit is too true, your Fears too certain. 
Vet for all this, fay not that Perty's dead. 
I ſee a Confeſſion in thine Eye 


Thou ſhak'ft thy Head, and hold ir Fear, or Sin, 
To ſpeak à Truth. If he be ſhin; ay We: 
The To offerids not, that frs - be Death: 
And he doth fin that doth belie the dead; | 
Not he, which fays the dead is not alive: 
Yet the firſt Bringer of unwelcome News 
Hath but a loſing Office: And Irs "Tongde, 
e . 
emem nolling a departing Y 
Bard. 1 cannot think, m Lord, your Sher is deat; 
Mer. I am forty 1 force you to belteve 
That, which I would to Heav'n 1 had not ſeen. 
But theſe mine Eyes faw li in bloody Sar, 


Rend'ring 


i 


iz The Second Part of 


Rend'ring faint quittance, wearied and out-breath'd, 
To Haley — whoſe ſwift wrath beat down 
The never-daunted Percy to the Earth, = 
From whence, with Life, he never more ſprung up. 
In few; his Death, whoſe Spirit lent a Fire 


For from his 
Which once in him abated, all the reft 2 5 
Turn d on themſelves, like dull and heavy Lead: 
And as the thing that's heavy in it ſelf, | 
Upon enforcement, flies with greateſt ſpeed 1 i 
So did our Men, heavy in Hos pu 1 
Lend to this weight ſuch lightneſs with their fear, 
That Arrows fled not ſwifter toward their Aim, 
Than did our Soldiers, aiming at their ſafety, 
Fly from the Field. Then was that noble Worceſter 
Too ſoon ta'en Priſoner; And that furious Scot, 
The bloody Dewglaſs, whoſe well-labouring Sword 
N We) 
Gan vail his Stomach, and did grace the Shame 
Of thoſe that turn'd their Backs: and in his flight, 
Stumbling in Fear, was took. The ſam of all, 
Is, that the King hath won; And bath feat out 
IL. my Lord, _ 

Under the Conduct of young Lancaſter "Pp 
And I B n 
North. For thi bave time enough to mourn, - 
In Poiſon there is Phyfick : And this News, 

Having been well, that would have made me fick, 
Being fick, hath in ſome meaſure made me well. ' 
And as the Wreteh, whoſe Feaver-weakened Joints 
Like ftrengthleſs Hi buckle under Life,, 
Impatient of his Fit, breaks like a Fire Je 
Out of his Keeper's Arms; even ſo, my Limbs, 
Weakened with Grief, beiag now inrag'd with Grief, 
Are thrice themſelves. Hence therefore thou nice Crutch, 
A ſcaly Gauntlet now, with — of Steel wa 


Muſt gloye this Hand. And hence thou fickly Quoif, 


0 


King HEK RRVY IV; 
Thou art à Guard too wanton for the Head, 
Which Princes fleſh'd with aim to kie, 


Now bind my Brows, with Iron, and a h A 
The ragged'ſt Hour that Time and 2 ak 


To frown upon th'enrag'd North 
Let Heav'a kiſs Earth: Now let not Nature's Hand 
Keep the wild Flood contin'd; . 

And let the World no 


nar tos if you 
orce decay. 
noble Lord 


) Paſſion, muſt perf 
8 
d the 


Head: It was your Preſurmiſe, 
dole of Blows, your fon might drop. 
he walk'd oer Perils, 3 


vis d his kleſh was 


Yer did you ap Go forth: And none of th bo 

hough y apprehended, could refrain 

boy ſtiff. born Alg: What hath then betalrn? 
Or hat hath this bold Enter priae brought a 

More than that Being, which was Ee to be? 

Bard. We all that are engaged to this Loſs, 

| Knew that we ventur d on ſuch dangerous Seas, 


— 


13 


a 2 


1 e 3 


y to fall in, than to get o'er; 3 


That if we wrought out Life, was ten to one; bo ; 


And yet we ventur'd for the Gain 'd, 


_ Choak'd the ReſpeR of likel,, Peri fear'd, 
And ſince we are o er- ſet, venture 


_— 
Come, we will all put forth. . A 


14 The Second Part of 
Mort. Tis more than time; and, my moſt noble Lord, 

I hear for certain, and do ſpeak the Truth: fe 
The gentle Arch-Biſhop of York is up 

With well appointed Powers: He is a Man 
Who with. a double Surety binds his Followerr. 

My Lord, your Son, had only but the Corps, 
But Shadows, and the Shews of Men to fight. 

For that ſame Word, Rebellion, did divide 
The Action of their Bodies, from their Souls, 
And they did fight with Queafmeſs, conftrain'd, 
As Men drink Potions; that their Weapons only 
Seem'd on our Side: But for their Spirits and Souls, 
This Word, Rebellion, it had froze them up, 
As Fiſh are in a Pond. But now the Biſho 
Turns Inſurrection to Religion; rot 
Suppos'd ſincere, and holy in his Thoughts, 

Hes follow'd both with Body, and with Mind: 

And doth enlarge his riſing with the Blood 

Of fair King Richard, ſcrap'd from Pomfret Stones, 
Derives from Heav'n his Quarrel, and his Cauſe: 
Tells them, he doth beftride a bleeding Land, 


_ Gaſping for Life, under great Bullingoroke, 
| And more, and lefs, do flock to follow him. ed A 
North. I knew of this before. But to ſpeak Truth, 
This preſent Grief had wip'd it from my Mind. 
Go in with me, and counſel 22 * 


The apteſt Way for Safety, and Revenge: bt her 
Ger Poſts, and Letters, and make Friends with ſpeed, 
Never ſo fee, yor never yet mare . (an, 

SCENE in. Ks 

wy Buer Falſtaff, and Page, 
2 * you Giant, what fays the Doctor to my 
Page. He ſaid, Sir, the Water it ſelf was a good heal - 
ing Water. But for the Party that own'd it, he might 
| have more Diſeaſes than ke knew fer. 

Fal. Men of all forts take a pride to gird at me. The 
rain of this fooliſh compounded Clay-man, is not able 

>". my _ R —AW ah to 


— 


Sixpence out of it; 


I can bim. What fad Ie. dec. 0 r 


on Security? The whorſon ſmooth: 


IF 
e 
d 


King Henk y IV. rf: 


td invent ny thing that tends to Laughter, more than 1 
invent, or is invented on me. I am not only witty in 
my ſeif but the Cauſe that Wit is in other Men. l do 
walk before thee, like à Sow, that hath overwhelmed all 
her Litter, but one. If the Prince put thee into my Ser- 


* ca other Reaſon, than to ſer me off, why then 


adgment. Thou whorſon Mandrake, thou art 
fitter to be worn in 2 2 than to wait at my Heels. 1 
22 Agot till now: But 1 wilt for 


wr, be than be ſhdll-get one on his Cheete : Vet he v 


not ſtick to ſay, his Face is 4 Face-Royal. Heav'n may 


finiſh ic when he will, it is not a Hair amiſs yet: — 4 6 


had writ Man ever 
may . Grace, but he is almoſt out of n 


$yrren for my ſhort Cloak, and Slops? © 

Page. He ld Sir, you ſhould procure him deter ud 
rance than Bardelph: He would not take his Bond and 
yours, he Hk d not the 

Fal. Let him be damn 4 like the Glutton, cinay bis Tongue 
be hotter, a whorſon 4 2. Raſcally-yea-forſoorh- 
knave, to bear a Gentleman in Hand: and then ſtand up- 
petes do now wear 
nothing but high Shoes, and Bunches'of Keys at their Gir- 
dies; and if a Man is through wih tdem in hosen ta. 
king up, then they muſt ſtand upon Security : I had as 
lief they would pat Ras bas in my Mouth, a offer to 
ſtop it with Security. 1 looked he ſhould have fent me 
two and twenty Tards of Satten. as F am a true Knight, 


and he ſends me Security. Well, he may ſleep in Secu-" 


rity, for he hath the Horn of Abundance. And the Vight- 
neſs of his Wife ſbines through it, and yet cannot he fee, 


tba be have bis own L n to | it him. Where's 


Bardolpht 
Page, 


16 The Second Part of 
Page. He's gone into Smithfield to buy your Warlkip 5 


Tal. 1 bought him in Pauls, and he'll buy me a Horſe 
in Smithfield. If 1 could get me n . 
were Mann d, Hors d, ae 4 1 
Enter Chief Servants, A 
Page. Sir, here comes the Nobleman that committed 
the Prince for ſtriking him, about Bardolph. 
Fial. Wait cloſe, 1 will not ſee him. 

Ch. Juſt. What's he, that goes there? 
2 and'r pleaſe your Lordſhip. 

Ch. Fuſft. He that was in queſtion for he Robbery 

Serv. He, my Lord. But hath fince done good Ser- 
vice at r 
ge to the Lord John of Lancaffer. 
Ch. Fu. What, to York ? Gall him back again 
Serv. Sir Foln F 
Fal. Boy, tell him Iam deat 


. You n ar 2 8 1 
am ſure he 1s, to an good. | 
Fa I muſt with . f 


Serv. Si 7 
_=_ What! a een 
9 Employment? Doth not the King lack Sub- 
not the Rebels want Soldiers? Though it be a 
moe any fide but one, it is worſe ſhame to | 
— r were it worſe than the 
ame of Rebellion can tell how to make it. 2 | 
: Fl Why, Se id did 1 ſay you were an honeſt Man ? Set- 
ting wy Knight-hood my 8 I had 
f in my T , if 1 had faid is P 
, Serv. | pray you, Sir, then by your Knight-hood and 
Soldierſhip aſide, and give me leave to tell you, you 
in your Throa, if you ſay I am any other than an ho- 
neſt Man. 
Fal. | give thee leave to tell me ſo? 1 lay alide that 
which grows to me? If thou gett't any leave of me, 
hang me; if thou tak ſt leave, thou MET LOSET be hang: 
ou Hunt counter, hence; avaunt. 


T £47. >_.e 
. =. , 1 


+ 


ä 


King Hunky . 


Lord! give your your Lordſhip good time of 
the 3g 1 am 4 to ſee your Lordſhip f I heard 
ſay, your Lordſhip was fick. I hope your Lordſhip goes 
abroad by advice. Your Lordſhip, though not 9 paſt 
your Youth, hath yet ſome ſmack of Age in you: Some 
reliſh of - the Saltnels of time; and I moſt humbly be- 
ſeech your Lordſhip, to haye a reverend care of your 
Health. 

Ch. Fut. Sir Fobs, 1 feat for you before your Expedi-· 


tion to Shrewsb 
your Lordſhip, I hear his Majeſty is re: 


Fal. If it pl 
turn'd with — liſcomfore "ofa Wiles. 
Ch. Fuft. I talk not of his Majeſty: You would not 


come when I ſent for you? 


Fal And 1 hear moreover, his Highneſs is fil n into 


this ſame wherſon Apoplexy. 


By 4 Well, Heay'n mend bim. I pray let me ſpeak 
ou, 8 
wh. Apoplexy ket abt it, a kind of Lethargy, 


a ſleeping of the Blood, a whorſon Tingling. 


Ch. Fuſt. What tell you me of it? Be it af it is. © | 
Fal. It hath its original from much Grief; from Study 
and Perturbation of the Brain. I have read the Cauſe of 


its Effects in Galen. It is a kind of Deafneſs. 


Ch. Ju. 1 think you are fal'n into that Diſeaſe: | For 
you hear not what I fay to you. 


1 well, my Lord, very well: Rather, am t pleaſe | 
EE ne 
hat I am troubled [. 


Hawking, To puniſh you 


the attention of your E 

Au YA. 7 wan 
F. am as as , 5 not 2 

Your Lordſhi 8 88 75 iſonment 

2 — 4 2 
tient to our Preſeripons 

fome Dram of Sr indeed, a Struple 1 

Ch. Fu, 


8 The Second Part bf 
Ch. Fauſt. I ſent for you, when there were matters d- 
gainſt you for your Life, to ſpeak with me. 
Fal. As 1 was then advised b Learned Counſel, in 
the Laws of this Land · ſervice, not come, | 
RF” Well th trth is Sir J you te in great 


y ; 
Fal. He that buckles him in my Belt, cannot live in leſs. 
Ch. Jul. Your Means is very flender, and your Waſte 


Fal. I would it were otherwiſe: 1 would m Means 
were greater, and my Waſte ſlenderer. 

2 a. rhe You h: 4 miſ-led the youthful Prince. 
| young Prince hath miſled me. lam the Fel- | 

Wer with he — Belly, and he my Dog. 

Ob. Fuft. Well, I am loth to gall 2 ne w- head Wound; 
your Day's Service at Shrefwb path a little gilded over 
Jour Night's Exploit on Tit You ig thar AQ: the 
| Unquiet time, for your wet o'er poſting t Action. | 

Ful. My Lord? es | 
Cb. 7. Bur ce all is vel , keep it ſo: Wake not a 
Fal. To wake a Wolf, is as dad es to fine! a Fox. 


. Juſt. What? You ate as a Candle, the better part : 
burnt our. 


Fal. A Waſſel Cendle, my all Tallow: If 1 did 
=. of Wax, my growth E. approve the truth. 
Ver, Haba would ir on your Face, but 
a 3 his Eſſect of Gravity. 


Fal. His Effect of gravy, gravy, gravy. 

b. Fuſt. . 
like his evil Angel. | 
Fal. Not ſo, my Lord, your ill Angel is light: But 1 
hope, he 1 looks upon me, 9x take me without _ | 
ings a ; et, in ſome reſpects I grant, I cannot \& 
wr pack Virtue is of fo neck regard in theſe A 

— Days, that true Valour is turned Bear- herd 

* A made a Tapfter, and hath his quick Wit 
ving Recknings; all the other Gifts apper- | 
2 , as the” malice of this Age ſhapes them, are 
not worth a Goole: -berry. You taat are old, conſider 
10. 


* 


Niag HinawY IV ng 
not the Capacities of us that are young} meaſũre the 
heat of our Livers, with the — your Gallsz 
r 1 muſt con- 
_ are W 
—— 4 —— you ſet downyour Natnein dhe geo of 
Youth, 6 ptr —rr rs 
Have you not a moiſt Eye? a dryHand? a yet 
how Check? + white: Beard? 4 — a2 in- 
Belly? is not your Voice broken? your Wind 
ſhort? you ; Wir ſingle? . part about you blaſted 
with a a> leur feif young? fe, 
fie, fie, 8097 
Fal My Lord. I was born with a white Head, andſome- 
thing a round Belly. For my Voice, I have loft — 
Fouth for and fin ging of Anthems. 'To approve 
th further, 1 will not: 1 am on 
in Judgment aud Underſtanding, and 
with me for a thouſand Marks, by phe 
ny, and have at him. For the Box oth Kar that the 
Prince gave you, he pave Wis a rude Prince, and you 
won n booed Boron bo 1 have checkt 1 
on repents: Marry not in 3 
eB hp». Pars = og and old Sack. i ; 
Ok Fu Well, Hava fond the Prince a better comp 


IC m o 1 : 

* Ch. Fu. well, the the King bath Grer' a 
Harry, 1 you- 

2 againſt th! ArchbiiopFand the 


w Yes, T thank your ee it; dut look 
you pray, all you that ady Peace at home, that 
our Armies join #0t in « tot Day = For I take but two 
Shirts out with me, and I mean not to ſwear extraordina- 
rily: If it be a hot Day, if 1 brandiſh 22 
Bottle, would I mi bt ln t white of % ty M 
not a d ion can war, ral bur 1 m 

thruſt upon it, der . "= 


* 0 7 


ttzßhe Diſcaſe is in 


. the one or th other play 


. Well, be honeſt, be honeſt, and Heay'n bleſs 
. 
Fal. Will our Lordſhip lend me a thouland Pound, to 
2 


„ r 


ne 
my Couſin Weſtmorland. Exit. 
Fal. If 1 do, fillop me with a three-man-Beetle. 


A. 
3 te Age and Covetouſneſs, than he. 
can part 


2 But the Gout galls. 

the one, and "Fox echo the edur, 2 

R —_ 
- 

Fal. What Mony is in my Purſe? 

Page. Seven Groats, and two Pence. 


Fal. I can get no Remed T, Conluroption of 
— 3 


the Purſe. Borrowing only it out, but. 
a Go bear this Letter to.my Lord. 
dl Lancaſter, this to the Prince, this to the Earl of H. 
morlund, and this to old Miſtreſs Urſals, whom I have 
weekly ſworn to marry, fince I perceiv'd the firſt white 
Hair on my Chin. About it; you know where to find, 
me. APox of this Govt, .or & Gen of this Pox; for 
s the with my Toe : 
It is no matter, if I do halt, I have the Wars for m * 


Enter Arch-B York, Ha Mo ad | 
7 25 v. 8 


we W our Cauſes, and know our 
ore lip pour Oi 1 pray all 2 


„ Marſhal, what ſay you to it? 
Mow. 1 well llow the eee. of or Arms, 
ſatisfied, 


7 


Ning HENRAN . 


To look with Forehead. bold and big cnoug | 
Upon the Power and Puiſlance of | 


% 75 * 
wp ny uric Wu on the Fil 
To fire and —_— 7 neg Ne of chic FR | 
And our Su in the Hope 
Of t Wee 2 hoſe Boſom burns 
1 F en w 
Bar r $, ö 
Whether our een 
May bold up Head erke Nerthanberlend ? FS. 
Bat, With him we mg... 
Bard. Ay marry ; there's the polar: vr an oo 
But if wi kim we be thoug 2 
M 
"Ty we had his Aſſiſtance b the rnd. © | 
For in a oberg hoody Kew ths, N 
ConjeQuure, ExpeRation, and Sutmiſe  ' 
Of Aids uneertain, Would not be admitted, 
ue Ts Lord e , Fons 


He who ar him : 
on prom f 
e 


* 


i e 


N . never did hart; 
elihoods, . 


| Bard fa t uality of War, | 
Iadeed the inſtant « Gaufe vn foot, 


Lives fo * 3 
. EEE . 


„ at od ern 


A 


A naked ſubject to the w 


Should be ſtill born; aud that 


Need not 


SZ 


The Setond Pars if 


In fewer Offices? or at leaft, def 

To build at all? Much more. in this great wen: 
Which is, almoſt, to pluck a Kingdom down, 
And ſet another up, ſhould we 
The Plot of Situation, and the 

Conſent upon a ſure Foundation, 
Queſtion Surveyors, know our own Eſtate, 
— 1 to undergo, 5 


To weigh againſt e or elfe, 
We — in 1 555 


Uſing the Names of Men, +. dec. 
Like one that draws the Model of a Houſt © © 
Beyond bis Power to build it; who, half rough 
Gives o'er, and leaves his part-created Coſt 


0 = 
E 


9 
9 . — 
- 


And waſte, for churliſm Winters 
Haft. Grant that Qur Hopes, 


The urmoſt Man of ty ew 
I think we are a Bod | Aan 
Even as we are, to R. th the 5 DS... 
Bard. What, is the King but five and twenty thouſand? 
Haft. To us no mere; nay not ſo much, DOK 
5 For his Divifions, as the Times do braw! 
Are in three Heads; one Poweb againſt the fc, 
And one againſt Glendewer 8 270 3 
Miuſt tate yp us; Sp ne NY | 
| In three divided; and his Coffe 
With hollow Poverty, and Kragrineſt. 


York. That he ſhould draw his een. 
And come againſt us in full Puilſance, 


If ſhould do 
. be N 
Baying him as the Heels; never fras 
oa 
1. 


Eos ould lead his Fare 


2 


- King 


\ 
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Enter Hoſteſs, with two Officers, Fang and Snare, 


Sm 


It is enter d. 


- 
= 
2 


Ay, ay, good Mr.Snare. 


\ 


2 


24 The Second Part of 
Snare. Here, here. 

Fang. Snare, we muſt Arreſt Sir Folm f. ef 

Hiſt. Ay, good Mr. Snare, I have enter d — ot 
Snare. It may chance coſt ſome of us our Lives: He 
will tab. 

Hoſt. Alas- the. day; take heed of him; be ſtab d me in 
mine own: Houſe, and that moſt, beaftly; he cares not 
what miſchief he doth, if his Weapon be out, He will 
foin like any Devil, he wr 3s gg Man, Women, 
nor Child. 

Fang If 1 cancloſe with him, 1 cata cet for his thruſt, 
Hoſt. No, nor I neither; Vil be at your Elbow. K 
Fang. if 1 but fiſt him once; if he come but within 

my Vice. 

Hoſt. I am undone with his going; 1 warrant he is an 
infinitive thing upon my ſcore. Good Mr. Fang, hold 
him ſure; good Mr. Snare, let him not ſcape, he comes 
| continually to Pie-corner, ſaving your Manhoods, to bu i 
Saddle, and he is invited to dinner to the Lubbar's 
Lombardfireet to Mr. Smooth's the Silkman. 1 — 
my Action is enter d, and my Caſe ſo y to 
the World, let him be brought in to his Anſwer. A hun- 
dred Mark is a long one, for a poor lone Woman to bear; 
and I have born, and born, and born: And have been 
fub d off, and fub'd off, from this Dey to that Day, that 

it is a ſhame to be t on. There is no honeſty in 
ſuch dealing, unleſs a 1 
& Beaſt, to bear every Knaves wr — Hes 
Enter Falſtaff and Bardolph. 

Yonder he comes, and that arrant Malmſey-Noſe Bar. 

 dolph with him. Do your Offices, do your Offices: 

3 and Mr, Snare, do me, do me, do me your 

Offices. 
Fal. How now? whoſe Mare's dead ? what's the mat · 


ter ? 
: . Sir Folw, 1 arreſt you at the ddt of Midtref 


Vt, Away Varlets; draw Bardelph: Cut me off the 
Villain's Head: Throw the Quean in the Kennel, 


King Henry IV. 25 

Hoſt. Thr ow me in the Kennel? I'll throw thee there. 

Wile thou? wilt thou? thou baſtardly Rogue. Murder, 

murdcr: O thou Hony-ſuckle Villain, wilt thou kill God's 

Officers and the King's? O thou hony- ſeed Rogue, thou 

art a Hony - ſeed, a Man- queller, and a Woman- quelier, ny 
Fal. Keep them off, Bardolth. 
Fang. A Reſuce, a Reſcue. 

Hoſt. Good Peop'e bring a Reſcue. Thou wilt not? thou 
wilt not? do, do thou Rogue: Do thou Hempſecd. 
3 Away you Scullion, you Rampage, your Fuſtili- 

II mk your Cataſtrophe. | 
Enter Chief Fuſlice. 
Ch. Fuſt What's the matter: Kev the Puace here hoa: . 
Heſt. Good my Lord, be good to me. 1 beleech you 
ch. 7% How cow, Sic Jabs? what are you beawlin 
. How now, Sir waat are you bra 4 
here? $A this become your Place, your time, and buſi- 
{ refs? You ſhould have been well on your way to York. 
Stand from him Fellow, wherefore ha'g't upon him? 
Hoſt. © my moſt worſhipful Lord, and't pleaſe your 
Grace I am a * Widow Sf Eaficheap, and be | is arreſted. 
at my Suit. | | 
Ch. Fuſt. For what Sum? Kd 
Hoſt. It is more than for ſome, my Lord, it is * all; at 
I have; he hath eaten me out of Houſe and Home; he bath 
put all my Subſtance into that fat Belly of his; but I wil 
have ſome of it out again, or Pil ride os o Nights, like 
the Mare. 
Fal. I think I am as like to ride the Mare, if I have wy 
9 of Ground to get up. | 
uf. How comes this, Sir Jahn? Fie, what Man 
1 temper would endure this tempeſt of Exclamation ? 
Are you not aſham d to inforce a poor Wicow to ſo rougb 
2 courſe to come by her own? 
Fal. What is the groſs Sum that I owe thee? 
Hoſt. Marry, if thou wert an honcſt Man, thy ſelf, and 5 
the Mony tco. Thou didſt ſwear to me on a parcel- gilt 
Goblet, litting in my Dolphin chamber, at the round Ta- 
ble, by a Sea · coal Fire, on Ne W ** | 


4 3-3 3-2-1. 13. £5 8. 
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26 The Second Part of 


the Prince broke thy Had for likening him to a Singing- 
man of Windſor; thou didſt ſwear to me then, as I was 
waſhing thy Wound, to marry me, and make me my 
thy Wite. Canſt thou deny it? Did not Good-wife Keech, 
the Butcher's Wife, come in then, and call me Goflip Quicł- 
I} comingintoborrow a Meſs of Vinegar; telling us, ſhe 
da Diſh of Prawns; whereby thou didſt deſire to eat 
Tome; whereby l told thee they were ill for a green Wound? 
And didſt not 3 when ſhe was gone down Stairs, deſire 
me to be no. more familiar with ſuch poor . ſaying, 
that ere long they ſhould call me Madam? didſt thou 
not kiſs me, and bid me fetch thee thirt _ ? Iput 
_ thee now. to thy Bnok-oath, deny it if thou canſt? 
Fal. My Lord, this is a poor mad Soul; and ſhe ſays up 
and down tte Town, that her eldeſt Son is like you. She 
bath been in good caſe, and the truth is, Poverty hath di- 
rated her; but for theſe fooliſh Officers, I beſeech you 
1 may have redreſs againſt them. 
Ch. Fuft. Sir John, Sir Jahn, 1 am well ted with 
your manner ot wreaching the true Cauſe, the falſe Way. 
It is not a confident Brome, nor the throng of Words that 
come with ſuch, more thanimpudent, ſawcineſs from you, 
can r me _ 144 . 22 you ha 
practis d upon the eake-yielding Spirit of this Woman. 
+ A. ber | 2 he Debt you owe he 
. Taft. e, peace; pay her t you owe her, 
and 22 Villany you have done her; the one you may 
do wi ſterling Mony, and the other with currant Repen- 
Fal. My Lord, I will not r N this ſneap without 
reply. Yau call honourable Boldneſs impudent Satycineſs. 
Ha Man will curt'ſie, and fay nothing, he is virtuous - 
No, my Lord, your bumble Duty remembred, 1 will 
not be your Sutor. I ſay to you. I deſire deliv'rance from 
theſe Offieers, being upon haſty Employment in che 


Kah Affairs. IX | 
S. Ful. Youſpeak, as having Power to do wrong: But 
anſwer in the Effect your Reputation, and fatisfie the poor 


King Reva r IV. 27 


Fd. Come hither, Hoſteſs. | 
Euter My. Gower. 

Ch. Ja. Now, Malter Gower, what News? 8 

Gower. The King, my Lord, and H . 


Are near at Hand: The reſt the Paper 

Fal. As lam a Gentleman 

Hoſt. Nay, you ſaid ſo beſore. 

Fal. As I am a Gentleman, come, no more wordaof it; 

Hoſt. By this heavenly Ground I tread on, I muſt be 
fain ro-pawn both my and the Tapeſtry of my Bi- 

Chambers. | 

Fal. Glaſſes, Glaſſes, is the on! drinkiag; and for thy 
Walls a pretty Night Drollery, or orthe Kory of the Prodigal, 
or the German hunting in Water- work, is worth a 
of theſe Bed . and theſe Fly-bitten Tapeftries : Let 
it be ten Pound, if thou canſt Come, if it were not for 
thy Humours, there is not a better Wench in England. Go, 
waſh thy Face, and draw thy Action: Come, thou muſt 
not be in this Humour with me, come, I know thou walt 
ſet on to this. 

Hoſt. Prithee, Sir John, let it be but twenty Nobles, 1 
am lath to pawn my Plate, in good carneſt - 
* Let it alone, Ill make other ſhift; youll be a Fool 
Hoſt. Well, you ſhall have it, although I pawn 


— 1 hope you'll come ta Supper: mn ox 
t ME 

rel. win 1 live? Go with her, with her; Hook on, 
hook on. 

Heſs. Will you have Doll Tes bus meer you at Sup- 

? 
Per No more Words. Let's have her. 
_ Ch. Fuſs. I have heard bitter News. 
3 

Ki 7. 

Gower. At Baſmg-floke, m n 
K. 2.1. rin Ame s well, Whet inthe News, 
7 2 
Ch. Fuft. Come all his Forces her 


Sir 


R. my Greatneſs to acknowledge i. Doth it not 
ſhew vilely i 1 me, to deſire ſmall Beer? | 


5 to remember ſo weak a Compoſition. 


28 Tbe Second Part of 


- Gower. No; fifteen hundred Foot, and five habe 


| Horſe, are march'd up to my Lord of Lancaſter, againſt Nor- 


thamberland and the Arch-Biſhop. 
Fal. Comes the King back from ales, my noble Lord? 
Ch. Fuſt, You ſhall have Letters of me Wy... 4 
Come, go along with me, 6 Mr. Gomer. 1 
Ch. Fuſt. What's the matter ? 
Fal. Maſter Gower, I ſhall entreat you with me to din. \ 
ner. TY 


- Gower, 1 muſt wait upon my good Lord here. 
I thank you, good Sir Fohn. 


Ch. Pp. Sir John, you loiter here too long, being you 
are to take Soldiers up in the Countreys as you go. 

Fal. Will you Sup with me, Maſter Gomer? . 

Ch. What tooliſh Maſter taught youtheſeManners, 
Ful. 1 if they become me not, he was a, 
Fool that taught them me. This is the right Fencing grace, 


my Lord, tap for tap, and fo part fair. 


Ch. Fuſt. Now the Lord nee 


Foo!. l. 


SCENE u. 


: Enter Prince Henry and Poins. 
P. Henry. Truſt me, I am exceeding w 


cary. 
Poins. Is it come to that? I had thought wearineGdurſt 
* * attach d one of ſ@ high Blood. 


It doth me, though it diſcolours the Com- 


Point. Why, a Prince ſhould not be io looſly ſtudied, as 


P. Henry. Belike then, my Appetite was not Princely 
; for, in troth, 1 do now remember the poor Creature, 
mall Beer. But indeed theſe humble n make 


me out of love with my Greatneſs. What a diſgrace is it 


to me to remember thy Name? or to know thy Face to 
morrow? or to take Note how many pair of Silk Stockings 
they 


EKiag HENRY IV. 29 
thou haſt? (viz. theſe, and thoſe that were the peach · co- 
lour'd ones; ) or to bear the Inventory of thy Shirts, as one 
for ſuperfluity, and one other for uſe; but that the Tennis 
Court Keeper knows better than I, for it is a low ebb of 


Linnen with thee, when thou keepeſt not Racket there, as 


thou haſt not done a great while, becauſe the reſt of thy 
Low Countreys have made a ſhift to eat up thy Holland. 


Pein. How ill it follows, after you have labour d fo 


hard, you ſhould talk ſo idely ? tell me how many = 
young Princes would do fo, their Fathers lying fo ſick, aa 
yours is. 5 Te 9 
P. Henry. Shall I tell thee one thing, Poins ? 
Poins. Yes; and. let it be an excellent good thing. | 
P. Henry. It ſhall ſerveamong Wits of no higher breed- 


ing. than tine | Webs. 

6 N to; I and the puſh of your one thing, that 

vou l tell. e == 
2 P. Henry. Why I tell thee, it is not meet that I ſhould - 


be ſad now my Father is fick; albeit I could tell to thee, 
as to one it pleaſes me; for fault of a better, to call my 
Friend, I could be fad; and fad indeed too. 
Poins, Very hardly upon ſuch a Subject. WR” =: 
P. Henry. Thou think'ſt me as far in the Devil's Book, as 
thou and Falſtaff, for obduracy and perſiſtency. Let the 
end try the Man. But I tell thee, my Heart bleeds in- 
wardly, that my Father is ſick; and keeping ſuch vile 
Company as thou art, hath in Reaſon taken trom me; all 
oftentation of-Sorrow. | = I 
 Poins. The Reaſon? ; 
F. Henry. What would'ſt thou think of me, if I ſhould 
Poins. I would think thee a moſt Princely Hypnerite... 
P. Henry. It would be every Man's thought; and thou 


art a bleſſed Fellow, to think as every Man thinks; never 


a Man's thought in the World keeps the Road · way bet- 
ter than thine; every Man would think me an Hypo- 
crite — 1 AhIEg excites your moſt worſhipful thought 
to think > : * % 45 | | re „„ „ 
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it is, Bo 


ers: Well, there is 


— 


30 Te Second Part of 
Poins. Why (becauſe you have ſeeno lewd, and ſo much 


2 to Falftaff 


Henry. And to thee. 
= Nay, Iam well ſpoken of, I can hear it with mine 
own Ears; the worſt they can ſay of me is, that I am 
a ſecond Brother, and that I am a Fellow LY 
Hands; and thoſe two things 1 confeſs I cannot help. | 
look, here comes Bardolph. 
P. Henry. And the Boy y that I gave Falflff; he had Hm 


fat Villaia have 10 
trans form'd him Ape. 
5 Enter Bardolph and Page. 
- Bard. Save your Grace. v 
P. Henry. And yours, moſt noble Bardolph. 
Poins. Come, you pernicious Aſs, you baſhful Fool, 


| muſt you be bluſhing? wherefore bluſh you now? what a 
| Maidenly Man at Arms are ou become? ls it ſacha mat- 
ter to get a Pottle-pots Maiden-head ? . 
Page. He call'd me even now, my Lord, through a red 
Lattice, and 1 could diſcern no part of his Face from the 
Window); at laſt 1 ſpy'd bis Eyes, and methought he had 
made two Holes in the Ale-wivesnew Petticoat * 


— 


ay you raſcal} away. 
F. Henry. Inſtruct us, Boy, what Dream, Boy ? 
Page. Marry, my Lord, Althea dream d the was deli- 


yer'd of a Firebrand, aud therefore | call him her Dream. 


P. _ ACrowns-worthof good Interpretation; there 


Po O that hin god Mod could kept rm Ck 
| Bard. If you do not — og be hang'd among you, 


lbs d. 


P. Henry. Aud how Maſter, Bar FER 
Bard, Well, ny rr 


1 to Town, There's a Letter for you. 


Deliver d with good reſpect; and how doth the 
Mile, your | Maſter? : — 8 
Bara, 


I will imitate the hab Romans m 
|  Poins, Sure he means brevity in breath; 


not too familiar with Poins, for he 


Bard. In bodily health, Sir. 
Poins. Marry, the immortal Part needs a Phyſician; but 
that moves not him; though that be fick, it dies not. 


P. Henry. I do allow this Wen to be as familiar with 
me as my Dog. And he holds his place, for look you” 


how he writes. 
| Poins reads. John Falſtaff, Knight, —— Every Man muſt” 
know that, as oft as he hath occaſion to Name himſelf: 
Even like thoſe that are Kin to the * for they never 
prick their Finger, but they ſay there me of the King's 
Blood ſpilt. How comes "hat? fays "iv that takes upon 


h'm not to conceive: The Anſwer is as ready as 2 bor- 


_ Fowed Cap; I — the hes Wale Ent Couſin, Sir. 


P. Hemy. Nay, Kin to us, but they will fetch 
it from Fapber. "Bo? to the Letter: Sir John Falſtaff, 
Knight, to the Son of the King, neareſt his Father, Harry Frince | 


of Wales, greeting. 
| Poins, Why this is a Certificate. 
F. Henn. Peace. 


. 


1 commend me to thee, I commend thee. and I rave thee Be 
Favours ſo 
Nell. Re- 
Thie, by © 
Lim. 


much, that he ſwears thow art to marry this Si 
tem at idly times ies thew 1 and {0 furewel. 
ea and nd: Which is as 4s to ſay, as tho 
ack Falſtaff wich my Familia: John wich my s and 
Sifters: Aud Sir ohn with all Europe. 

y Lord, I'V deep this Letter in Sick, and make bim 


Henry. That's to make him eat twenty of his words. 


ext 


| But do you uſs me thes, Niu? Muſt 1 marry your Si- 


ſter? 
Poins. May the Wench bave no worſe Fortune. But I 


us we play the Fool with the time, 


wes gf 
the iris of ie Wie Kin in the Clouds, and mock. us: 5 
= our er here in London? ? 


l Yes, wy Lord. | 3 
* f. 


32 Fybe Second Part of 


P. Henry. Where ſups he? Doththe old Boor ſeedin the 
old Frank? 

Bard. At the old place, my Lord, in Eaſft-cheap. 

P. Henry. What Company ? 

Page. Epheſians, my Lord, of the old Church. 
F. Henry, Sup any Women with him? 

Page. None, my Lord, but old Miſtreſs PEA and 
Mrs. Dol Tear-ſheet, 
P. Henry. What Pagan may that be? 

Page. A proper Gentlewoman, Sir, and a Kinſwoman 
cf my Maſter's. 

P. Henry. Even ſuch Kin, as the Pariſh heiler are to 
the Town Bull. 

| Shall we ſteal upon them, Ned, at Su er? 
Pioins. I am ycur Shadow, my Lord. I'll follow you. 

P. Henry. Sirrah, you Boy, and Bardolph, no word te 
yeur Maſter that I am yet in Town. 
There s for your Silence, 

Bard. | have no Tongue, Sir. 

_ Page, And for mine, Sir, I will govern it. 
P. Henry. Fare ye well: Go. 

This Dol Trur. ſbeet ſhould be ſome Raad, 
Toi 1 warrant you, as common as the way between 

St. Albans and London. 

F. Henry. How might we ſee Falſtaff beſtow bimſelf to 
Night in his true Colours, and not our ſelves be ſeen : 

Peins. Put on two Leather Jerkins, and Aprons, and wait 
upon him at his Table, like Drawers. 

P. Henry. From a God to a Bull? A heavy declenſion: 
It was Fove's Caſe. From a Prince to a Prentice, a low 
trans for mation, that ſhall be mine: For in every thing. the 

Purpoſe muſt weigh with the Folly. Follow me, * 
| Exeunt. 


SCENE M. 
Enter Northumberland, Ia Northumberland, and Lady 


Percy. 
North. 1 prethee, loving Wife, and gentle Daughter, 


Put 


Give in even way unto * rough — 
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athe WF Put not you on the viſage of the Times, 
And be like 1 to Percy, troubleſome. 
L. North, I have given over, I will ſpeak no more: 
Do what you will: Your Wiſdom be your Guide. 
North. Alas, ſweet Wife, my Honour is at Pawn, 
And but my go ing, nothing can redeem it. 
and L. Percy. Oh yet, for Heav'ns fake, go not to theſe War. 
The time was, Father, when you broke your Word, 
When you were more endear d to it, than now, 
man When your own Percy, when my Heart-dear Harry, 
Threw n:any a Northward Look, to ſee his Father 
e te ring up his Powers: Bur he did long in vain. 
P Who then perſuaded you to ſtay at home? 
 _ MW There were two Honours loft; yours and your Son's. 
ou. For yours, may heav'nly Glory brighten it: 
rd te For his, it ſtuck upon him, as the Sun 5 
3 In the grey Vault of Heavn: And by his Light 
Did all the Chevalry of England move | 
To do brave Acts. He was, indeed, the Glas 
Wherein the noble Youth did dreſs themſelves. | 
He had no Legs, that practis d not his Gate: 
And ſpeaking thick, which Nature made his blemiſh, | 
F:came the Accents of the Valiant. 
For theſe that could ſpeak low, and tardily, 
ould turn their own Perfection to Abuſe, 
o ſeem like him. So that in Speech, in your. 
In Diet, in Aſfections of delight, 
n Military Rules, Humours of Blood, 
He was the Mark, and Glafs, Copy, and Book; - 
hat faſhion'd others. And him, O wondrous him! 
Miracle of Men! Him did you leave = 
Second to none, un- ſeconded by you, 
To look ypon the hideous God of War, 
n difadvantage, to abide a Field, - ood: 
here nothing but the ſound of Hot pur s Name 
Did ſeem: defentible ; So you left him. 
lever, O never do his Ghoſt the 
To hold your Honour more preciſe and nice 
ith others, than with him. Let them alone: 
** Marſhal aud the Archbiſbep are ſtrong. 
1 | 
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SL my ” 1h Harry had but half their Numbers, 
I 7 Sou 2 2 Hot Neck) 
Hove dog might of Monmonuth's Grave. RIS” 
North. 8 . 
Fair Daughter, you do draw my Spirits from me, 
With new lamenting ancient Over-fights, 
"| ie 
18 Or it will me in another place, . 
And find me worſe provided. 
Wh L. North. O fly to Scotland, 1 
11 Till that the No bles, and the armed Commons, 
Have of choke I made a ju 7 taſte. Edie 
L. Percy. 1 get Ground, vantage o 2 
They —4 "I them, like a Rib of Steel, 
To make Strengh ſtronger. But, for all our loves, 
Firſt let them try themſel ves. So did your Son. 
He was ſo ſuffer d; ſo came I a Widow: :- 
And never ſhall have length of Life _ 
To rain upon 3 with mine Eyes, 
Thor: it 3 ſprout, as high as . 
tion to 2 Noble Husband. 


* Come, _ in with me: tis with wy Mind 
As with the Tots, fog d up unto his height, 
That makes a ſtill-ſtand, running neither way. 


Fain would I go to meet the Archbiſhop, 

But many thouſand Reaſons hold me back: 

I Will W for Scotland; there am I, ge 
Till Time and Vantage crave my Company. (Eren 


SCENE IV. 


Enter two Drawers. 


1 Draw; What haſt thou brought there? Apple- 
Thou know'ſt Sir Fuba cannot endure an Apple App N- 


» Draw. Thou fay'ft true; the Prince once Rar 2 Diſh of 
Apple-Fohns before Le and told him there were five more 


— Jahns; ; andy puthing off his Hat, faid, I will now take 
7 ef theie fix dry, round, old wither d Kni 
: k anger lin de the Hearty bur he bach forgo that. 


-.v 
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1 Draw. 
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1 Dram. Why then cover, and {et them down; and ſee 
if thou canſt EIS Sneak's Noiſe ; Miſtreſs Tear-ſheet- 
would fain have ſome Muſick. _ 

2 Draw. desk here willbe the Prince and Maſter Poins 
anon; and they will put on two of our Jerkins and Aprons, 
ws" muſt not know of it. Bardlph hath brought 
wo 


1 Draw. Then here will be old Utis: it- will be an ex · 


cellent 8 8 
2 Draw. ſee if i can find out Sneak, © [Extunt. 
Enter Hoſteſs and Dol. 


Hoſt. Sweet Heart, methinks now you are in an excel- 
lent good temperality ; your Pulſidge beats as extraordina- 
rily as gr would lire; and your Colour, I warrant 
you, is as red as any Roſe: But Los bave drank too much 
Canary, and that's a marvellous ſearching Wine; and it 
perfumes the Blood ere we can web * * —_— 


you now? _ 
Dol, Better than I was: Hem. 
FE 4g Why, that was well faid: 
R 
al. When thur f # — h dan-- 
F, Ar in Court, -—-—-empty-t e STE 
2 worthy King: How now, Miſtreſs 2 5 
Hoſt. Sick of a Calm: Yea, good-footh. _. 
Tal. $0 is all her Sect, if they de once in a Cie they 


good Hear' worth 


are lick. 


Dol. You muddy Raſcal, is that all the comfort ”u 
give me? h 


Fal. Tou make fat Raſcals, Miſtreſs Dol. 


Dol. 1 make chem! Gluttony and Diſcakcs make them, 1 
make them not. 


Fal, If the Cook make the Gluttony. you help. to. make 
the Diſeaſes, . of you 
Grant that, my poor Virtue, grant that. | 

Dol. Ay marry, our Chains, and our Jewels. 

Fal. Your Brooches, Pearls, and Owches: For tc 


bravely, is to come halti os, ou know; : For to Gow | 
breach wich his Pike — — od 


to Surgery bravely; 
oy venture upon che charge d Gaben braveſy — F 


| — — 
4 | . 


— 
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— 
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Hoſt. Why, this is the old faſhion; you two never meet 
but you fall to ſome diſcord; you are both, in good troth, 
as Rheumatick as two dry Toaſts, you cannot one bear with 
anothers Confirmities. What the -year? One muſt bear, 
and that muſt be you: you are the weaker Veflel, as the 
ſay, the emptier Veſſel. Iv Dol. 
Dol. Can a weak empty Veſſel bear ſuch a huge full Hogs- 
head ? there's a v hole Merchants Venture of Bowrdeaux ſtuff 
in him; you have not ſeen a Hulk better ſtuft in the Hold. 
Come, Il be Friends with thee, Fack: Thou art going to 
the Wars, and whether I ſhall ever ſee thee again or no, 
is no body cares. | | | 


— 


— _— 


— — CO — K —— 
+ — 


— — 
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— 
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- 


— ——— ww —__ 


M Euter Drawer. 

Draw. Sir, Ancient Piffol is below, and would fpeak 

with you. 2 . 5 85 | 
Dol. Hang him, ſwaggering Raſcal, let him not come 
hither; it is the fonl-mourh'oſt Rogue in England. 

Hoſt, If he ſwagger let him not come here: | muſt live 
amongſt my Neighbours, I'll no Swa s: I am in 
gcod Name and Fame with the very Beſt: Shut the Door, 

8 — Svwvaggerers __ bogs livd all this 
while to have ſwaggering now : Shut the Door, I 
Fal. Do'ſt thou hear, Hoſteſs — | dats 

Heft. Pray you pacifie your ſelf, Sir Fohn, there comes 
no Swaggerers here. | 3 - 

Fal. Do'ſt thou hear it is mine Ancient. 

_ Hoſt. Tilly-fally, Sir Fohn, never tell me, your ancient 
Swaggerer comes not in my Doors. I was before Maſter 
Tiſ-ck the Deputy the other day; and as he ſaid to me---it was 
no longer ago than Wedreſdaylaſt; Neighbour Quickly, ſays 
he; —— Maſter Demb our Miniſter was by then: Neighbour 
Quickly, ay s he, receive thoſe that are Civil; for, faith he, 

y youareinanill Name: Now he ſaid fo, I can tell whe! 
on; for, ſays he, * are an honeſt Woman, and vvell ehought 
on, therefore take heed what Gueſts you receive: Receive, 
_ ſays he, no ſwaggering Companions. There come none herer 
You would bleſs you to hear what he ſaid. No, Ill no 


| 1 5 1 | | 
Fl He's no Swaggerer, Hoſteſs ; a tame Cheater, he; 
| you may ſtroak bimss gently as a Puppey-Grey-Hound; by 


— — — 
2 "RT 


Ws * 
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my Houſe, nor no 


you with a Cup of Sack: 


her. 
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will not ſwagger with a Barbary Hen, if ber Feathers turn 
back in any ſhew of reſiſtance. Call him up, Drawer. 
Hag. Cheater, call you him? 1 will bar no honeft Man 
eater; but I do not love ſwagger- 
1 I am the worſe when one ſays ſwagger: Feel, Ma- 
ſters, how I ſhake; look 'on, I warrant you. NES" FTE 

Dol. So you do, Hoſt 

Hoſt. Do 1? yea, in very Truth do 1, if it were an AC 
pen Leaf: I cannot abide Swaggerers. | 
Enter Piſtol, Bardolph and Page. ee 

Pift. Save you, Sir John. | | 

Fal. Welcome, ancient Pi 7 Here, Piſfol, I charge | 

A Do you diſcharge upon mine 
Hoftel* 


__ I will diſcharge upon her, Sir ohm, with two 
ets, 


Fal She is Piſtol proof, Sir, you ſhall hardly offend 


Hoſt. Come, m drink no Proofs, nor no Bullets: 1 
will drink no more than will do me good for no Man's 5 
pleaſure, I. | 


Fit. Then to you, Miſtreſs Dorothy, 1 aa 
ou. . 
: Dol. Charge me! I ſcorn 2 n! What ? 
You poor, baſe, 6, cheating, {ary omg Hoc raph : 
— * * ouldy Rogue, away, 1 am Meat for your 


Pi * I know yon, Miſtreſs Dorothy. - ET 
Dol, Away, you cut-purſe Raſcal. you e filchy Bung a. 
way: By this Wine, Flt thruſt my Knife in your moul- 
dy Chaps if you play the ſawcy Cuttle with me. Away 
you Bottle-ale Raſcal, you Basket-bilt ſtale Jugler you. 
Since when, I pray you, Sir? what, with two Points on 
your Shoulder? much. v 

Pift. 1 will murther your Ruff tor this. 


5 No, 'good Cn Piftol : "Not here, fect Cap: 


Dol. ano thou abominable damn'd Cheater, art thou 


not aſham d to be call'd IT 22 were of my 


mind 
HO VM 


- 2 * * 9 
* 7 > %s 24 # 
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* would truncheon you out, for taking their Names 
, before you Ts ant them. You a Captain! 
— vel for what? for tearing a poor Whore's Ruff in a. 
wdy Houſe? He a hang bim, Rogue, he byes 


upon mouldy fliew'd Prunes by dry'd 1 
Theſe Villains will make the word 2 There- 
Ancient. 


fore Captains had need look to it. 
| Bard. Pray thee go down, good 
1 No thee der —— Bardolph, 1 could 
Pit. Not I: I te What, 
tear her: I'll be reveng d on her. 
Pray thee go down 
+ 4 I'll ſee her damn d firſt To Pluto's damned Lake, to- 
the lnfernal Deep, where Erebus and Tortures vile alſo. 
Hold Hook and Line, ſay I: Down! Down Dogs, down - 
Fates: Have we not Hiren here? | | 
Hoſt. Good Captain Peefel be qui et, it is very late: I be- 
ſeech you now, aggravate your 
2 77. Theſe be good —— indeed. Shall Pack-Horſes, 
and hallow pamper'd Jades of 4s, which cannot go but 
thirty Miles a Day, compare with Ceſar, aud with Conntbat, 
and Trojan Greeks? Nay, racher damn them with King 
Cerberus, and let the Welkin roar: Shall we fall foul * 


2 Be gone, good Ancient: This wil grow tox Braw! 
"ik. Die Men, the Dos ah Ga thi Have 


* not 3 | 
| Captain, there's none ſuch here. 

wif che . do _—_— would dairy her ? 1 
pray be quiet. 
Rur come, give | 
me ſome Sack. Si fortune ms tarmenta, ato me contente. 


Fear we broad · ſides? No, let the Fiend give Fite: Give me 


© ſome Sack: And Sweet-heart, lye thou there: Come we 
to full Points here; and are (> ee nothing? ads YE 
Fal, Piftol, 1 3 


Pip. 
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Sweet Knight, th Neafle: What! 
9 ki y we have 
Dol. Theuſt him down Staifs, I cannot endure fach 4 

Fuſtian Raſcal. 
My Thruſt lim down Stirs? know we not Galloway 


'S Quoit hi down, Bardolpb, like a ſhov at Shi 
ling: a 


1d . Come, get you down Stars. 

2h What * have ingen thall we embrew7 
3 then Death rock me aſleep, abridge my doleful Days: Why 
* then let grievous, ghaſtly, gaping Wounds, untwine the Si- 
- ſters three: Come, Atropes, I ay. [Drawing WoSwerd.. 
vn Hoſt. Here's good Stuff toward. 99 * 

= | Eo take, 

3 hee not v. "Hp 
ys. Fal. Get you down Stairs. 


14 Aa Beet ae, ml an 
bal, H Ho a, in eſe errig and frighes So; 
ing her I warrant now. Als, «dr yt op your naked = 


Dol I pat que, the Rafal in gone: oy 
you ork, x, Foo Lale Pi r. | bo * 
Are you not hurt i Sein Mirthough 
made a 83 thruſt at your Belly. i*Y 

Fal. Have you turn d bim out of Doors? 


| Bard, Yes, Ar, the Raſcu!'s drunk: Tom hare * tim, 
| Sir. in the Shoulder 0 8 


Fal. A Raſcsb to brave me! 


Dol. Ah, you ſweet little Rogue 0 Alas A 
how thouſweat'ſt ? come, let = — Mens: 


vive © N Chops-:-Ah --= Thou art as 
nor — as Heallor of Troy, worth five of Ag emen; and 
e me ten times better than the nine Worthies: Ah Villain. 

e wee Fal. A rafcally Slave! I will tos the Rogue in a Blanket. 
_— Dol. Do, if thou dar ſt for thy Heart: con de TI 


. thee between a pair of Sheets. 


— 
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Bure; Muſick. ee e 
Page. The Muſick is come, Sr. 
Let them play; play, Sirs. Sit on my Knee, Del. 
A Raſcal bragging Slave? The Rogue fled from me like 
Quick-filver. 

Dol. And thou follow'dſt him like a Church: Thou 
 whorſon little tydie Bartholomew Boar-pig, when wilt thou 
leave fighting on Days, and foyning on Nights, and begin 
to patch up thine old Body for Heaven? . 

Enter Prince Henry and Poins diſguis d. 

Fal. Peace, good Dol, do not ſpeak e 

not bid me remember mine End. 

Dol. Sirrah, what Humour is the Prince of? * 
Fal. A good ſhallow young Fellow: He would have. 
made a good Pantler, he would have chipp'd Bread well. 
Dol. They ſay Poins hath a good Wit. 

Fial. He a good Wit? hang him, Baboon, his Wit is as 
thick as Tewksbury Muſtard : There is no more Conceit in 
1 him, than is in a Mallet. 1 
Bu. Why doth the Prince love him fo ben? 
375 Becauſe their Legs are both of a bigneſs: And he. 
| pla sat Quoits well, and cats Conger and Fennel, and drinks 
off Candles ends for Flap-dragons, and rides the wild Mare 
with the Boys, and jumps upon joint Stools, and ſwears with- 

a good Grace, and wears his Boot very ſmooth, like unto the 
Sign of the Leg, and breeds no bate with rellin of diſcreet 
Stories; and ſuch other Gambol faculties he hath that ſhew 
a weak Mind and an able Body, for the which the Prince 
admits him: For the Prince bimſelf is fuch another: The 

weight of an Hair will turn the Scales between their Ha- 


de- 

yy Would „ 

Ears cut of? | 

- by Let us beat him before his Whore. Eg 

'Look, if the wither Elder bark not his en 

5 edi 1 Fre N 
_ eee, 
 ont-ive Performance? | 
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P. Henry. Saturn and Venus this Year in Conjunction! 
What ſays the Almanack to that? 

Foins. And look, whether the fiery Trigon his Man de not 
iſping to his Maſter's old Tables, his Note-Book, his Coun- 


ſel-keeper? 
Fal. Thou doſt give me flatt'ring Buſſes. 
Dol. Nay, truly, I kiſs thee with # moſt conſtant Heart. 


Fal. rm old. I am od. 

Dol. I love thee better than I love cer a ſcurvy young | 
Boy of them all. 

Fal. What Stuff wilt thou have a Kirtle of? I ſhall re- 
ceive Mony on Thurſday: Thou ſhalt have a Cap to mor- 
row: A merry Song come: It grows late, we willto Bed. 
Thou wilt forget me when I am gone. 

Dol. Thou wilt ſet me a weeping if thou fay't ſo: 
Prove that ever 1 dreſs my 9 rad 


Well, hearken the end. 


Fal. Some Sack, Fancis. 

P. Henry. Poins. Anon, anon, Sir. 

Fal. Ha! a Baſtard Son of the King's ! And art net bon 
Poins his Brother? | 
F. Hang. Why, thou Globe of ſinful Continents, what 


a Life doſt thou lead? 


EE... A better than thou: I am a Gentleman, thou art a 
7 Hery. Very true, Sir: And 1 come to draw you out 


by the Ears. 
Hoſt. Oh, the Lord preſerve thy g ert 


come to Landon. Now Hea vn bleſs that iy 
Fal. Thou whorſon made compound of Majeſty, by 
dus light Fleſh and corrupt Blood thou art welcome. 1 


What, are you come from Wales ? 


[Leaning his Hand pen Dol, 
— 28 Er, „J ſcorn you. : 
drive out of revenge, 
* turn alto a merriment, if * * 
P.Henry. You whorſon Candle-myne you, how vilely 
did you ſpeak of me even now, before this honeſt, virtu- 
ous, ciyi] Gentlewornan ? 2.55 


not fall in love with him; In which — 
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> Velling on your good Hyeh, any © le bby my 


Ful. Didſt thou hear me? | 
P. Henry. Ves; and you knew me, as you did when you. 
Tan away by Gade-bill you knew LF as at your back, and 
{poke it on to try my 
Fel. No, nor no; moe fo: I ond not think thou wall 
within hearing. 
2 F. Henry. 1 ſhall drive you tea to cones the wif 
buſe, Mr 
Fal. No abuſe, Hal, on my Honour, no abuſe, 
P. Henry. Not to diſpraiſe Ns, hd call me Pantler, and 
Bread-chopper, and 1 know not what? 
Ful. No abuſe, Hal. 
Poins, No abuſe! _ 
 _  Fal. No abuſe, Ned, in the World; bogen Ned, none. 
1 diſprais d him before the Wicked, that the * i : 


Ry 


the pare of « careful Friend, and true Subj? 
ther s 19 900 me thanks for it. No = 


| ſhe of the Wicked? Is thine 
Wat hes et he Wicked? Or u the Box of the Wick- 
ed? Or honeſt Bardolpb, Whoſe zeal burns in 

the Wicked? 

Don Anſwer, thou dead Elm, anſiver. 
*. The Fiend bath Prickt down Bardolph 
and his. Facy, in LOT e r 
Joh but roaſi Ne Vorn « Boy 2 

ins good e ben him, ba : Devil our bids him 


For the Women? | 
= 2's os fem, fe ini Hell cedy, dirs 
por PETIT Tongs and Fun 
7 be damn'd for that, I know not. 
Hoſt. No, I warrant 
Fal. No, 1 think thou art not: 1 think thou ut Quit 
for that. Marry, there is another Indictment upon t 


fer 


his Noſe, of 


71 © A'S 


> 0a 1. 


_ Give me my 


Avon is call'd on. Farewel, good Wenches; if 1 
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for ſuffering fleſh to be eaten in thy Houle, cotitrary to 


the Law, for the which I think thou wilt bowl. 
Hoſt. All Vietuallers do ſo; What is a Joytit of Mutton 


or two in a whole Lent? 


F. Henry. You, Gentlewoman. | 
Dol. What fays your Grace? © © 
Fal. His * ys that, which his ge rebels a 


Haſs. Who knocks ſo loud at Dbot? Leok to the Door | 
there, Francis. 
Enter Peto. 


| Pets, how now? what News? | 
E he King, your Father, is at We 
And there are twenty weak and Potts, | 
Come from the North; A 
met, and over-took : 2 dozen ( 


RS ! 


my good Wenches, how Men of Merit are 
ndeſerver may fleep, when the 


ſought after 


ſcat away poft, I will ſee you ere 1 
Dol. I cannot ſpeak; 2 5 pak. 
Well, ſweet Jack, have a care of thy ſelf. 
Fal. Farewel, fare wel. 7 
Hoſt. Well, fare thee well: I have known thee theſe 
twenty nine Years, come Peſcod-time; but an honeſter, 
W fare thee well, 1 
Bard, 
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Bard, Miſtreſs Tear-ſheet. | 5 
Hoſt. What's the matter? 

Bard. Bid Miſtreſs Tear.ſheet come to my Maſter. 
- —— run; run, _ * 


ACT III. SCENE V 


Enter King Henry with a Page. 


K Henry NO, call the Earls of $ , and of Warwick: 
Gi But ere they come, bid them o'er-read theſe 


And * conſider of them: Make e good. ſpeed, ¶ Exit Page. 
S 


How many thouſands of my poorelt Subjects 
Are at this hour aſleep! O Sleep, O gentle Sleep, | 
Nature's ſoft Nurſe, how have I frighted thee, _ 
| That thou no more wilt weigh my Eye-lids down, 
And 7 rater, Senſes in Forgetfulneſs? 
WP — , lyeſt thou in ſmoaky Cribs, 
Har ech thee, 
a phe war with 12 he-Flies to thy ſlumber, 
Than in the perfum d Gun s of the Great, 
Under the Canopies of coſtly State, 
And lull'd with ſounds of ſweeteſt Melody ? 
O thou dull God, why ly'ſt thou with the vie, . 
In loathſom Beds, and leay'ſt the Kingl 7 
A watch-caſe, or a common Larum-Be 1 Tp 
Wilt thou, upon the high and giddy Maſt, 
Seal up the Ship-boy's yes, and rock his Brains, 
In Cradle of the rude imperious Surge, 
And in the Viſitation of the Winds, 
Who take the Ruffian Billows by the top, 
Curling their monſtrous heads, and hanging them 
With deaf ning Clamours in the ſlip'ry Clouds, 
_ _ the mrs am it ſelf awakes?- 

nſt thou, O partial give thy Repoſe 
To the wet Sexboy in an hour fo rade? 


l 
Y 
] 
| 


ge. 


Nertiumberland, thou Ladder by the which. 


ns IV. 45 


And i in the calmeſt, and moſt ſtilleſt Night, 8 

With all appliances and means to boot, 

Deny it to a King? Then happy Low, lye down, 

Uneaſie lyes the Head, that wears a Crown, 
Emer Warwick and Surrey. 

War. Many good-morrows to your Mojo. 

K. Henry. Is it good-morraw, Lords? 

Mar. *Tis one a'Clock, and paſt. 
K. Henry. Why then good-morrow to you all, my Lords : 
Have you read o'er the Letters that I ſent you? 

War. We have, my Liege. 

K Henry. Then you perceive the Body of our Kingdom , X 
Hew foul it is; what rank Diſeaſes grow, | 
And with what Danger, near the Heart of it. 

War, It is but as a Body, yet diſtemper'd, 
Which to his former 8 may be reſtor d, 
With good Advice, and little Medicine; 0 
My Lord Northumberland will ſoon be cool'd. 

K. Henry.Oh Heav'n, that one raten e BookofFire, 
And ſee the Revolution of the Times 55 9 
Make Mountains level, and the Continent, 

Weary of ſolid firmneſs, melt it ſelf 

Into the Sea; and other Times, to ſee 

The beachy Girdle of the Ocean 

Too wide for Neptune's Hips; bow Chances mock 
Ard Changes fill the Cup of Alteration 

With divers Liquors. Tis not ten Years gone, 

Since Richard and Northumberland, great Friends, ip 

Did feaſt together; and in two Years _ 

Were they at Wars. It is but eight Years lince, 

This Percy was the Man neareſt my Soul; 

Who like a Brother, toil'd in my Affairs, 

And laid his Love and Life under my Foot: 

Yea, for my fake, even to the Eyes of Rithard 

Gave him defiance. But which of you was by ? | 
You, Couſin Nevil, as I may remember, [To Warwick: 
When Richard, with his Eye, brim-tull of 1 * 
Then check d and rated by Northumberland, 

Did ſpeak theſe words, now prov'd a Prophecy. 


My 
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The Second Part of 


My Couſin Bullngbroke aſcends Throne: 
( Though then, Heaven — 1 Thad no ſuch intent, 


But that neceſſity fo baw'd the State, 
That I and Greatneſs were compell'd to kifs) 
The time ſhall come, thus did he follow it, 


The time will come, that foul Sin, gathering head 
Shall break into COIs So went on, 
Fore-telling this ſame Time's Condition, 
And the Divifion of our Amity. 

Mar. There is a Hiſtory in all Mens Lives, 


Figuring the Nature of the Times deceas d; 
The which obſerv'd, a Man may propheſie,. 
With a near aim, ef the main Chance of tings 


As yet not come to Life, which in their 
And weak gs lie entreaſured. was 
Such things become the l - 


to him, . 


And by the neceſſary form o 
: 2s Richard. might create — 


Thar gre Northumberland, 

of that Seed grow to a Falſeneſs, 
Which ſhould not find a | to root upon, 
Unleſs on you. 


K. Henry. Are thels things then Necefiries? 


Then let us meet them like Neceſſities; 


And that ſame word even now-cries out on us: 


They ſay the Biſhop and Northumberland 
Are fifty thouſand ſtrong. 


Mar. It cannot be, my Lord: 


Rumour doth double, like the Voice and Eccho,. 


The Numbers of the Feared, Pleaſe it your Grace 
To go to Bed; upon my Life, my Lend. h 

The Pow'rs chat you already have ſent forth, 

Shall bring this Prize in ver —_— 

To comfort you the more, I have receiv'd 

A certain-i that Glendower is dead. 

Your Majeſty hath been this Fortnight ill. 

c 


k. ung. 
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k. Henry. L will take your Counſel : 

And were theſe inward Wars once out of Hand, 
We would, dear Lords, unto the Holy-Land. Exeunt. 


SCENE IL 


Shallow and Silence, with Mould Shadow, Wart, 
_ Slevcs, with Moolly 


Shal. Come on, come on, come on; give me your 
Hand, Sir, give me your Hand. Sir; an early Stirrer, by 
the Rood. And how doth my good Couſin Silence? 

Sil. Good Morrow, good n. Shallow. 

Shal. And how doth my Coufin, your Bed-fellow ? 
„ 
?:? 


Sil. Alas, a black Ouzel. Couſin Shallow. 

Shal. By yea and nay, Sir, I dare fay 
is become a good Scholar? He isat 
Sil. Indeed, Sir, to my Coft. 

Shal. He muſt then to the Inns of Court ſhort 


wy I was g 
once of Gemen . Inn; where, I think, they wlk of 
mad Shallow yet. 


Sil. You were-call'd-Luſty. Shallow then, Couſin. 


Shal. | was call'd any thing, and I weuldhavedane 


thing indeed too, and roundly too. There was I, and 
little Fohn Doit of Stafferdſhire, and black: George Bare, and 
Francis Pickbone, and Will Squele. a Cot-fal-man; had 


Coufin illam 


not four ſuch -bucklers in all the Inns of t a- 
gain: And 1 may ſay to you, we knew where the Bona -· 
andy and had the beſt of them all at Command- 


ment. 


Zr 


e Thames lee, Duke of Norfolk. 
Sil. This Sir John, Couſin, that comes hither anon a- 
bout Soldiers? 


Shal. The ſame Sir Fobn, the very fame: I ſaw him 
break Schogg 


Crack, not thus high; and the very fame Day I did fight 
with one 8 


ampſen Stock-fiſh, a Eruiterer, behind Grays- ms. 
Oh the Mad Days that I have ſpent? and to fee how me 
ny 4 Acquaintanee are d 85 


M. 


till, is he not? . 


ns Head at the Court - Gate, when he was a | 
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| Dead? He ſhot a fine Shoot. 


good 
dable. Accommodat 
good, 2 good Phraſe. 


The Second Part ＋ 


Sil. We ſhall all follow, Couſin. 

Shal. Certain, tis certain, very ſure, very "TY; Death 
is certain to all, all ſhall Die. How, a good Yoke of 3 
locks at Stamford Fair ? 

Sil. Truly, Couſin, I was not there. _ 

=> Death is certain. Is Old Double of your Town 


I 


Shal. Baar See, ſee, * FOES a a—_ Row: And 
of Gawnt loved him 
well, and betted much Mony on his Head. Dead? He 
would have clapt in the Clo t at Twelve Score, and car- 
ried you a fore · hand Shaf: at fourteen, and fourteen and a 
half, that it would have done a Man' s Heart good to ſee. 
How, a Score of Ewes now? 


Sil. Thereafter as they be: A Score of good Ewe. * 


| werth ten Pounds. 


Shal. And is Old Double Dead? 
Enter Bardolph and Page. 
Si Here come two of Sir John Faifaff 's Men, as 1 
think. | 
| Shal. Good Morrow, honeſt Gentlemen. 
Bard. I beſerch you, which is Juſtice Shallow ? . 
Shal. I am Robert Shallow, Sir, a poor Eſquire of this 


County, one of the King's Juſtices of the Peace: 


What 1s your good ure with me? 
Bard. My Captain, Sir. commends him to you: My 
Captain, Sir Jahn Falſtaff; a tall Gentleman, and a meit 
gallant Leader. | 
Shal. He greets me well: Sir, I knew him a good Back- 


Sword Man, How doth the good Knight? May 1 ask, 
| how my Lady his Wife doth? | 


Bard. Sir, 1 a Soldier js better Accommodzted, | 


than with a Wife. | 
Shall. It is well ſaid, Sir; and it is well ſaid indeed, too: 


Better accommodated — It is good, yea indeed is it; 
ood Phraſes are ſure! J and every where very commen- 
— * — of 4. ; very 


Bad | 


—_ 1 
0 * 
hy . 


Bard. Pardon, Sir, I have heard the Word. Bhraſe, 


King H nrRy IV. 49 


call you it? By this Day I know not the Phraſe: But 
I will maintain the word with my Sword, to be a Soldier- 
like Word. and a Word of exceeding good any myo wi 


Accommodated, that is, when a Man is. as * 
commodated; or when a Man is, being whereby 2 


to be Accommodated, which is an excellent thing. 
Enter Falſtaff. 

Shal. It is very juſt: Look, here comes good Sir obs: 
Give me your Hand, give me your Worſhip's good Hand: 


Truſt me, you look well, and bear your Years very well. 


Welcome, good Sir Fohn. 
Fal. I am glad to ſee you well, good Maſter Robert 
Shallow: Maſter Sure- card, as I think? 
Shal. No, Sir John, it is my Couſin Silence ; in Com- 
miſſion with me. 
Fal. Good Maſter Silene it well an you ſhould be 
of the Peace. 
Sil. Your 8 orſhip is welcome. 
Fal. Fie, hot * Gentlemen, have Warez 
* me here half a dozen of ſufficient bien? - 
Shal. Marry have we, Sir: Will you fit? 
Fal. Let me fee them. | beſtech you, | 
Shal. Where's the Roll? Where's the Roll? Where's 1 
2 Roll? Let me 3 let 22 So, a. . 
Yea marry, Sir. Let them appear as 1 
call: Let them do ſo, hom do ſo. Let me ice, Where 
is Mo | 
Mould. Here, if i pleaſe y 1 
5 5 What think you, Sir John a good limb'd Fellow: 
a Strong, and of good Friends, 
Is thy Sms Mowldy ? 
| Mou, Yea, if it pleaſe ou. 
Fal. Tis the more time thou wert us'd. 
_ Shal. Ha, ba, ha, moſt excellent. Things that are moul- 
dy, lack uſe: very gets — wel laid, Sir 3888 . 


very well ſaid. 


Fal. Prick him. 
Mol. I was prickt well enough before, if » ou could 
have let me alone; dy old Dame will beg now 


Vor. Iv. | bh © for 
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for one to do her Husbandry, and her Drudgery; you 
need not to have prickt me, there are other Men fitter to 
go out than l. 
Fal. Go to: Peace Mouldy, you ſhall Fon. 4. it is 
time you were ſpent, 
Moul. Spent? 
Shall. Peace, Fellow, | Peace: ſtand aſide: Kaen you 
where you are? For the other, Sir Jam. Let me ſee: Si- 
mon Shadow. 
| Fad. Ay marry, let me have him to fit under: ne. like 
| 0 be 2 cold Soldier. = 
oe __*_ _  $hnl. Where's Shadow? 
1 1 Shad. Here, Sir. 
. Fal. Shadow, whoſe Son art tive 


$1 
14 | Shad. My Mother's Son, Sir. 
| F# Fa Thy Mother's Son! like enough; and thy Father's 
1 Shadow: So the Son of the Female is the Shadow of the 
| Male: It is often ſo indeed, but not of the Father's Subſtance. 
Shal. Do you like him, Sir Fam? 
| Fal. Shadow will ſerve for Summer, prick him; for we 
Dave a number of Shadow to fil * the Muſter- Book. 
Fal. Where's he? | 
Wars. Here, Sir. 
x Fal. Is thy Name Wart? 
i | Wart. Yea, Sir. - 
[ Fal. Thou art a very Wart. 

Shal. Shall I prick him dovrn, Sir om? 

Fal. It were ſuperfluous; for his Apparel is built upon 
bis Back, and the whole Frame ſtands upon Pins: Prick 
him no more. 

Sbal. he, by, & ha, you can do it, Sir; you can do. it; 1 
commend 
Francis F | 
Fecble. Here, - IP 
_ Shal. What Trade art thou, Feeble? 
| Feeble. A Woman's Tailor, Sir, 
Shal. Shall ——— sir? 
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But if he had been a Man's Tailor he would have prick'd 
ou. Wilt thou make as many Holes in an Enemies Bat- 
tel. as thou haſt done in a Woman's Petticoat? 
Feeble. Iwill do my good will, Sir; you can have no more. 
Fal Wellfaid, 3 's Tailor; Well faid, coura. 
gious Feeble: Thou wilt be as valiant as the wrathful Dove, 
or moſt magnanimous Mouſe. Prick the Woman's Tai 
; lor well, Maſter Shallow, deep, Maſter Shallow. 
| Feeble. I would Wart might have gone, Sir. 
- Fial. I would thou wert a Man's Tailor, that thou 
| might'ſt mend him, and make him fit to go. I cannot 
put him to be a private Soldier, that is the Leader of fo 
many thouſands. Let that ſuffice, moſt forcible Feeble. 
Feeble. It ſhall ſuffice. 
Fal. I am bound to thee, reverend Feebls, Who isthe 
'$ next? 


ie Sbal Peter B of the Green · 
Go Fal. Yea, marry, let us ſee Bulcalf. 
Bul. Here, Sir. , 
e Fal. Truſt me, a likely Fellow. Come prick me 5. 


<alf, till he roar again. 
I Oh, good my Lord Captain. : 
Fal. What, doſt thou roar before th'art pricke? | 
Baul. Oh, Sir, I am a diſeaſed Man. 1 
Fal. What Diſeaſe haſt thou ? 
Bul. A whorſon Cold, Sir? a Cough, Sir ,which caught 
2 Rioging in the King's Affairs, upon his Coronation 
ay, Sir. | 
al Come, thou ſhalt go to the Wars in a Gown: 
We will have away thy Cold, and I will take ſuch or- 
der that thy Friends ſhall ring for thee. Is here all? 
Shal. There is two more called than your number, you 
muſt have bur four here, Sir; and fo, I pray you, go in 
with me to Dinner. 
Fal. Come, I will go drink with you, but I cannot tar- 
ry Dinner. 1 am glad to fee you, in good troth, Maſter | 


Shal. O, Sir Fokn, do you remember fince we lay al 
Night in the Wind-mill in Saint George's Fields? 


: Fal. „ w — no more 
Bat of that, Shah. © 
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Sßbal. Hal it was a merry Night. And i is * 
work alive? 

Fal. She lives, Maſter Shallow. 

Shal. She never could away with me. 

Fal. Never, never: She would always ſay ſhe could 
not abide Maſter Shallow. 

Shal. 1 could anger her to the Heart: She was then a 
Bona- roba. Doth ſhe hold her own well? 

Fal, Old, old, Maſter Shallow. 

hal. Nay, ſhe muſt be old. ſhe cannot chuſe-but beold; 
certain ſhe's old, and had Robin Night- work by old Night- 
work, before I came to Clements Inn, 

Sil. That's fifty five years ago. 

Shal. Hah, Couſin Silence, that thou hadſt ſeen that; 
— * Knight and I have ſeen: Hah, Sir Job, faid 1 
well? 

Fal. We have heard the Chimes at midnight, Maſter 

Shallom. 

Shall. That we haves that we have, in faith, Sir Fohn we 
have: Our watch word was Hem-Boys. Come, let's to 

dinner; come, let's to dinner; Oh the days that we haye 

| ſeen! Come, come. 

Bul. Good Maſter Corporate Bardolph ſtand m y Friend, 
and here is four Harry ten Shillings in French Crowns for 
you: In very truth, Sir, 1 had as lief be hang d, Sir, as 

go; and yet for mine own part, Sir, I do not care, but ra- 

tber becauſe I am un willing, and for mine own part, have 

a deſire to ſtay with my Friends, elſe, Sir, I 6d an not care 

for mine own part ſo much. 

Bard. Go 7. ſtand — 

Mou. An Maſter Corporal Ca in, for my old 
Dame's fake ſtand my Friend: She 15 no 7 to 
do any thir oat he what I am gone, and ſhe's ald 
and car not help her ſelf: You ſhall have ang fir, 
Bard. Go too; ſtand aſide. 

FPeeble. a rar dis bas ghee. we owe 
death. I will never bear abaſe Mind: If it be my deſtiny, 
ſo: if it be not, ſo. No Man is too good to ſerve bis Prince; 
and let it go which way it 2. unn 
Quit for the „ 
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Byrd. Well faid, thou art a good Fellovr. 
| Feeble. Nay, I will bear no. baſe Mind. 
Fal. Come, Sir, which Men fhall 1 have? 


J Sbhal. Four of which you pleaſe. 
Bard. Sir, a word with your 1 1 three Pon! to 
K free Mouldy and Bwlcalf. 
Fal. Go too: Well. 
Shal. Come, Sir ohn which four will you barer 
* Fal. Do you chuſe for me. 
1 Shal. Marry then, Moulay Bulcalf, Feeble and Shadow. 


Fal. Mouldy and Bulcalf. for you, Mouldy ſtay at home 
till you are paſt Service: And for your part, Bulcalf, grow 


+: till you come unto it: I will none of you. 

1 Shul. Sir Fohn, Sir Jahn, do not your ſelf wrong, t 

45 your likelieſt Men, and I would have you ſerv d wi 

the beſt. 
. Fal. Will you tell me, Maſter Shallow, how to chuſe a 

_ Man? Care | for the Limb, the Thewes, the Stature. Bulk 
90 and big aſſemblance of a Man? Give me the Spirit, Maſter 
* Shallow. Where's Wart? You ſee what a ragged appearance 


it is: He ſhall charge you ano diſcharge you with the mo- 
4 tion of a Pewterer's Hammer; come cf and on, ſwifter 
* than he that gibbets on the Brewer's Bucket. And this ſaame 
77. half-tac'd Fellow Shadow. give me this Man, he preſents no 
mark to the Enemy, the fo-man may with as great aim 


_ level ar the edge of a Pen knife: And, for a Retreat, how 
we ſwiftly will this Feeble, the Woman's Tailor, run off, O. 
Fe give me the ſpare Mien and ſpare me the great ones. Put 
me a Calyver into Mart s Hand, Bardolph. 
14 Bard. Hold Wart, Trav: re; thus, thus, thus. . 
* Fal. Come, manage me your Calyver: So very well, go 
ald to, very good ex good. O give me always a lit- 


* 200, old, chopt, Shot. Well faid, Wart, thou 
ood Sc.b: Hold, there's a Teſter for thee. 
we +; He is not his Crafc-maſter. he doth not do it ht. N 
34 Iremember at Mile-End Green, when lay at Clement s 
0) 1 was then Sir Dagenet in Arthur's Show, there wasa lille . 
quiver Fellow, and he would manage you his Pic ce thus; 


ar i and he would about, and about, aid come ycu in, and come 
aun Rab, ab. . would he ay Bounce, would be ſay, 
1 C3 and 
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and away again would he go, and again would he come: 
I fhall never ſee ſuch a Fellow. | 
Fal. Theſe Fellows will do well, Maſter Shallow. Fare- 


wel, Maſter Silence, I will not uſe many Words with you; 
Fare you well, Gentlemen both. I thank you, I muſt a 
dozen mile to Night. Bardolph, give the Soldiers Coats. 


Shal. Sir John, Heaven bleſs you, and proſper your Af- 
fairs, and ſend us Peace. As you return, viſit my Houle. 


Let our old Acquaintance be renewed: Peradyenture I 


will with you to the Court. | 

Fal 1 would you would, Maſter Shallow. 
Shal. Goto: I have ſpoke at a word. Fare you well. Exit. 
Fal. Fare you well, Gentlemen. On. Bardelph, lead 


the Men away. As I return I will fetch off theſe Juſti- 
des: I do fee the bottom of Juſtice Shallow. How ſab- 
ject we old Men are to this Vice of Lying? This ſame ſtarv m 


Juſtice hath done nothing but prate to me of the wildeneſs 


of his Youth, and the Feats he hath done about Turnbal- 
Freet, and every third word a Lie, duer paid to the bearer 


than the Twrk's Tribute. I do remember him at Clements Inn, 


like a Man made after Supper of a Cheeſe- paring. When he 
was naked, he was, for all the World, like a forked Radiſb, with 
2 Head fantaftically cary'd upon it with a Knife. He was fo- 
forlorn, that his Dimenſions, to any thick fight, were inviſt- 
dle. He was the very Genius of Famine ; he came ever in the 


rearward of the faſhion: And now is this Vice s Dagger be- 


come a Squire, and talks as familiarly of Fohn of Gaumt as if he 
had been ſworn Brother to him: And I'll be ſworn he never 


aa him but once in the Tilt-yard, and then he burſt his 
Head, for crouding among the Marſhals Men. I ſaw it, and 


told Fohnof Gaunt he beat his own Name, for you _ 
have truſi d him and all his Apparel into an Eel skin: 

Cafe of a Treble Hoboy was a Manſion for him; a Court; 
and now hath he Land and Beeves. Well, I will be acquaint- 


ed with him, if I return; and it ſhall go hard but I will 
pher's two Stones to me. If the young 


Dace be a Bait for the old Pike, 1 ſee no reaſon, in the 
Law of Nature, but I may ſnap at him. Let time ſhape, 
and there's an end, BE 


[ee · 
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ACTI. SCENE I. 
Enter the Archbiſhop of York, — Faſting 42 

Colevile. 


York. yes; is the Foreſt call'd? 1 [Grace 
Haſs. Tis Gaultree Foreſt, and't ſhallpleaſe your 


Tork. Stand — my Lords, and ſend Diſcoverers forths 


To know the numbers of our Enemies. 
Haſt. We have ſent forth already. 
York. *Tis well done. 


My Friends and Brethren, in theſe great Affairz, 


I muſt acquaint you, that I have receiv'd 
New-datcd Letters from Northumberland: 


Their cold intent, tenure and ſubſtance thus, 


How doth he wiſh his Perſon, with ſuch Powers. 


As might hold ſortance with his Quality, 
The which he could not levy; whereupon | 


He is retir'd, to ripe his growing Fortunes, 
To Scotland: © concludes in Prayers, 
hazard, 


That your pts may over live 
2 m 


of their Oppoſite. 
Mow. Thus do ago hopes we have in him touch groun& 
And daſh themſelves to pieces. 
Enter a Meſſengs 
— Now, what News? 
Meſſ. Weſt of this Foreſt, ſcarcely off a Mile, 


In goodly Form comes on the Enemy: 


An by the Ground they hide, 1 judge their Number- | 
Upon, or near, the rate of thouſand. 
Mow. The juſt proportion that we gave them out, 


a on, and face them in the Field. 


Enter Weſtmorland, 
Tork. What well appointed Leader fronts us bere | 
Now. | think it is my Lord of Weſtmorland. 
Weſt. Health and fair — from our General, 
The Prince, Lord Jahm, and Duke of Lancaſter. 
n. Say on, my Lord of Weſtmorland, in peace: 
C4 What 
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What doth concern your coming ? 
Met. Then, my Lord, 
Unto your Grace do I in chief addreſs : 
The ſubſtance of my Speech. If that Rebellion 
Came like it felf, in baſe and abject Routs, 
Led on by bloody Youth, guarded with Rage, 
And countenanc'd by Boys and Beggary : 
1 fay, if damn'd Commotion ſo appear 
In his true, native, and moſt proper ſhape, 
You, Reverend Father, and theſe Noble Lords, 
Had not been here to dreſs the ugly Form 
Of baſe and bloody Inſurrection, 1 
With your fair Honours. You, Lord Archbiſhop, 
| Whole See is by a Civil Peace maintain d. 
Whoſe Beard the Silver Hand of Peace hath touch'd, 
| Whoſe Learning and good Letters Peace hath tutor d, 
Whoſe white Inveſtments figurednnocence, 
The Dove, and very bleſſed Spirit of Peace; 
Wherefore do ww ill tranſlate your ſelf, 
Ou: of the ſpeech of Peace, that bears ſuch Grace, 
Into the harſh and boiſt'rous Tongue of War? 
Turning your Books to Graves, your Ink to Blood, 
Your Pens to Launces, and your Tongue divine 
Jo a loud Trumpet, and a Point of War? 
Tork. Wherefore do 1 this? So the Queſtion ſtar ds. 
Briefly to this end: We are all diſeas de. 
And, with our ſurfeiting and wanton hours, 
Have brought our ſelves into a burni g Feaver, 
And we muſt bleed for it: Of which Diſeaſe 
Our late King Richard, being infected, dy'd. 
But, my moſt Noble Lord ot Weſtmorland, 
I take not on me here as a Phytician, 
Nor do I, as an Enemy to Peace, 
Troop in the des of military Men: 
But rather ſhew a while like fearful War, 
To diet rank Minds, fick of Happineſs, 
And purge th obſtructions which begin to ſtop 
Our very Veins of Life. Hear me more plainly. 
I have in equal Ballance juſtly weigh'd, 3 
What Wrongs our Arms may do, what Wrongs we ſuffer, 


* 
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And find our Griefs heavier th n our Offences. 
We ſee which way the Stream of Time doth run, 


And are inforc'd from our moſt Quiet there, 
By the rough Torrent of Occaſion, 


And have the ſummary of all our Griefs, 


When time ſhall ſerve, to ſhew in Articles, 
Which long ere this we offer'd to the King, 
And might by no Suit gain our Audience. 


When we are wrong'd and would unfold our Griefs, 
We are deny'd acceſs unto his Perſon, 


Even by thoſe Men that moſt have done us wrong. 
The danger of the Day's but newly gone, 
Whoſe Memory is written on the Earth 

With yet appearing Blood; and the Examples 

Of every minutes inſtance, preſent now, 

Hath put us ia theſe ill-beſeeming Arms: 

Not to break Peace, or any Branch of it, 

But to eftabliſh here a Peace indeed, 


CO in Name and Quality. | 0 


IVeft. Whenever yet was your Appeal deny'd? 
Wherein have you been galled by the King? = 


What Peer hath been ſuborn'd to grate on you, 


That you ſhould ſeal this lawleſs bloody Book 
Of f.rg'd Rebellion with a Seal divine! FE 
| York. My Brother General, the Commonwealth 
I make my Quarrel in particular. | + 
Weſt. There is no need of any ſuch Redreſs; 
Or if there were, it not belongs to you. | 
Mow. Why not to him in part, and to us all, 
That feel the bruiſes of the Days before, | 
And ſuffer the Condition of theſe Times, 


| To lay an heavy and unequal Hand 


Upon our Honours? _ | 
Weſt. O my good Lord Mowbray, 

Conſtrue the Times to their Neceſſities, 9 

And you ſhall ſay, indeed, it is the Ttme, | 

And not the King, that doth you Injuries. 

Yet, for your part, it not appears to me, 

Either from the King, or in the preſent Time, 

That you ſhould have an Inch of any Ground 

To build a Grief on: Were you not reſtor d 
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That need to be revivd and breath'd in A ? 


Being mounted, and both rowſed in their Seats, 
— Their neighing Courſers daring of the Spur, 


toget 
Then, then, when there was 1 could — ſtaid 
| Then threw he down himſelf and all their Lives, 


Have fince miſcarried under Bullmgbroke. 
The Earl of Hereford was reputed then 
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To all the Duke of Noyfolk's Seignories, 
Your noble and right well remembred Father's? 
Mow. What thing, in Honour, had my Father loft 


The King that loy'd him, as the State ſtood then, 
Was forc'd, perforce compell'd to baniſh him: 
And then, that Henry Bullingbroke and he 


Their armed Staves in charge, their Beavers down, 
Their Eyes of Fire, ſparkling through fights of Steel, | 
And the loud Trumpet blowing them 


My Father from the Breaſt of Bulling 
O, when the King did throw his Warder own, 
His own Life hung upon the Staff he threw, 


That by Indictment, and by dint of Sword, 
Weſt. You ſpeak, Lord Mowbray, now youknow not what; 
In England the moſt valiant Gentleman. 


Who knows, on whom Fortune would then have ira: 7 
But if your Father had been Victor there, 


He oh had bern it out 1 
For all the Country, in a general Voice, 
Cry'd hate upon him; all their Prayers, and Love, | 


Were ſet on Hereford, whom they doted on, 

And bleſs d, and grac d, mere than the King himſelf, 
But this is meer digreſſion from my Purpoſe. 
Here come I from our Princely General, 

To know your Griefs; to tell you from his Grace, 


That he will give you Audience; and wherein 
It ſhall appear, that your Demands are juſt, 
Lou ſhall enjoy them, every thing ſet off 
That might ſo much as think you Enemies. 


Now. But he hath forc'd us to compel this Offer, 
And it proceeds from Policy, not Love, 


" Mowbray, you over-ween to take } it ſo: : 


wary 


te 
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This Offer comes from Mercy, not from Fear. 
For lo, within a Ken our Army lyes; 
Upon mine Honour, all too confident 
To give admittance to a thought of Fear. 
Our Battel is more full of Names than yours, 
Our Men more perfect in the uſe of Arms, 
Our Armour all as ftrong, our Cauſe the beſt; 
Then Reaſon will, our Hearts _— be as good. 
Say you not then our Offer is co , JE 
Mow. Well, by my Will we admit no Parley; 
_ Wieſt. That . but the ſhame of your Offence: 
A rotten Caſe abides no 
Haff. Hath the Prince Fol a full Commiſion, 
In very ample Vertue of his Father, 
To hear, and abſolutely to determine 
Of what Conditions we ſhall ftand upon? 
Weſt. That is intended in the General's Name: 


] muſe you make ſo ſlight a Queſtion. 
Tork. Then take, my Lord of and, this bead. 


Fer this contains our general Grievances: 


Fach ſeveral Article herein redreſs d. 


All Members of our Cauſe, both here, and hence, 
That are infinewed to this Action, | 


Acquitted by a true ſubſtantial Form, 


And preſent Executions of our Wills, 
To us, and to our Purpoſes confin d. 
We come within eur awful Banks 


And knit our Powers to the Arm of Peace. et” | 
Weſt, This will I ſhew the General. Pleaſe you, Lords, - 


In fight of both our Battels we may meet 
— either end in Peace; vrhich Heav'n ſo frame, 
Or to the place of difference call the Swords, 


| Which muſt needs decide it. 


Verk. My Lord, we will do ſo. 2 [Exit weſt, 
Mow, There is a thing within my Boſom tells me, 


Thar n) Conditions of our Peace can ſtand. 


Hoſt. Fear you not that, if we can make our Peace 
Upou ſuch large Terms, and fo abſolute, 
As our Conditions ſhall intiſt upon, 


Our Peace ſhall lad as firm as Rocky Mountain 


ow. 
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Mow. Ay, but our Valuation ſhall be ſuch, 

That every light, and falſe-derived Cauſe, 

Yea, every idle, nice, and wanton Reaſon, 

Shall to the King taſte of this Action; 

That were our Royal Faiths, Martyrs in Love, 

We ſhall be winnowed with ſo rough a Wind, 

That even our Corn ſhall ſeem as light as C baff, 

And good from bad find no partition. 

Terk. No, no, my Lord, note this; the King is . 

Of dainty, and ſuch picking Grievances: 

For he hath found, to end one doubt by Death, 

Revives two greater in the Heirs of Life. 

And therefore will he wipe his Tables clean, 

And keep no Tell-tale to his Memory, 

That may repeat, and Hiſtory his Loſs, 

To new Remembrance. For full well be knows, | 

He cannot fo 22 weed this Land, 

As his miſdoubts preſent occaſion z 

His Foes are fo enrooted with his Friends, 

That plucking to unfix an Enemy, TY 
He doth unfaſten ſo, and ſhake a Friend. 
So that this Land, like an offenſive Wife, | 

That hath enrag'd him on, to offer ſtrokes, 

As he is ftriking, holds his Infant up, 

And hangs reſolv'd Correction in the Arm, 

That was u d to Execution. 

Haff. Beſides, the King hath waſted all his Rods 

On late Offenders, that he now doth lack 

The very Inſtruments 6f Chaſtiſement: 


So that his Power, like to a PO Lion, 
May offer, but not hold. 


; | 
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York. Tis very true: 
And therefore be aſſur'd, my good * Marſhal, 
If we do now make our Atonement well, 
Our Peace will, like a broken Limb united, 
Grow ftronger, for the breaking. 
Now. Be it fo. 
Here is return d my Lord of Weſtmorland. 
Enter Weſtmorland. 
Wet, The Prince is here at hand: Pleaſeth your Lordſhip 


To 
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To meet his Grate, juſt diſtance tween our Armies? - 
| Mow. Your Grace of York, in Heay 2 
ward. 
Perl. Before, and greet his Grace, my Lord, we come · 
Buer Prince John of Lancaſter. 
Lan. Lou are well encountred here, my Couſin Mowbray ; 
Good Day to you, gentle Lord Arch-Biſhop, 
And ſo to you, Haſtings, and to all. 
L My Lord of York, it better ſhew'd with y 
| When that your Flock, aſſembled by the Bell, 
Encircled you, to bear with reverence 
Your Expoſition on the holy Text, 
Than now to ſee you here an Iron Man, 
Cheering a rout of Rebels with your Drum, | 
Turning the Word to Sword, and Life to Death, 
That Man that fits within a Monarch's Heart, 
And ripens in the Sun-ſhine of his Favour, 
Would he abuſe the Countenance of the King, 
Alack, what Miſchiefs might he ſet abroach, 
In ſhadow of ſuch Greatneſs? With you, Lord Biſhop, 
It is even ſo. Who hath not heard it fpoken, 
How deep you were within the Books of Heay'n? | 
| To us, the Speaker in his Parliament: 
To us, th' imagin'd Voice of Heav n it ſelf; 
The very Opener, and Intelligencer 
Between the Grace, the Sanctities of 1 
And our. dull workings. O, who ſhall believe, 
But you miſuſe the reverence of your Place, 
Employ the Countenance and Grace of Heav'n, 
As a falſe Favourite doth his Prince's Name, | * 
In Deeds diſhonourable? You have taken up, 
Under the counterfeited Zeal of Heay'n, | 5 
| The Subjects of Heay'n's Subſtitute, my Father, pg 
And both againſt the Peace of Heay'n, and him, 
Have here up-ſwarmed them. 
Tork. Good my Lord of 
I am not here againſt your Father's Peace: 
But, as | told my Lord of W/ 
The Time, miſ- order d, doth in common Senſe 
ſhip Crowd us, and cruſh us, to this monſtrous Form, 
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62 
To hold eur I ſent your Grace 
The Parcels and Particulars of our Grief, 


The which hath been with Scorn ſhov'd from the Court: 
1 this Hydra Son of * \ 

Whoſe dangerous Eyes may well be charm'd aſleep, 

With grant of our moſt juſt and right Defire; | 
And true Obedience, of this Madneſs cur d, 


Stoop tamely to the Foot of Majeſty. 


Mow. If not, we ready are to try our Fortunes 


To the laſt Man. 


| Haſs. And though we here fall down, 
to ſecond our Attempt: 
, theirs ſhall ſecond them: 


ſucceſs of Miſchief ſhall be born, 


And Heir from Heir ſhall bold this Quarrel 
 Whiles England ſhall have Generation. = 


Lan. You are too ſhallow, Haſtmegs, much too ſhallow, 5 


Jo ſound the bottom of the After times. 


me. Pleaſeth your Grace, to anſwer them _— 


How far-forth you do like their Articles? 


Lan. 1 like them all, and do allow them well: 


And ſwear here, by the Honour of my Blood, 
My Father's Purpoles have — 


And ſome, about him, have too laviſhly 
Wreſted his Meaning and Authority. 


Muy Lord, theſe Griets ſhall be with ſpeed redreſt; 


Upon my Life, they ſhall. 1f this may ou, 
Diſcharge your Powers unto their fey — you; 


As we will ours; and here between the Armies, 
Let's drink together friendly, and embrace, 

That all their Eyes may "fe thoſe Tokens home, 
Ol our reſtored Love and Amity. 


Tork. I rake your Princely word, for theſe Redreſſes, 
Len. I give it you, and will maintain my 3 


And thereupon 1 drink unto your Grace. 


Haſt. Go Captain, and deliver to the Army 
This News of Peace; let them have Pay, and part: 


 [Exi Colevite; 
Tork. 


I know it will well gleaſe them. 
_ Hlie thee, Capuain, 


King HEN RAY IV. 


York. To my noble Lord of Wefhmorland, | 
Teſs. 1 your Grace; 
And if you knew what pains I have beſtow'd, 
To breed this preſent Peace, 
| You would drink freely; but my Love to ye 
Shall ſhew it ſelf more = 
York. 1 do not doubt you. 
Weſt. I am glad of it. 
Health to my Lord, — Abad 
Mow. You with me Hein very e 
For 1 am on the ſudden fo 
„ 
But Heavineſs fore runs the good Event. 
Weſt. Therefore be merry Cox, fince ſudden Sorrow 
| Serves to ſay thus; dme good thing comes to Morrow: 
York. Believe me, I am light in 
Mow. So much the worſe, if your own be ras; | 
8 of Peace is render d; hark how chey 
Mow. This had been chearful after Victory. 
5 Terk, A Pexce is of h ur Bs | 
' For then both Parties nobly are ſubdu'd, 

And neither Party Loſer. 
Lan. Go, my Lord, 
And let our Army be dif 
And, good my Lord, fo 
Mach ty as, that we may 

have cop'd withal. 
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| too. [Exit Welt, 
r 4 
e the Men | 


2 ht Go, Led Haſtings : 
And ere ORE diſmiſs d, let them march by. Lex. Hat, 
Lu. I truſt, Lords, n 

| Enter Weſtmor 
Now * 4 2 88 _— ſtill? 
Fat. The Leaders, havin e from ou to d, 
Will - go off until they hear you ſpeak, a 
Tan. They know their Duties. 
Enter 
5 Haft Our Army is diſpers d: . 1 
Like Youthful Steers unyoak' d, RY took their Courſe 
Eaſt, Welt North, South: Or like a School broke up, 
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Each hurries towards his Home, and ſporting Place. 
fest. Good Tidings, my Lord Haſtings, for the which 
And e baxy por) Mowbray, 
ou Lord Arch-biſhop, and 
Of Capi pital Treaſon, 1 — 
: 4 Is this Proceeding juſt | and honourable ? | 
Weſt. Is your Aſſembly ſo? 
York. Will you thus break your Faith? 
Lan. 1 pawn'd you none: 
I promis'd you Redreſs of theſe ſame Grievances T3. 
| Whereof you did complain; which by mine Honour, 
I will perform, with a moſt Chriſtian Care. 
But for you, Rebels, look to tafte the Due 
Meet for Rebellion, and ſuch Acts as yours. 
Moſt ſhallowly did you theſe Arms commence, 
Fondly brought here, and fooliſhly ſent hence. 
Strike up our Drums, purſue the ſcatter d ſtray, 
Hleav'n, and not we, have ſafely fought to Day. 
Some guard theſe Traitors co the Block of Death, 
Treaſons true Bed. and Yielder up of Breath.  [Execant, 
| Enter Falſtaff and Colevile. 
Fal. What's your Name, Sir? Of what Condition are 
you? And of os Place, I pray? | | 
| Cole, I am a Knight. Sir: | 

And my Name is Colevile of the Dile. 

Fal Well then, Colevile is your Name, a Knight is your 
Degree. and your Place the Dale. Colevile ſhall ftill be 
your Name, a Traitor your Degree. and the Dungeon 

| your Place, a place deep enough: r 
vile of the Dale. 

Saule. Are not you Sir John Falſtaff? 
mt As good a Man as he, Sir who Cer I am: Do ye 
yield, Sir, or ſhall I ſweat for you? If I do ſweat, they 
are the drops of thy Lovers, and they weep for thy Dank, 

therefore row ze up Fear and Trembling, and do 

vance to my Mercy. | 
| Cole. I think you are Sir John Faifaff and in that 

_ thought yield me. ; 

|  Fal. I have a whole School of hag: jerk in this Belly of 
mine, and not a Tongue of them peaks any other 
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word but my Name: And 1 had but a Belly of any ins 
differency, I were ſimply the moſt active Fellow in Eu- 
rope: My Womb. my Womb, my Womb undoes me. 
Here comes our | | 

Enter Prince John of Lancaſter, and Weſtmorland. 

Lan. The Heat is paſt, follow no farther no.. 
Call in the Powers, good Couſin Weſtmorland. [Exit Weſt, 
Now Falſtaff, where have you been all this while?. 
When every thing is ended, then you come. 

Theſe tardy Tricks of yours will, on my Life, 
One time or other, break ſome Gallow's Back. . 

Fal. I would be ſorry, my Lord, but it ſhould be thus: 
I never knew yet, but rebuke and check was the Reward 
of Valour. Do you think me a Swallow, an Arrow, or 
a Bullet? Have I, in my poor and old Motion, the expe- 
dition of Thought? I ſpeeded hither with the very extream- 
eſt Inch of Poſlibility. I have foundred nineſcore and odd 
Poſts: And here, Travel-tainted as J am, have, in my 
pure and immaculate Valour, taken Sir Fohn Colevile of the 
Dale, a moſt furious Knight, and valorous Enemy : But 
| what of that? He ſaw me, and yielded; that 1 may juſt- 

ly ay, with the hook-nos'd Fellow of Rome, 1 came, ſaw, 
and overcame. © + by. COOL 23 
Lan. It was more of his Courteſie, than your Deſer- 
| ving. 5 SEL EO. * f 
Fal. I know not; here he is, and here I yield him; and 
] beſecch your Grace let it be book d with the reſt of this 
days Deeds; or, 1 ſwear. | will have it in a particular 
Ballad, with mine own Picture on the top of it, Colevile 
kiſſing my Foot: To the which courſe, if I be enforc'd, if 
you do not all ſhew like gilt two-pences to me; and I, in 
the clear Sky of Fame, o'er-ſhine you as muen as the full 
Moon doth the Cynders of the Element, which ſhew like 9 
13 Pins Heads to her, believe not the word of the Noble; 
| therefore let me have right, and let Deſert mount. | 
| Lan. Thine's tao heavy to mount. 5 ö 
I. Let it ſhine then. e e 
| al. Let it do ſomething, my good Lord, that may do 
| || = 960d, nd ul ie what your ll, 
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Lan. Is thy Name Colevile? 
. Cole. It is, my Lord. 
Lan. A famous Rebel art thou, Colevile. 
Fal. And a famous true Subje& took him. 
Cole. I am, my Land. but as my Betters are, 
That led me hither; had they been rul'd by me, 
You ſhould have won them dearer than you have. 
Fal. I know not how they fold themſelves; but thou, 
like a kind Fellow, gav'ſt thy ſelf away; and I thank thee, 


"T—_ | 
Dier Weſtmorland. 
Lan. Have you left Purſui:? : 
Weſt, Retreat is made, and Execution ſtay d. 
Lan. Send Colevile, with his Confederates, 
To Tork, to preſent Execution. 
Blum, lead him hence, and fee you guard him ſure. 
rd CO ELihas [Ex erde 
And now diſpatch we toward the Court, my Lords; 
I bear the King, my Father, is fore fick; 
Dur News ſhall go before us to his Majeſty, 
Which, Coulin, you ſhall bear, to comfort him: 
And we with ſpeed will follow you. 4 
Fal. My Lord. I beſeech you, give me leave to go thro* 
Gloureſterſhirs; and when you come to Court, my 


Lord, *pray, in your eport. 
2 e condition, 
Shall better ſpeak of 208 than you deſerye. 
Fal. I would you had but the Wit; twere better than 
our Dukedome. Good faith, this fame young ſober- 
ooded Boy doth not love me, nor a Man cannot make 
kim laugh; but that's no maryel, he drinks no Wine. There's 
neyerany of theſe demure Boys come to any proof; for thin 
Drink doth ſoover-coeltheir Blood, and making many Fiſh- 
Meals, that they fall into a kind of Male Green- ; and 


then, when they marry, they get Wenches. N 


nerally Fools, and Cowards; which ſome of us 

too, but for inflammation. A good Sherris-Sack hath a two- 
fold Operation in it; it aſcends me into the Brain, dries me 
there all the fooliſh, and dull, and crudy Vapours, which 
environ it; makes it apprehenſive, quick, forgetive, full Lot 
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nimble, fiery, and delectable Shapes; which deli ver d o'er 
to the Voice, the Tongue, which is the Birth, becomes 
excellent Wit. The ſecond property ef your excellent 
Sherris, is, the warming of the Blood; which before, 


cold and ſettled, left the Liyer white and pale; which is 
the Badge of Puſillanimity, and Cowardice; but the Sher- 
ris warms it, and makes it courſe from the inwards, to 


the Parts extreme; it illuminateth the Face, which, as a 
Beacon, gives warning to all the reft of this little King- 
dom, Man, to arm; and ther the Vital Commoners, and 


inland petty Spirits, muſter me all to their Captain, the 
Heart; who great, and puft up with his Retinue, doth 


any Deed of Courage; and this Valour comes of Sherris. 
So that Skill in the Weapon is nothing, without Sack, for 
that ſets it a work; and Learning a meer Hoard of Gold, 
kept by a Devil, till Sack commences it, and ſets it in 


Act, and uſe, Hereof comes it, that Prince Harry is va- 

liant; for the cold Bleod he did naturally inherit of his 
Father, he hath, like lean, ſteril, and bare Land, manu- 
red, husbanded, and tili'd, with excellent endeavour of 
drinking good and good ſtore of fertil Sherris, that he is 
become very hot, and valiant. If I had a thouſand Sons, 

the firſt Principle I would teach them, ſhould be to for- 
ſwear thin Potations, and to addict themſelves to Sack. 


Enter Bardolph. 


ready tempering between my Finger and my Thumb, 


and ſhortly wil ſeal with him. Come away, [Exew%, 


SCENE u. 


Enter King Henry, Warwick, Clarence, and Glouceſtefi 
K. Henry. Now Lords, if Heay'n doth give ſucceſsful end 


To this Debate that bleedeth at our Doors, 
We will our Youth lead on to higher Fields, 


— —- 


"i 


Our Sub 
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And draw no Swords, but what are ſanctify d. 


Our oy is addreſs d, our Power collected, 
tutes. in abſence, well inveſted, 


: ou every thing lyes level to our wiſh: 


we want a little perſonal Strength: 
83 us, till theſe Rebels, now a- foot, 


Come underneath the Yoak of Goyernment. 


. 1 
| — | 


War. Both which we doubt not, but your Majeſty 
Shall ſoon enjoy. 


K Henry Hum , my Son of Gloucefter, where is the 


Prince your B; ot er? 
Glo. I rhink be's gone to bunt. my Lord, at * 


XK. Henry. And how accompanied ? 
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Glo. | do not kno „, my Lord. 
K. Henry. Is not his Brother, Thomas of Claremes, with him? 
Gio. No my good Lord, he is in Preſence here. 
Clar What would my Lord and Father? 1 5 
EK. Henry. Nothing but well to thee, Thomas of an 
How chance thou art not with the Prince, thy Brother? 
Hie loves thee, and thou do'ſt neglect him, , 
Thou hiſt a better place in his Affection 
Than all thy Brothers: Cheriſh it. my Boy, 
And Noble Offices thou may ſt effect 


Of Mediation, after 1 am dead, 


- —— - — 


. 
ow - = 
PI * 


Between his Greatneſs, and thy other Brethren. 
Therefore omit him not; blunt not his Love, 

Nor 1.ſe the goud Advantage of his Grace, 

By ſeeming cold or careleſs of his Will. 

For he is gracious if he be obſery'd: 

He hatha Tear, for Fa: 0 Hand 

Open as Day, for meltin rĩ 

Yet norwithleading, being max he's Flint, 


As humorous as Winter,. and as ſudden * 
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As Flaws congealed in the Spring of Day. 
His Temper therefore muſt be well obſerv'd: 
Chide him for faults, and do it reverently, 
| When you perceive his Blood inclin'd to Mirth: | 


Ti bei give him line and ſcope, 
i har bis Palos, like a What on ground," a 


1 
9 


King Henay IV. 


Confound themſelves with working Learn this, 
And thou ſhalt prove a Shelter to thy Friends, 
A Hoop:of Gold to bind thy Brothers in: 
That the united Veſſel of their Blood, 
Mingled with Venom of Suggeſtion, 
As force, perforce, the Age wil pour it in, 
Shall never leak, though it do work as ſtrong 
As Aconitum, or rail Gun-powder. IR 
Clar | ſhall obſerve him with all care and love. 
- K. Henry. Why art thou not at Windſor with him, Thomas ? 
|  Clar. He is not there to day; he dines in London. 
K. Henry. And how accompar.ied? Can'ſt thou tell that? 
Clar. With Poins and other his conrinual Followers. 
R. Henry. Moſt ſubject is the farreſt Soil to Weeds: 
And He, the N. ble Image ot my Youth, 
F Is over-ſpread with them; theretore my Grief 
Str-cches it {elf beyond the Hour of Death, 
| The Blood weeps from my Heart, when 1 do ſhape; 
1 In forms imag uary, th' unguided Days, 
2 And rotten Times, that you ſhall look upon, | 
When I am ſleeping wich my Anceſtors, 
For when his head-ſtrong Riot hath no Curb, 
When Rage and hot Blood are his Counſellors, 
When Means and laviſh lanners meet together, 
Oh, with what Wings ſhall his Affection fly 
Tow'rds fronting Peril, and oppes d decay? 8 
War My gracious Lord you look beyond him quite: 
The Prince but ſtudies bus Companions, | | 
Like a ſtrange Tongue; wherein, to gain the L. 
is needtul, that the moft immodeſt word 
Be look d upon, aid leain'd; which once attain'd, 
Your Highneſs knows, comes to no farther uſe, 
But to be known, and hated. So, like. groſs terms, 
The Prince will, in the perfectneſs of time, Fo 
Caſt off his Followers; and their Memory 
Shall as a Pattern, or a Meaſure live, 
By which his Grace muſt mete the lives of others, 
Turning paſt Evils to advantages. hab "5 
K. Henry. Tis ſel dom, when the Bee doth leave her Comb 
In the dead Carrion, a 
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To The Second Part of 
Enter Weſtmorland. 
Who's here? Weſtmorland? 
Weft. Health to my Soveraign, and new Happineſs 


Added to that, that I am to deliver. 
Prince Fohn, your Son, doth kiſs your Grace: Hand: 
Mowbray, the biſhop, Se 8 | 
Are brought to the Correction of po Law; 


, Haſtings, and all, 


There is not now a Rebel's Sword unſheath'd, 


But Peace puts forth her Olive where: 


The manner how this Action hath born. 
Here, at more leiſure, may your Highneſs read, 
With every courſe, in his Particular. . 
K. Heurj. O Weſtmorland, thou art a Summer Bird, 
wo ever, in 75 haunch of Winter, fings 
The lift of Day, 
1 B Harecourt. 


| Look, here's more News. 


Hare. From Enemies Heav'n keep your Majeſly: 


And when ſtand againſt you, 2 R fall. 
As thoſe that I am come to tell you of. 
The Earl Northumberland, and the Lord BardeF, 


With a great Power of Engliſh, and of Scots, 
Are by the Sheriff of York ſhire overthrown: 
The manner, and true order of the Fight, 


This Packet, pleaſe i it you, contains at large. 


E. Henry. And wherefore ſhould theſe good News 
make me fick? 


Will Fortuae never come with both hands full, 


But write her fair words ſtill in fouleſt Letters? 


She either gives a Stomach, and no Food, 
Such are the Poor, in health; or elſe a Feaft, 
And takes away the Stomach; ſuch are the Rich, 


That have abundance, and enjoy it not. 


1 ſhould rejoice now at this happy News, | 
And now my Sight fails, and my Brain is giddy. 
O me, come near me, now I am much ill. 


Glo. Comfort your Majeſty. 
Cla. Oh, my Royal Father. 


Weſt. My beverage Lord, chear up your fa, lock up, 
nur. 


War» 


: 
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War. Be patient, Princes; you do know, theſe Fits 
Are with his Highneſs very ordinary. 

Stand from him, give him Air: 
He'll ſtraight be well. 

Cla. No, no, he cannot long hold out ; theſe Pangs; 
Th' inceſſant Care, and labour of his Mind, | 
Hath wrought the Mure, that ſhould confine it in, 

So thin, that Life looks through, and will break out. 

Glo. The People fear me; tor they do obſerve 
The Sl Heirs, and loathly Births of Nature: 

Scaſons change chair Manatee, as the Year | 
d found ſome Months aſleep, and leap'd them over. 
The River hath thrice flow'd, no ebb between; 
And the old Folk, Time's doating Chronicles, 
Say it did fo, a little time before 
That our Grand“ fire Edward ſick d, and a... 

Har. Speak lower, Princes, for the King recovers. 

Glo. This Apoplexy will, certain, be his end. 

E. Henty. I pray you take me up, and bear me bence 
Into ſome other Chamber: ſoftly, * aq 
Let there be no noiſe made, my gentle Friends, 

Unleſs ſome dull and favourable hand 
Will whiſper Muſick to my weary Spirit. 

Har. Call for the Mufick in the other Room. 

K Henry. Set me the Crown upon my Pillow here. 
Ca. 1 wy 

Mar. 22 leſs noiſe. 
Enter Prince 
Cla. L am — Brother, full of — #Y | 
P. » How now; Rain within Doors, and none a 


broad? How doth the King? 


on Exceeding ill. 
P. Henry. Heard he the 2 News yet? 
"Sh. him. - of | 
Glo. He alter d m the hearing it. 
If he be ſick op Joy, 

He'l recover without Phyfick. 

War. Not ſo much noiſe, wy Lords, | 
T ons low. 


75 


Why doth the Crown lye there. upon his Pillow, 


That keep'ſt the Ports of Slumber open wide 
To many a wa chtul Night: S eep with it now, 


Did he LE, that light and weightleſs Down 
This Sleep is ſound indeed; this is a Sleep, 


Is Tears, and heavy Sorrows of the Blood, 


Which Heav'n ſhall guard: And put the World's woe 
| Into one Gyant Arm, it ſhall not force 


Will I to mine leave, as tis lef to me, [Exit 


Who * to fit and watch by you, 


The Second Part of 


The King, Father, is diſpos'd to 11 
Cla. — mo E other = . 
Mar. Wilt pleaſe your Grace to go _ with us? 
P. Henry. No; | will fit, and watch here 8 


LEreum all but P. Henry. 


Being ſo roubleſome a Bed - fellowẽ ? 
O — ſh'd Perturbation! Golden Care! 


Yet not ſo fouud, and half ſo deeply ſweet, 
As he whoſe Brow, with homely Biggen bound, 


Snores out the Watch of vight. O Majeſty! 
When thou doſt pinch thy Bearer, thou do fit 
Like a rich Armor, wern in heat of day, 

"That ſcald'ſt with ſafety ; by his Gates of Breath 


There lyes a downy Feather, which ſtirs not: 


Perforce muſt move. My gracious Lord! my Father? 


That from this Golden Rigol hath divorc d 
So many Engliſh Kings. Thy due from me, 


Which Nature, Love, and filial Tenderneſs 
_ O dear Father, pay thee plenteouſly. 

due, from thee, is this Imperial Crown, | 
Which as immediate from thy place, and blood, #11 
Derives it ſelf to me. Lo, here it fits, 


ſtrength 
This Lineal Honour from me. This from thee, 


Exter Warwick. Glouceſter, and Clarence, 
Henry. Warwick! Glouceſter ! Clarence! „n 
da Doth the King call? 
War. What would your Majeſty ? dow 3 
X Henry. Why did you leave me here alone, my Lords? 
Cla. We left the Prince, my Brother, here, my Liege; 


xk Hay 


King Hunt INV. 33 


E. Henry The Prince of Wales! where is be let me ſhe him. 
ar. The door is open, he is gone this way. / 
Glo. He came not the where e ſlaid. 


K. Henry. Where is the Orowa? whoteokit from my 
- Pillow? 


War. When we with-drew, my Liege, we left iber. 
k. Henry. The ER WEL Wands | 

Go ſeek him out. 

Is he fo haſty, that he doth ſ 


uppoſe | 
My ſleep, my death? Find him, my Lord of nume, 
Chide him hither; this part of his conjoins = 
With my Diſeaſe, and helps to end me 
See, Sons, what things you are: 
How quickly Nature falls into . 
When Gold becomes ber 


For this, the fooliſh over- careful 3 
Have broke their ſleeps with Thought, 
Their brains * with [ 

For this, they have 


Their Sons with Art, and Martial Exerciſes: {IS 
When, like the Bee, culling from every Flower 
The virtuous Sweets, our Thighs packt with War, 
Our Mouths with Honey, we bring it to the Türe, 
„„ fs: 
e ene . 
To the ending Father. 4 N n 
0 Enter Warwick. 
Now where is he, chat will noe ſtay fo 


Till his Friend, Sickneſs, hath determin'd me? n 

Mar. My Lord, I found the Prince in the erp 
Waſhing with kindly Tears his gentle Cheeks, 
With ſuch a deep demeanour, in Sorrow, 
That Tyranny, which never quaift but Blood, © 
Would, by beholding him, have waſh'd his Knife | 


— With gentle Eye-drops. He is coming hither. 
Or 


—— Henry. Bur whereforedid he take away the Crown? 
ACRE? Enter Prince Henry, 


4 Lo, where he comes. Come hither i me, lieg. 84 
Hent)- VoL IV. l 


for m empty Chair, | — 2 
"en, inveſt thee ou yet \ 


a was 


tie 2 'F LS, TO 
d thou wilt have me Daggers in thy Thoughts, | 
hid'ft a on thy ſtony Hearts p 


: to — Form. : 
me 15 come, d: Up Vanity, -Y 2 = we 
Counſellors hence: | 


Be bappy, be will Treble guilt. 
| double gil | Might 
Den dl die h Gee, Wen ann 


"King H Nn IV. 


For the Fifth Harry, from curd'd Licence plucks 

The muzzle of Reſtraint, and the wild Dog 

Shall fleſh his Tooth in every Innocent 

O my poor Kingdo om, fick with civil Blows, 
When that my could not with-hald 2 Riots, 

What wilt thou do, when Riot is thy 


O, thou wilt be a Wilderneſs 


Peopled with Wolves, thy old fatmbitents, 
P. Henry. O pardon me,"my Liege, 
But for my Tears, 

The moſt Im ents unto my Speech, 
J had foreftall'd this dear and deep Rebuke, 
Ere you, with Grief, had oke, and 1 had heard 
The courſe of it ſo fur. is your Crown, 
And he that wears the Crown immortally, | 
Long guard it youre; if I affect it more, 
Than as your Honour, and as*your Renown, 
Let me no more from dis Obedience riſe, 
Which my moſt true and inward dutious nr 
Teacheth this proſtrute and exterior bending. 
| Heav'n witneſs with me! when I here came in 
And found no courſe of Breath within your Majefty, | 
How cold it irucki'my Heart. If-do. feign, 
O let me, in my preſent wilqneſs, die, 
And never live, to ſhey tYinercdulous World, | ws 
The noble change that I have purpoſed. a 
Coming to look on you, thinking you dead, * 
1 dead almoſt, my Liege, to think were) 

I ſpake unto the Crown, as ; wo ik you 
And thus upbraided it. The cornea thee depending, 
Hath fed upon the Body of my Father, 
Therefore, thou beſt of Gold are worll of God, 
Other, leſs fine in Carrat, is more 
Preſerving Life, in Med'cine 


But thou, moſt fine, 2 mottrenown'd, 
Haſt eat the Bearer up. 2 


Thus, — v0 
n 
Tor ok ith nem TY 
That before my — uy Father; 
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| For all my 5 
| 2 And now my Death 


The comntiaſacunt inhihar 


But if it did infect my Blood with joy, f 
Or ſwell my Thoughts to any ſtrain of Pride, 


If any Rebel, or vain Spirit of mine, 


Did, Ard the leaſt Affection of a Welcome, 
Give entertainment to the might of it, 


Let Heav 'n for ever keep it from my Head, 


And make me as the pooreſt Vaſſal is 
That doth with Awe and Terror kneel to it- 


K. Henry, O my Son! 


Heav'n put it in thy mind to take it hence, 


That thou might'ſt join the more thy Facher's Love, 


Pleading fo wiſely, in excuſe of it. 
Come hither Harry, 
And hear, 1 think, the very lateſt 0 

That ever 1 ſhall breath. Heavy'n knows, my Son, 
By what by- 
I met this Crown; and I my ſelf know well 


fit thou by my Bed, 


and indirect craok'd-ways 
How troubleſome it fate upon my Head. 


To thee, i ha deſerns. oh hopes Cn, 
Better Opinion, better Confirmation : 
For all the Soil of the Atchievement 


It ſeem 


With me, into the Earth. 


: — with beifow Hand, 


And 1 had man 


Fly hes Morn, 


l dal of it, 
grew to Quarrel, and to Hooded. 
Woundi lupe Peace. All theſe bold Fears, 
Thou ſeeſt, with peril, I have anſwered: 


Reign hath been but as a Scene 


Changes the Mode: For what in me was chas'd, 
Falls thee, in a more fairer ſort. 47 : 


80 —— 5 Garland wear ſt ſucceſſively; 


Vet, though thou ſtand'ſi more ſure, chan 1 could do, 


Thou art not firm enough, fince Griefs are 


And all thy Friends, which thou muſt make thy Friends, - 
„ and Teeth, newly ta en out; 


By whoſe fell —.— I was firſt — 4 
a thn I wall might lodge « Four 


Ling HANRYIN. 


To be diſplac d. Which to avoid, 
rg 
To lead out many to the Holy Land; 
Leſt Reſt, and lying ſtill might make them * 
Too near unto my State. Therefore, my Harry, 
Be it thy Courſe to buſie Minds 
Wich Foreign Quarrels; t on, bence born out, 
May waſte the Memory of the former Days. 
More would I, but my Lungs are waſted fo, 
That ſtrength of Speech is utterly deny'd me. 
How I came by the Crown, O Heaven forgive: 
And grant it may, with thee, in true Peace e 
P, Henry. My gracious Liege, 
You won it, wore it, kept it, gave it me; 
Then plain and right muſt my Poſleſſion be; 
Which I, with more, than with a common Pain, 
Gainſt all the World, will rightfully maintain. 
|, Enter Lord John of Lancaſter and Warwick. | 
4 Look, look, 
oy comes my Fohn of Lanenfler.. 
Lan. Health, Peace and Happineſs | 
To my e a ——— 4 
EK. Henry. Thou br me Ha Son 
But Health, alack, with youthful Wings YE: R 
From this bare, wither'd Trunk. _—_ oy —_ 
My worldly Buſineſs makes a Period... 
Where is my 7 7 Warwick ? 
P. Henry. My Lord of Warwick. 
K. Henry. Doch any Name particular — 
Unto the Lodging, where I firſt did ſwoon? 
om Tis call'd Feruſalem, my noble Lend. 
Henry. Laud be to Heavn: 
Eien my ie ten ws cal 
t pro d to me Years, | 
I ſhould not die * ro me many 
Which, realy, 1 fappor'd the Holy -Land. N 
But © bur me to that Chamber, there I he: E 
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ACT v. SCENE 4 


Enter Shallow, Silefice, Falſtaff, Bardolph, Page, and Davy: 

| Shal. Y Cock and u ſhall not away to Night. 

Frual. You ruſt excuſe a " Maſter Robert Shallow. 

 Shal. I will not excuſe you: You ſhall not be excuſed. 

Excuſes ſhallnot be admitted: There is no Excuſe ſhall ſerve: | 

You ſhall not be excus d. 

Why Davy. | 
— Dey let me ſee, Dorp, let me f 
Shal. Davy. me ee, me ſee ; 

William, Cook, bid bim come ' birher—— Sir John, you ſhall 

not be excus d. 

Davy. Marry, Sir thes: Thoſe not be ſery'd; 
and apain, Sir, ſhall we ſow the bead. End with Wheat? 

Spbal. With read Wheat, Davy. But, for William, Cook; 

* there no young Pidgeons? | 

| Davy... Yea, Sir, | 

Here is now the Smith's Note for Shoving, | 

And Plough- Irons. 5 
Shal. Letir be caft, nd paid—-Sir yu you ſhall not 

be excus d. 

Davy. Sir, a new link to the Bucket muſt needs be had. 

And, Sir, do you meantoft any of Wilkews's Wages about 
Phe Sack he loſt the other d d g Fur? 

Shal. He hall anſwer it. 
d Hens; a joint 


Some Pigeons, Dwvy, 2 couple of ſhort-lc 
ſhaws, cell wil. 


Davy. Doth the Man of War kay all Night, Sir ? 

_ Shal. Yes, Davy. 

1 will uſe kim well. A Friend Fth' Court is better than 4 
Penny in Purſe. Uſe his Men well, Davy, for they arearrant 
 Knaves, and will back-bite. 

: Davy. No worle than they are bitten, IG 
marvellous foul Linnen. 


Shal: 


r 


1 fay he ſhall have no Wrong 
Where are you, Sir 


to 4 Juſtice-hke 
ried in 


tore let Men take heed of 
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Shal. Well con ceited, Dyvy. About thy buſine [ ls,” Da 9. 
Davy. I beſeech you, Sir, | 
To countenance William Vifer of Woncot, againſt Clement 
Perkes of the Hill. | | 5 

Shal. There are many Complaints; Davy. againſt that 


Viſor, that Viſor is an arrant Knave, on my Knowledge. 


Davy. I grant your Worſhip that he is a Knave, Sir; but 
yet, Heav'n forbid, Sir, but a Knave ſhould have ſome coun- 


tenance at his Friends requeſt. An honeſt Man, Sir. is able 
to ſpeak for himſelf, whena K nave is not. I haveſerv'd your 


Worſhip truly, Sir, theſe eight Years; and it I cannot once 
or twice in a Quarter bear out a Knave again an honeſt 


Man, I have but a very little credit with your Worſhip. - 
The Knave is mine honeſt Friend, Sir, therefore, I be- 
| — Worſhip, let him be countenanc d. 


. Go too, N 3 * 2 
Fela# Come off with your Boots. 
ive me your Hand, Maſter Bardolph. 
Bard. I am glad to fee your Worſhi rp. 
Hal. I thank thee, with all my Heart, kind Maſter Bar- 
«olth, and welcome, my tall Fellow: [To the Page. 
Fal. I'll tollow you, good Maſter Robert Shallow. Bar- 
dolph, look to our Horſes. If I were faw'd into Quanti- 


ties, 1 ſhould make four dozen of fach bearded Hermites 
Staves, as Maſter Shallow; It is a wonderful thing 


to ſee 
the ſemblable Coherence of his Mens Spirits and his: 
They, by obſerving of him, to bear themſelves like fool- 
iſh Juſtices: He, by converſing with them, is turn d in- 
i man. Their Spirits are ſo Mar- 
lon | with the Participation of Society, 
in conſent like fo many Wild. 


that they flock 


Geeſe, If I bad a Suit to Maſter Shallow, 1 would hu - 


mour his Men with the imputation of being near their 
Maſter. If to bis Men, I would curry with Maſter Shal- 


low, that no Man could better Conimand his Servants. 
It is certain, that eicher wiſe bearing or ignorant Car- 


riage is caught. as rA 1 _ 
t mpany. I wil e 
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Matter enough out of this Shallow to keep Prince Henry in 
_ continual Laughter, the wearing out of {ix Faſhions, which 


Are now all ended. 


O, that the living 


is four Terms, or two Actions, and he ſhall la h with In- 
ter vallums. O, it is much that a Lie with a {light Oath, 
-and a Jeſt with a fad Brow, will do with a Fellow that ne- 
ver had the Ache in his Shoulders. O you ſhall ſee him 


 lauph, till his Face be like a wet Cloak ill laid up. 


Shal. Sir John. 
** I come, Maſter Shalew; 1 ome, Maſter Shallow. 
eee. 


SCENE u. 


Enter the Earl of Warwick and the Lord Ghief Fic. 


War. How now, my Lord Chief Juſtice, whither away! ? 
Ch. Fuß. How doth the King? 
War, Excceding well: His Cares. 

Ch. Fuſt. 1 hope not dead. 4 £ 
Mar. He's walk d the way of Nature, 
And, to our Purpoſes, he lives no more. 

Ch. Fuſt. 1 would his Majeſty had calld me with him, 
The Service that 1 truly did his Life 


Hath left me open to all deten 


Har. Indeed I think the D oo 
Ch. Fuſs. opera 


| To welcome the condition of the Time, 


Which cannot look more hideouſly vpon me, 


Than I have drawn it in my fantafie. 


Enter Lord John ef Lancaſter, Glouceſter and Clarence, 

War. Here come the heavy Iſſue of dead Harry: 
Harry had the Temper | 

Of him, the worſt of theſe three Gentlemen: 


How many Nobles then ſhould hold their Places, 
That muſt ſtrike fail to Spirits of vile ſort? 


Ch. Fuſt. Alas, 1 fear all will be over-turn'd. 
Lan. Good morraw, Couſin Warwick, » good morrow. 
Glo. Gan . —ͤ— a. | 
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Tan. We meet like Men that had forgot to ſpeak. 
War. We do remember; but our Argument 
Is all too heavy to admit much Talk. 
Tax. Well, peace be with him that hath Badens heavy, 
Ch. Fuft. Peace be with us, left we be heavier. 
Glo. O, good my Lord, you have loft a Friend indeed: 
And, I dare ſwear, you borrow not that Face 
Of ſeeming Sorrow, it is ſure your own. 
Lan. Tho' no Man be aſſur'd what Grace | to find, 
You ſtand in coldeſt tion. | 
I am the forrier, would *rwere otherwiſe. 
Cla. Well, you muſt now ſpeak Sir Fohn raf fair, 
Which ſwims againſt your ſtream of Qualit 
Ch. Fuſt. Sweet Princes, what 1 40. I 2a in honour, 
Led by th' Imperial Conduct of my Soul, | | 
2 never ſhall you ſee that I will beg 
. A ragged and foreftall'd Remiſſion. 
if Troth and upright Innocency fail me, _ 
Fil to the King, my Maſter that is dead, 
= tell him who hath ſent me after . 
ar. Here comes the Prince. 
. Enter Prince Henry. 
5 Ch. 1 Tut Good morrow, and Heav'n five your Majeſty, : 
lo F. Henry. This new and gorgeous Garment, * 
Sits not ſo eaſie on me as you think. 
Brothers, you mix your Sadneſs with ſome Fear; 
This is the Engliſh, not the Turkiſh Court: 
Not Amurah an Amurab ſucceeds, : 
But Harry, Harry. Yet be fad, good Waden 
For, to ob cak truth, it very well becomes you: 
Sorrow 10 >) Royally in you appears, 
That I will deeply put the Faſhion on, 
And wear it in my Heart. Why then be fad, * 
But entertain no- more of it, good Brothers, | 
Than a Joint-burthen laid upon us all. 
For me, by Heav'n, I bid you be aſſur d, 
Il be your Father and your Brother too: 
Let me but bear your Love, Ell bear your Cares; 
3 But weep that Harry's dead, and fo will n+ 
| Bur Harry lives, that * convert thoſe Tears. 
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By number, into hours of Happiness. 
Lan. ec. We hope no other from your Majeſt . 


The! 
And, in 
| Whiles 1 was buſie for the Common- wealth, 
- Your Highneſs pleaſed to forget my Place, 


| Nay, more, to 


P. Henry. You all look ſtrangely on me; and you moſt. 


Tou are, I think, aſſur d I love you not. [To the Ch. Fat. 


Ch. Fuſt. I am aſſur d, if I be meaſur d rightly, 


Your Majeſty hath no juſt cauſe to hate me. [forget 
P. Henry. No! How might a Prince of my great Hopes 
So great Indignities you laid upon me ? ” 


What! Rate! Rebuke! and roughly ſend to Priſon 
Th'immediate Heir of England! Was this eaſie? 


May this be waſh'd in Lethe, and forgotten? 


Ch. Fuft. I then did uſe the Perſon ot your Father; 
_  — OS g * 
in th 


Adminiſtration of his Law, 


The Majeſty and Power of Law and Juſtice, | 


The Image of the King, whom I preſented, 
And ſtruck me in my very Scat of Judgment: 
|  Whereon, as an Offender to your Father, 


I gave buld way to my Authority, 
And did commit you. If the Deed were ill, 


e you contented, wearing now the Garland, 

To have a Son, ſet your Decrees at naught? | 
Is pluck down juſtice from your awful Bench? 
To trip the Courſe of Law, and blunt the Sword 


That guards the _ and fafety of your Perſon? 

= purn at your moſt Royal Image, 
And mack your workings in a ſecond Body? 
Queſtion your Royal Thoughts, make the caſe yours; 


Be no the Father, and propoſe a Son: 
Hear your own Dignity ſo much prophan'd, 


See your moſt dreadful Laws ſo looſely ſlighted; 
Behold your ſelf ſo by a Son diſdain'd: 


And then imagine me taking your part, 
And in your Power ſoft filencing your Son: 
After this cold conſiderance, ſentence me; 
And, as you are a King. ſpeak in your State, 
What I have done that misbecame my Place, 


My Perſon, or my Licge's Sovereigntj. 


F. Henry, 


— 
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. You areright Juſtice, 2 | 
3 ill bear the Ballance, and the Sword: 
And I do wiſh your Honours may increaſe, 
Till you do live to ſee a Son of mine 


Offend you, and obey you, as I did: 


So ſhall 1 live to { ; my Father's words. 

Happy am I. that have a Man fo bold, 

That dares do — proper Son 

And 28 having ch Son, 

That would ro mar. up his Greatneſs fo 51 
Into the Hands of Juſtice, You did commit me; 
For which I do commit into your 


| Th' unſtained Sword that you have ub d to bear, 


With this Remembrance, that you uſe the fame 
With the like bold, — Spirit 


As you have done 'gainſt me. There is my Hand. 


You ſhall be as a Farher to my Youth. - 
My Voice ſhall ſound as you do-prompt mine Ear, 
And I will ſtoop and humble my — 

To your well practis d wiſe Directions. 


And Princes all, believe me, I beſeech you; 


My Father is gone wild into his _— 
(For in his Tomb.lye my Aſſections) 
And, with his Spirit, ſadly 1 ſurvive, 

To mock the Expectations of the World: 
To fruſtrate Propheſies, and to race out 


Rotten Opinion, who hath writ me down 


After my ſeeming. The tide of Blood in me 
Hath proudly flow'd in Vanity 'till now. 
Now doth it turn and ebb back to the Sea; 
Where it ſhall mingle with the ſtate of Floods, 
And flow henceforth in formal Majeſty, - 
Now call we our High Court of Parliament, 5 
And let us chuſe ſuch Limbs of noble Counſel 
That the great Body of our State may go 3 
In equal rank with the beſt govern'd Nation; 
That War or Peace, or both at once, may be 
As things acquainted and familiar to us, i 
in which you, — ſhall have formoſt Hand. 


[To Lord Chief Fubice. 
Our 
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bor we will eat a laſt Year's Pippin of my own gra 
with a Diſh of Carraways, and. ſo forth: Come, 


_ Servingmas, and your Husbandman. 


| Varlet, Nov fit down, now fit down: n. 
1 ſhall do nothing 


For Women 4 are keen, wand e. een 
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Our Coronation done, we will accite 
(As I before remembred) all our Nt 
And (Heav'n conſigning to my 


nents) 
No Prince, nor Peer, yrs jaſt — to fay, 


5 


1 1 n ſhorten Harry s happy Life one day. [Exe 


SCENE III. 


| EnterFalfiaff, Shallow, Silence, Bardolph, Page, aud Davy: 


Shal. Nay, you ſhall ſee mine Orchard, where in an Ar- 


Silence; and then to Bed. 


Fal. You have here a my Dwe 


ling, and a rich 
Shal. Barren, barren, Beggars all, Beggars all, 


Sir John: Marry, good Air. Spend Davy, ſpread Davy: 
Well {aid, Da Davy. 
Fal. This Davy ſerves you for good Uſes; he is your 


Shal. A good Varler, a good Varlet, a very good Varlet; 
Sir John: | havedrank too much Sack at Supper. cle 


Sil. Ah, Sirrah, = | | 
eat, and mobs good Chear, [Singing 


And praiſe Heav'n for the merry Tear; 
When Fleſh is cheap and Females dear, 


And luſty Lads roam here and there; 


So merrily, and ever among ſo merrily, &c. _ 
Fal. There's a merry Heart, good Maſter Silence, Pit 


give you health for that anon. 


_ * $hal. Good Maſter Bardolph: Same wine, Davy. 


Day. Sweet Sir, fit; I'll be with you anon; moſt ſweet 
Sir, fir. Maſter Page, fit: Good Maſter Page, fie: Proface. 


What you want in Meat we'll have in Drink; but you bear, 


the Heart's all. 
Shal. Be merry, Maſter Bardolph, and my little Soldier 
there, be merry. 


St. [Singing } Be merry, be merry, my Wye bao wh, | 


Ls 


5 
"Tis merry in Hall, who Beard; * al, . k 
And welcome, merry Shrovetide. ANG. 
Be merry, be merry | 


Fal. I did not think Miter Silt had been x lun bf 


this Mettle. 


Sil. Who 1? 1 have been merry twice and once ere 


now. 


Dav. There is a diſh of Leather-coats 975 vou. 
Shal. Davy. 


Dav. Your Worſnip Il be with you freight, 


Cup of Wine, Sir? 2 5 


Sil. [Singin  Cuy Wine, 3 -2 4s 
That's — . 7 a 198 3 5 . * # 
And drink into the Leman mine ʒ > 1 —_— K 5 
And A Heart lives long-a. ie eee ede 

Fal. Well aid; Maſter Silence. 


Sil. If we ſhall be merry, now comes in a the Gee of | 


the Night. 


Fal. Health and long Life to you, Maſter Silence. 'M 


Sil. Fill the Cup, and let it come. Tn Pledge you, were 'e. 
a mile to the bottom. | 


Shal. Honeſt Bardol lhe; if thou want'ſt any = 
thing and wilt not ca beſbrew thy Heart. Welcome my. 
little tyny Thief, and welcome indeed too: VII drink to f 


Maſter Bardolph, and to al the Cavileroes about London. 
Dav. | hope to ſee London, once ere I dye. 


Bard. If I m ght ſee you there, Davy. | 0 


hal. You'll crack a Quart together ? Ha, will not, 
Maſter Bardolph ? your 


Bari. Yes; Sir, in a pottle Pot. | 
Shal. 1 thank thee; the Knave will Aick by die: I en, 

aſſure thee that. He will not out, he is true dred. * 
Bard, And FI! ſtick by him, Sir. 


Shal. Why, there ſpoke a King: Lack nothing, bewerryr 
Look, who's at Door there, — Who knocks? 


Fal. Why now you have done me right. 
Sil. [Singing. ] Do me right, and * 8 


It not fo? 
Fal 'Tis fo. + = 7 = 


Sil. Is't? wy then fay an eld Man e do ſomewhat, * 
| : Dave 


ie — — ——— 6 wc PEP * * 
_ - 4 
* 7 4 L * — bn i ” * 


222 · CAGED A. 
* 1 
- « 
o x: * " 4 
1 Ku 


: Joys, aud golden Times, 


1 ſpeak 


| When Piſtol lies, do this, and fig 
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Dav. If it pleaſe your Worſhip there's one Piſtol — 
from the Court wi News. : 


Fal. From the Court? — 
Enter Piſtol, 
How now, Piſtol? . 


Piſs. Sir F fave you, Sir. | 
Fal. What Wind blew you hither, Piffol? 
= Not the dll Wind which blows none to 
Knight : Thou art now one of the greateſt Men in the 
m. 


Sil. Indeed, I think he be, but Goodman Puff of Barſon. 


Pit. Puff? puff in thy Teeth, moſt recreant Coward baſe. 
Sir Join, I am thy Piftol, and thy Friend; helter skelter 


have I rode to thee, and Tydings do I. bring, and lucky 
_ News of 

Fal. I prithee now deliver them, like a Man o this World. 
Piſt. A footra for the World, and Worldlings baſe, 
of Africa, and Golden Joys. 

Fal. O baſe Ahrian Knight, what is thy News? 


: Let King Covitha know the truth thereof. 


Sil. And Rebin»bood, Scarlet, and Fam. 
Piſs. Shall dunghil Curs cgafron the fille: 


And ſhall good News be baffled? . 


Then Piftol lay nnn 
 Shal. Honel Gentleman, 


I know not your breeding. 


| ©. Why then lament therefore. 
Shal. Give me pardon, Sir. 


If, Sir, you come with News from the Court, I take it, 


there is but two ways, either to utter them, or to conceal 
them. I am Sir, under the King, in ſome r. bi. 
Pi. Under which King? 


| Bexonian, ſpeak, or dye. 


 Shal. Under Harry. 
Piſt. Harry the Fourth? or Filth? 
Shal. Harry the Fourth. i 


7 Pift. A tootra for thine Office. | 
Sir Foin, thy tender Lamb- kin now is — 


* 
me, like 


the Fifth's the Man, I pe 


fovect 


hy Hexzy IV. 87 


mea going 2 cb el King dead? 
155 * Es 

T are 

Fal. Away Bardolph, Aale my Horſe, 

Maſter Robert Shallow, chuſe what Office thou wilt 


In the Land, 'tis thine. 1 | 


With — 
Bard. O jo 
I would not he a Knighthood for my Fortune. 
Pit. What? I do bring good News. 
Fal. Carry Maſter Silence to Bed: Maſter Shallow, 


| Lord Shallow, y Maſter Site to Bal: Mee Shoes, ng 


Get on thy Boots, we'll ride all Night. Oh, ſweet Piel; 


away Bar : Come, Piſtol, utter more to me; and, withal, 
deviſe ſomething to do thy ſelf good. Boot, boot, Maſter 


Shallow, I know the young King is fick for me. — — 


any Man's Horſes: The Laws . at m 
mandment. Happy are they which 


and wo unto my Lord Chief Juſtice 


Pit. Let Vultures vile B his Laxgs allo: 
Where is the Liſe that late L bed, fan the 


Why here it is, welcome thoſe pleaſant Bays. bew. 


SCENE M. 


Purer Euleſs Quickly, Doll Tear-ſhcet and Beads, 
Hoſt. No, thou arrant Knave, I would 1 might die, that 


. e ann my Shoukler 


of jo 

hy The Confiableshave « deliver'd her « over to me; and 
ſhe 1 have whipping Cheer enough, I warrant her. There 
bath been a Man or two, lately, kill'd about her. 


Dol. Nut-hook, nut-hook, you 8 Come on, II tell f 


thee what, thou damn d Tripe- viſag d Raſcal, if the Child 


2 thou beiter thou hadſt 
| Y 


Mother, thou Paper-fac'd Villain. 


Hoſt. © that Sir Jahn were come, be would make this 
a bloody day har But I would the Fruit of ber 


Womb might miſt carry. 


e been my Friends : 


Bead, 
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"Bead. If it do, you ſhall have a dozen of Cuſhions a: 


gain, you have but eleyen now. Come, I charge you both 


go with — for the is dead that you and 22 beer 
In 'tell thee . thou thin Man in a Cenſor; 


will bare y ou as ſoundly ſwing'd for this, you blue — 1 


Rogue; * filthy famiſh'd „if you be not 
 Twmg'd TH Tal half Kirtles. 
— Come, come, you ſhe- Knight -arrant, come. 


Hoſt. O, that Right ſhould thus o'ercome Might. 1 


of ſufferance comes eaſe. 
Dol. Come, on Rogue, come; | 
73 
: Yes, come. you ſtarv·d Blood-hound. 
Dol. Sbodman Death, Goodman Bones, 
E . 
come you Rake: ds 


* Bead. Very well. ; _ 


wh SCENE v. 


ike be mas. 


.” y Grown. Mare Ruſhes, more Ruſhes: © 
2 Gooom. The Trumpets have ſounded twice. 
1 Groem It will be two of the Clock ere they come 


from the Coronation. _ [ Exennt Grooms, 
Enter Falſtaff, Shallow, Piſtol, Bardolp h and Page. 


Ea. Stind here by me, Maſter Robert Shalbw, 1 will 


make the King do you Grace: I will lear upon him as be 
comes by, an do but mark the Countenance that he will 
Tg: - 
Pi Bleſs thy kes good Knight. 


Fal. Come here, Piſtol, ſtand behind me. O, if 1 bad 
| had time to have made new Liveries, 1 would have be- 


ſtow'd the thouſand Pound I borrow'd of you. But it is 
no matter, this poor Shewdoth better; this doth infer the 
| Zeal | had to ſee him. 

- Shal. It doth fo. hg 

Ea Ie ne ws my exrneftneſs in AﬀeQion, os 


S2 


ol 


_ - (fe. a Ma ads oo. 


LL 
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Pift. It doth ſo. 7 
Fal. My Devotion. 
Piſt. It doth, it doth, it doth. 
Fal. As it were to ride Day and Night, 
And not to deliberate, not to remember, | 
Not to have patience to fhift me. 
Shal. It is moſt certain. 
Fal. Bar ue land dee with Travel and. Sweating: 
| with deſire to ſee him, thinking of nothing elſe, putting 
all Affairs in oblivion, as if there were nothing el to be 
done but to ſee him. 
Piſt. Tis ſemper idem; for jew bor nib - Tis al 
in every part, 
 Shal. Tis fo indeed, © © 
Pift, My Knight, I will ** thy Noble alone. and 
make thee rage. Thy Dol, and Helen of thy noble Thoughts 
is in baſe Durance and contagious Priſon; hall/d thither 
by moſt mechanical and dirty Hands. Rowe up Ne- 
from Eon Den, and fell — $ brake, for Dol's 
in. Piſtol ſpeaks nought but troth, 
Fal. I A. deliver her. 
a Pif There roar'd the Sen; and Trumpet Clangour 
ounds. 
The Trumpets ſound. Enter King Henr | theFifth, bis Brothers, 
aud the Lord Chief Fuiſdice. 
Fal. Save thy Grace, King Hal, my Royal Hal. 
Pit. The Heay'ns thee guard — . moſt : Rojal 
Imp of Fame. 
Fal. Save thes, my ſweet Boy. | | 
King. My Lord Chief Juſtice ge to that vain Man 
Cb. Fuſt. Have you your Wits? * 
Know you what 1 Ho 8 
Fal. My King, my Fove, I ſpeak to thee, n my Heart. 
King. I know thee not, old Man: Fall to thy Prayers: 
| How ill white Hairs become a Fool and : 
= 1 have long Dream d of ſuch a kind of Man, 
So ſurfeit· Wwe ll d, fo old, and ſo pr ; 
But, being awake, 1 do deſpiſc my Dream. | 
Make leſs thy Body, hence, and more thy Grace, 
. Leave 9 Know, the Grave doth bre 
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For thee, thrice wider than for other Men. 
Reply not to me with a Fool-born Jeſt; 
Preſume not that I am the thing I was, 
For Heav'n doth know, ſo ſhall the World perecire, 
: r — 
So will I thoſe that kept me Chmpany. 
When thou doſt hear 1 am 2s I have been, 
A ch me, and thou ſhalt be as thou waſt, 
Tbe tutor and the feeder of my Riots; 
Till then I baniſh thee, on pain of Death, 
As I have done the reſt of my Miſ-leaders, 
Not to come near our Perſon by ten Mile. 
For competence of Life I will allow you, 
That lack of Means enforce you not to Evil: 
agar pm a "gry rea BY 
e according to Strength and Qualities, 
Give you . your Charge, my Lord, 
To fee perform d the Teaour of our Word. Set- on. 
[Exit King, 


Fal Maſter Shalbw, I owe ycu a thouſand Pound. 
Shal. Ay marry, Sir Fobn, which I beſeech you to let 
' me have home with me, | 
Fel. That can hardly be, Mr Shallow. Do not you grieve 
At this; I ſhall be ſent for in private to him: Look you, 
be matt fem than v9'oko World. Fear not your Ad- 
vancement, K en ee 


n 
Shal. e ee. 
| _ Fal. Fear no Colours, go with me to Dinner: 

Come Lieutenant Piffol, come Bardoljph, 

_ hal be ne or foon ar Night, the Flor, 
C Go Sir F, to 

Take all his Company 38 
Fal. My Lord, my Lord 


c. . 


22 


Whoſe Mufick, to my —_ pleas d * weg 
Come, will you hence? 
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aun; e _ 
Lan. I like this fair 


He hath * ed Followers 


Shall be very ded for; 
But are at br their Converſations 
*—_— more wiſe and modeſt in the World. 


La. S 


My Lord. 
Ch. Fuſt. He hath. 
Lan. Pen ay ods, arr a 


We bear our Civil Serords and native Fire 


As far as France. I heard a Bird fo fing, 
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EPILOGUE 


To th 
pave 13 
« (tg prove mine 0w1 


undo me; for what 


known 0 you, as it ig very well, I was lately here in the end 
of a diſpleaſing Play, to pray your Patience for it, and to pro- 


= you a better; I did mean, indeed, to pay you with this, 


ich if, like an ill Venture, it come unluckily home, I break; 


and you. my gentle Creditors, loſe. Here I promiſed you 1 world 


be. and here I commit my Body to your Mercies: Bate me 


| " ſome, and I will pay you fo ; and Debtors do, 
4 5 and Fil pay go fore, and, as moſt Debrors db, fu. 


If my Tongue cannot entreat you to acquit me, will you com- 


| mand me to uſe my Legs? And yet that were but light Payment, 
10 Dance out of your Debt: But a good Conſcience will make 
any poſſible Sati facblion, and ſo will I. All the Gentlewomen 


e have forgotten me; Gentlemen will not, then the 
Gentlemen do not agree with the Gentlewomen, which wasne- 


ver ſeen before in ſuch #n Aſſembly. 


One word more, I beſaech you; 2 cloid 


with fat Megt, aur bumble Author will coutimus the Story, 
with Sir John in ir, r Katherine 


of France; where for any thing T know, Falſtaff ſhall die of 


4 Sweat. unleſs already be Kill d with your hard © ions: 
8 2 , Aud this is not the 1 My 
þ gu is WeALY 


when my Legs are 109; I will bid v good 
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Charles ee, LET 


The Dauphin. | 
Duke of Burgundy. 
Conftable, * 
Orleans, | 
Rambures, 
Bourbon, 
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 Grandpree, 
Governor of Harfleur, 

Mountjoy, 4 Herald, 
Ambaſſadors to the King of England 


Uabel, Queen of France. | 
Catherine, — Ting of Franc: he: the 
Alice, . Lady attending on . Princaſs Catherine, 
Hoſteſs. 


Lords Meſſengers, French and Eagliſh Soldiers; 
wn other * 


The SCENE hes fir Part of the r 48 
in England, but i Tate? 
wholly in France. 


Fire, that would aſeend' 
O2 The 4 Mob Fe of Invention, 
A Kingdom for a Stage, Princes to at, 
And Monarchs to behold the Scene. 
Then ſhould the Warlike Harry, like — ai 
wne the Port of Mars, at his Heels, 


Crouch for 
The flat unraiſed Spirit, that hath dar d. 
On this unworthy Scaffold, to forth 
So great an Object. Can this Cock · Pit hold 
The vaſty Field of France? Or may we cram 
Within this Wooden O, the very Cakes | 
That did 
O Pardon; ſince à crooked a 
tt in little place a Million, goth 
1 us, Cyphers to this great Arcompe, 


your imaginary Forces work. 
. 
Are now d two Monarchies, 
Whoſe high, up-reartd, and abiitting Fronts, 
The perillous narrow Ocean parts aſunder. 
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Into a thouſand Parts divide one Man, 
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PROLOGU E. 


| Leaſht in, like Hounds, ſhould Famine, Sword, and fre ads 
s, But pardon, Gentles all, he 


affright the Air at fcourt? Ag 


Pigce out our Inperfetions with your 


Think, eh wer fe * 
— [+ pl - 
| For tis your Thought: as now muſt deck our Kings, 


di, 1 them bere and there; jumping o er Times, 
; — 4 Dy th' accompliſhment of many Years 
—_ Llaſs; for the uk gat 
|| 7 ws 

1 1 224 rus to this Hi | 

_— Who Prologue-like your humble Patience 

if = Gently to k, „ kind » Jp or mw 


King HEN RT V. 


Enter the Arch- Biſhop of Canterbury, and Biſhop 
"ef 7 1 Eat”. 
Arch-Biſhep of CANTERBURY. 
mz Lord. III tell you, that ſelf Bill is urg d. 
Which in th' eleventh Year o "Faſt 
Rn 
Was like, and had indeed againſt us paſt, 
But that the ſcambling and unquiet 
time | | On 
Did puſh it out of farther Queſtion. 
_ Fly. But how, my Lord, ſhall we reſiſt it now? 
Cant. It muſt be thought on: If it paſs againſt us, 
Ve loſe the better part of our Poſſeſſion: 3 
For all the Temporal Lands, which Men devout 
By Teftament have given to the Church, 
Would they ftrip from us; being valu'd thus, | 
As much as would maintain, to the King's Honour, 
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- Full fifteen Earls, and fifteen hundred Knights, 

Six thouſand and two hundred good Eſquires: 

And to relief of Lazars, and 2 1 Age 

. Of indigent faint Souls, paſt corporal Toil, 

A hundred Alms-houſes, right well ſupply'd; 

And to the Coffers of the King, beſide, 

A thouſand pound by th'Year. Thus runs the Bill. 

Ely. This would drink deep. 

Cant. Twould drink the Cup and all 
— ly. But what prevention? 5 

Cant. The King is full of „and fair regard. 

Ely. And a true Lover of the Holy Church. 
Cant. The courſes of his Youth promis'd it not; 
-TThe Breath no ſooner left his Father's Body, 
But that his Wildneſs mortify'd in him, 

Seem d to die too; yea at that very moment, 
Conſideration, like an Angel, came, | 

And whipt tl'offending Adam out of him. 
Teaving his Body as a Paradiſe, 

Tinvelope and contain Celeſtial Spirits. 

Never was ſuch a ſudden Scholar made: 

Never came Reformation in a Flood 0 
With ſuch a heady current, ſcowring Faults. 
Nor never Hydra-headed Wilfulneſs : 
So ſoon did loſe his Scat, and all at once. 7 ; 0 
As in this King. 1 T 

Ey. We are bleſſed in the Change. F, 

Can. Hear him but reaſon in Divinity, U 
And all-admiring, with an inward wim 4 
"You would deſire the King were made a Vilas, Vi 
Hear him deba e of Commonwealth Affairs 4 
You would ſay, it hath been all in all his — 1 
Lift his Diſcourſe of War, and you ſhall hear | Di 

A fearful Battel rendred you in Muſick. = 
Turn him to any Cauſe of Policy, 

The Gordian Knot of it he will "WY 
Familiar as his Garter; then when he ſpeaks, 
The Air, a Charter'd Libertine, is ſtill, 

And the mute Wonder lurketh in Men's Ears, 
"To ſteal his ſweet and honied Sentences: 
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King H ENR V. 99 
So that the Art and practick Part of Liſe 
Muſt be the Miſtreſs to his Tbeorique. 
Which is a wonder how his Grace ſhould glean it, 
Since his Addiction was to courſes vain, 
His Companies unletter'd, rude, and ſhallow, _ 
His Hours fill'd up with Riots, Banquets, Sports; 
And never noted in him any ſtudy, 
Any retirement, any ſequeſtration 
From open Haunts and Popularity. 

Ely. The Strawberry grows underneath the Nettle; 
And wholſom Berries thrive and ripen beſt, 
Neighbour'd by Fruit of baſer quality : 

And fo the Prince obſcur'd his Contemplation 
Under the vail of Wildneſs, which, no doubt, 
Grew like the Summer Graſs, faſteſt by Night, 
Unſeen, yet creſcive in his Faculty. 

Cant. It muſt be ſo; for Miracles are ceas d: 
And therefore we muſt needs _ the Means, 
How things are perfeted. 

Ely. But, my good Lord: 

How now for mitigation of this Bill, | 
Urg'd by the Commons? Doth * Ry 
Incline to it, or no? 

Cant. He ſeems indifferent: 

Or rather ſwaying more upon our Part, 

Than cherifhing th Exhibiters againſt us: 
For I have made an Offer to his Majeſty, 
Upon our Spiritual Convocation, 

And in regard of Cauſes now in hand, 

Which I have open'd to his Grace at large, 

As touching France, to give a greater Sum 
Than ever at one time the Clergy yet | 
Did to his Predeceſſors part wi | 

Ely. How did this Offer ſeem receiv'd, my Lord? 

Cant. With good acceptance of his Majeſty « 
Save that there was not time enough to hear, 

As I perceiv'd his Grace would fain have done, 
The ſeverals and unhidden Paſſages 

Of his true Titles to ſome certain Dukedoms, 
And gener; A to the Crown and Seat of France; 
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ro The LIFE of 
Deriv'd from Edward, his great Grandfather: 
Ely. What was th' impediment that broke this off? 
Cant. The French Ambaſſador upon that inſtant 
Crav'd Audience; and the Hour I think is come, 
'To _ him hearing. Is it four a Clock? 
ly. It is 


Cane. Then go we in to know his Embaſſie: 
Which I could with a ready gueſs declare, 
Before the Frenchman ſpeaks a word of it. 

Ely. I'll wait upon you, and 1 long to hear it. ¶ Exeum. 

Euter King Henry, Glouceſter, Bedford, Clarence, Warwick, 

Weſtmorland, and Exeter. Es 

X. Henry. Where is my gracious Lord of Canterbury? 
Exe. Not here in preſence. PE OR St, 
K. Henry. Send for him, good Uncle. | 
Weſt. Shall we call in the Ambaſſador, my Liege? 
XK. Henry. Not yet, my Couſin; we would be reſoly'd, 

Before we hear him, of {ome things of weight, 
Thar task our Thoughts, concerning us and France. 
Enter the Archbiſhop of Canterbury, and Biſhop of Ely. 

Cant. God and his Angels guard your ſacred Throne, 

And make you long become nt 

K. Henry. Sure we thank you. Wa 
My learned Lord, we pray you to proceed, 
And: juſtly and religiouſly unfold, 
Why the Law Salike, that they have in France, 
Or ſhould, or ſhould not bar us in our Claim. 

And God forbid, my dear and faithful Lord. 
That you ſhould faſhion, wreſt, or bow your readinp, | 
Or nicely charge your underſtanding Sul 
With opening Titles miſcreate, whoſe right 
gutes nor in native Colours with the truth: 

For God doth know. how many now in health 

Sball drop their Blood, in approbation 1 
Of what your Reverence ſhall incite us to. 
Therefore take heed how you impawn our Perſon, 

Ho you awake our ſleeping Sword of War 

Ve charge you in the Name of God take heed. 

For never two ſuch Kingdoms did contend 

Wichout much fall o: Blood, whoſe guiltleſs drops 
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Ring HENRY V. tot 
Are every one, a Woe, a fore Complaint, ; 
*Gainſt him, whoſe Wrong gives . the Swords. 
That make ſuch waſte in brief Mortality. 
Under this Conjuration, ſpeak my Lord; 
For we will hear, note, and believe. in Heart, 
That what you ſpeak is in your Conſcience waſht, 


As pure as Sin with Baptiſm. 


Cant. Then hear me, gracious Soveraign, and you Peers, 
That owe your ſelves, your Lives, and Services, 
To this Imperial Throne. There is no Bar 
To make againſt your Highneſs” Claim to France, 
But this which they produce from Pharamond, 
In terram Salicam Mulieres ne ſucredaut, ; 
No Woman ſhall ſucceed in Salike Land: 
Which Salike Land, the French unjuſtly gloze 
Io be the Realm of France: and Pharamond 

The founder of this Law and female Bar. 
Yet their own Authors faithfully affirm, 


That the Land Salike is in Germany, 


Between the Floods of Sala and of Ave: 
Where Charles the Great having ſubdu'd the Saxon, 
There left behind and ſettled certain French: 

Who holding in diſdain the German Women, 

For ſome diſhoneſt manners of their Life, 

Eſtabliſht then this Law; to wit, No Female 

Should be laheritrix in Salike Land: 

Which Salike, as I faid, twixt Elve and Sala. 

ls at this Day in Germany call'd Meiſen. 
Then doth it well appear; the Salike Law - 

Was not deviſed for the Realm of France: 
Nor did the French poſleſs the Salike Land, 

Until four hundred one and twenty Years: 

After de function of King Phararond, 

Idly fuppos'd the Founder of this Lav, 

Who died within the Year of our Redemption, 

Four hundred twenty fix; and Charles the Great 

Subdu'd the Saxons, and did feat the French g 

Beyond the River Sala, in the Year 

Fight hundred five. Beſides, their Writers ſay, 
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Was re- united to the 
So, that as clear as is the Summer's Sun. 
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Look back into your mighty Anceſtors; 1 
Go, my dread Lord, to your great Granſires Tomb, 
Tones Gans you me OE AE ROY We. 
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Did, as Heir general, being deſcended ; 
Of Blithild. which was Daughter to King Clothair, 
Make Claim and Title te the Crown of France: 


Hugh Capet alſo, who uſurp'd the Crown 


Of Charles the Duke of Lorain, ſole Heir male 
Of the true Line and Stock of Charles the Great; 
To find his Title with ſome fhews of Truth, 
Though in pure truth it was corrupt and naught, 
Convey'd himſelf as th Heir to th' Lady Lingare, 
Daughter to Charlemain, who was the Son 

To Lewis the Emperor, and Lewis the Son 


Ol Charles the Great: Alſo King Lewis the Tenth, 


Who was ſole Heir to the Uſurper Cafes, 
Could not keep quiet in his Conſcience, 
Wearing the Crown of France, till fatisfy'd, 
That fair Queen Iſabel, his Grandmother, 


Was Lineal of the Lady Ermengere, 


Daughter to Charles the foreſaid Duke of Lorain: _ 
By the which Marriage, the Line of Charles the Great 
Wen > m_r 


King Pepin's Title, and Hugh Capet's Claim, 
King Lewis his Satisfaction, all appear 


To hold in Right and Title of the Female: 
o do the Kings of France upon this Day. 


Howbeit, they would hold up this Salike Law, 


To bar your Highneſs claiming from the Female, 
And rather chuſe te hide them in a Net, 


Than amply.to imbarr their creoked Titles, 
Uſurpt from you and your Progenitors. [Claim? 


EK. Henry, May I with Right and Conſcience make this 


Cant. The Sin upon my Head, dread Soveraign: 
For in the Book of Numbers, it is writ, 
When the Man dies, let the Inheritance 


Deſcend unto the Daughter. Gracious Lord, 
Stand for your own, unwind your bloody Flag, 


: 


- 


ad Nobles 4 and more lo 
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And your great Uncle, Edward the black Prince, 
Who on the French Ground play'd a Tragedy, 


Making defeat on the full Power of France : 


Whiles his moſt Mighty Father on a Hill, 


Stood ſmiling, to bebold his Lion's Whelp 


Forage in Blood of French Nobility. 
O noble Engliſh, that could entertain, | 
With half their Forces, the full Pride of France, 
And let another half ſtand laughing by, 
And out of work, and cold for action. 

Ely. Awake remembrance of theſe valiant dead, 


And with your puiſſant Arm renew their Feats; 
Lou are their Heir, you ſit upon their Throne: 


The Blood and Courage that renowned them, 
Runs in your Veins; and my thrice puiſſant _ 


ls in the very May-Morn of his Youth,” 
Ripe for Exploits and mighty Enterpriſes. 


Exe. Your Brother Kings and Monarchs of the Earth 


Do all expect, that you ſhould rouze your ſelf, 


&s did the former Lins of your Blood. 1 . 
Weſt. They know your Grace hath cauſe, and means, and 
So hath your Highneſs, never King of England 
Subjects, 
Whoſe Hearts have left their Bodies here in England, 


And lye pavillion'd in the Field of France. 


Cant. O let their Bodies follow, my dear Liege, - 


| With Blood, and Sword, and Fire, to win your Tn: - 


In aid whereof, we of the Spirituality 


Will raiſe your- Highneſs ſuch a mighty . 


As never did the Clergy, at one time, 


Bring in to any of your Anceſtors. 


K. Henry. We muſt not only arm t 20 Puch, 
But lay down our Proportions, to defend | 
Againſt the Scot, 8 will make road upon us, 


With all advan 


Cant. They of choſe Marches, — Soverzign, 


| : Shall be a Wall ſufficient to defen 
Our Inland from the pilfering Borderers. 


K. Henry. We do not mean the courting Snatchers only, ; 


But fear the main intendment of the Scot, 


. W 


— rr , e EAST”, Ac Re TIMOR OI». FRB 
r 
— _ 2 — = -_ Sa, + ” — E — » 


2 i» 
_ 
- — 
mY q —__ 


* 
ww... M 9 
== \ — . 
== 442 — 
— * — ——_ Wer 


9 — 
pl , 
N * 
* N · 
if b, 9 
1 +1 
| » 
* : 
\ 4 . 
\ f N 
{ | : 
_ 
J 4 
7 
j \ . 
. 4 * 
© * 
* $ | . 
" x 
, 1 
_ 
1 
1 8 
| 
1 1 
109 
x i 
d o 
. 
% 
* 1 i 
1 
1 
ny 
d C 
9 
* 


The ſtate of Man in divers Functions 
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Who hath been ſtil! a giddy Neighbour to us: 
For you ſhall read, that my great Grandfather 
Never went with his Forces into France, 


But that the Scot, on his unfurniſht Kingdom 


Came pouring like a Tide into a Breach, 


With ample and brim fulneſs of his Force, 
Galling the gleaned Land with hot aſſays, 
_ Girding with grievous Siege, Caſtles and 'Towns; 


That England being empty of defence, 
Hath ſhock and trembled at th' ill Neighbourhood. 
Cant. She hath been then more fear d than harm'd, my 


For hear her but exampled by her ſelf. [Liege, 
When a'l her Chiyalry hath been in France, "a 


And ſhe a mourning Widow of her Nobles, 
She hath her ſelf not only well defended, 


But taken and impounded as a Stray, 
The King of Scots; whom ſhe did 


ſend to France, 
To fill King Edward's Fame with Priſoner Kings, 
And make his Chronicle as rich with praiſe, 


As is the Ouzy bottom of the Sea 


With ſunken Wrack, and ſum- leſs Treaſuries. 
Ely. But there's a Saying very old and true, 5 
If that you will France win, then with Scotland firftl begin, 


For once the Eagle, England, being in prey, 
To her unguarded Neſt, the Weazel, Scot, | 


Comes ſncaking, ard fo ſucks her Princely Eggs, 
Playing the Mouſe in abſence of the Cat, 
To tear and havock more than ſhe can eat. 

Exe. It follows then, the Cat muſt ſtay at he me: 
Yet that it is but a cruſh'd neceſſity; 


Since we have Locks to ſafeguard Neceſſaries, 
And pretty Traps to catch the petty Thieves, 


While that the armed Hand doth fight abroad; 


Tb' adviſed Head defends it ſelf at home: Gy 
For Government, though high, and low, and lower, 


Put into parts, doth keep in one conſent, 


_ Congreeing in a full and natural cloſe, 


Like Muſick. Ip 
Cant. Therefore doth Heav'n divide 


King HENRY V. 10g 
Setting Endeavour in continual Motion: 
To which is fixed, as an Aim or Butt, 
Obedience; for ſo work the Honey Bees, 
Creatures that, by a Rule in Nature, teach 
The Act of Order to a led Kingdom. 
They have a King, cers of ſorts, 
Where ſome like LEE correct at home: 
Others, like Merchants, venture Trade abroad: 
Others, like Soldiers armed in their Stings, 
Make boot __ the Summer's Velvet buds: 
Which Pillage, they with merry march ning home 0 
To the Tent.- Royal of their Emperor: 
Who buſied in his Majeſty, ſurve 
The ſinging Maſon building — of Gold, 
The civil Citizens kneading up the Honey; 
The poor Mechanick Porters, crowding in 


| Lo heavy Burthens at his narrow Gate: 


The ſad- ey d Juſtice, with his ſurly hum, 
Delivering oer to Executors pale 
The lazy yawning Drone.” 1 this infer, 
That many things having full reference 
To one conſent, may work contrariouſſy: 
As many Arrows looſed ſeveral ways 
Come to one mark: as many ways meet in one Town, 
As many freſh Streams meet in one falt Sea; 
As many Lines cloſe in the Dial's center; 


So may a thouſand Actions once a- foot, 


And in one purpoſe, and be all well born 
Without defeat. Therefore to France, my Liege, 
Divide your happy England into four, 
Whereof, take you one quarter into France, 

And you withal ſhall make all Gallia ſhake, 

It we with thrice ſuch Powers left at home, 
Cannot defend our own Doors from the Dog, 

Let us be worried, and our Nation loſe 


The name of hardineſs and policy. 


K. Henry. Call in the Meſſenges ſeat from the L 
Now are we well reſolv d, and by God's help 
And yours, the noble Sinews of our Power ; 


France being ours, we'll bend it to our Awe, 


E 5 Or 


Tom 
Either our Hiſtory ſhall with full Mouth 
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Or break it all to pieces. Or there well fit, 


Ruling in large and ample Em 


pe Ty. 
O'er France, and all her, almoſt, Kingly Wenn 
Or lay theſe Bones in an unworthy Urn. | 
Lick. with no remembrance over them; 


Speak freely of our Acts, or elſe our Grave, 


Like Turkiſh Mute, ſhall have a Tongueleſs Mouth; 
Not worſhipt with a waxen Epitaph. 


Enter Ambaſſadors of France. 


Now are we well prepar'd to know the Pleaſure 
Of our fair Coutin Dauphin; for we hear, 


Your Greeting is from him, not from the King. 
Amb. May t pleaſe your Majeſty to give us leave 
Freely to render what we have in Charge: 
Or ſnall we ſparingly ſhew you far off 


The Dauphin s Meaning, and our Embaſſie. 


K. Henry. We are no Tyrant, but a Chriſtian King 


Dato whoſe Grace our Paſſion is as ſub) ect, 


As are our Wretches fetter'd in our Priſons: 


Therefore with frank and with uncurbed are. 
Tell us the wage wap” Mind, 


Amb. Thus in few. 


| Your Highneſs, lately ſending into France, | 
Did claim ſome certain Dakedoms, in the right 


Of your great Predeceſſor, King Edward the Third. 
In anſwer of which, Claĩm, the Prince dur Maſter | 


Says that you favour too much of your Youth, 


And bids you be advis'd: There's dhe | in France 
That can be with a nimble Galliard won; 


| You cannot 1eyl into Dukedoms there: 
| He therefore ſends you, meeter for your Spirit, 
This Tun of Treaſure; and in lieu of this, 


Defires you let the Dukedoms that you claim 5 


Hear no more of you. This the Dauphin 1 


K Henry. What Treaſure, Uncle? 
Exe. Tennis balls, my Liege. 


K. Hemy. We are glad the Dauſ bin is fo AER hk 


His Preſent, and your Pains we thank you for; 
When \ we have match d our * to theſe Balls, 
We 


hn 


ve 
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We will in France, by God's Grace, play a ſet 

Shall ftrike his Father's Crown into the Hazard. 8 
Tell him he hath made a match with ſuch a Wrangler, 
That all the Courts ot France will be diſturb'd 
With Chaces. And we underſtand him well, 

How he comes o'er us with our wilder Days, 

Not meaſuring what uſe we made of them. 

We never valu'd this poor Seat of England. 

And therefore living hence, did give our ſelf 


To barbarous Licence; as tis ever common, 
That Men are merrieſt when they are from homes 
But tell the Dauphin, I will keep my State, 
Be like a King, and ſhew my Sail ot Greatneſs, 


When I do rowſe me in my Throne of France. 
For that I have laid by my Majeſty, 


And plodded like a Man for working Days; 


But I will riſe there with ſo full a Glory, 
That I will dazzle all the Eyes of France; 
Yea ſtrike the Dauphin blind to lock on us. 
And tell the pleaſant Prince, this Mock of his 


Hath turn'd his Balls to Gun-ftoues, and his Soul 


Shall ſtand ſore charged, for the waſtetul Vengeance 


That ſhall fly with them: For many a thouſand Widows 


Shall this his Mock mock out of their dear Husbands; 


Mock Mothers from their Sons, mock Caſtles down: 


And ſome are yet ungetten and unborn, 

That ſhall have cauſe to curſe the Dauphin's Scorn. 
But this lies all within-the Will of God, 

To whom 1 do appeal, and in whoſe Name. 

Tell you the Dauphin, I am coming on, 

To venge' me as | may, and to put forth 

My rightful Hand in a well-hallow'd cauſe. 
So get you hence in Peace, and tell the Dauplis 


His Jeſt wil: favour but of ſhallow Wit, 


When thouſands mop more than did laugh at it. 
Convey them with ſafe Conduct. Fare ye welt. 
Exe. This was a merry Meſlage: 8 f 


EX. Henry. We hope to make the Sender bluſh at it: 


Therefore, my Lords, omit no happy hour, ; 
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One Richard Earl of Cambridge; and the ſecond, 


Sir thowas Gray Knight of Northumberland, 
| Have for the Gilt of France, (O Guilt indeed! Tl 


And by their Hands this grace of Kings Nan 
II Hell and Treaſon hold their Promiles, 


That may give furch'rance to our Expedition 
For we haye now no thought in us but France, 
Save thoſe to God, that run before our Buſineſs. - 
Therefore let our Proportions for a Wars 
Be ſoon collected, all things * upon, 
That may with reaſonable ſ aifines 

More Feathers to our Wings: For God before, 
We'll chide this Dawphin at bis Father's Door. 
Therefore let every Man now task his Thought, 


Thbat this fair Action may on foot be brought. [Exerar, 


Flouriſh. Enter Chorus. 
Now all the Youth of England are on fire, 

And filken Dalliance in the Wardrobe lies: 

Now thrive the Armourers, and Honour's chought. 


Reigns ſolely in the Breaſt of every Man. 


They ſell the Paſture now, to buy the Hor Horle, 


Following the Mirror of all Chri 

With winged heels, as Engli/o — 
For now fits Expectation in the Air, 
And hides a Sword, from Hilts unto the Point, 


With Crowns imperial, Crowns and Coronets, 
Promis'd to Harry, and his Followers: 


| The French advis'd b good intelligence 


Of this moſt dreadful preparation, 
Shake in their fear, and with pale Policy 
Seek to divert the Engliſh purpoſes. 
O England! Model to thy inward Greatneſs, 
Like Firtl Body with a mighty Heart; 


E 


What might'ſt thou do, that Honour * thee do, 
Were all thy Children kind and natural 
But ſee, thy Fault France hath in thee found out, 

A neſt of hollow Boſoms, which he fills 


With treatiherous Crowns, and three corrupted Men: 5 
Henry Lord Scroop of Maſham; and the third, = Fl 


Confirm'd Conſpiracy with fearful France; 


King HE XRANT V. 


Fre he take Ship for France; and in Southampton, 
Linger your: patience.on, and we'll digeſt 

Th' ule of diſtance; force a Play: 

The Sum is pay d, the Traitors are agreed, 

The King is ſet from Londen, and the Scene 


8 


ls now tranſported, Gentles, to Saut h 


There is the Play-houſe now, there muſt you ſit, 
And thence to France ſhall we convey you ſafe, 
And bring you back: Charming the narrow Seas, 
To giye you gentle Paſs; for it we may, 

We'll not offend one Stomach with our Play. 

But till the King come forth, and not till then, 
Unto South en do, we ſhift our Scene. [Exiz 
; Enter Corporal Nim, and Lieutenant Bardolph. 

. Bard. Well met, Corporal Nim. 

Nin. Good-morrow, Lieutenant Bardolph, 
Bard. What, are Ancient Piſtol and you Friends yet? 
Nim. For my part, I care not: I fay little; but when 

time ſhall ſerve, there ſhall be ſmiles, but that ſhall be 

as it may. I dare not fight, but I will wink, and hold out 
mine Iron; it is a fimple one, but what though? It will 
tolt Cheeſe, and it will endure cold, as another Man's Sword 

will; and there's an end,  _.. 1 . 

Bard. 1 will beſtow a Breakfaſt to make you Friends, 

and we'll be all three ſworn Brothers to France: Let it be 
Nim. Faith, I will live fo as I may, that's the cer- 

tain of .it; and when I cannot live any longer, I will do 

as I may: That is my Reſt, that is the rendezyovs of it. 
Bard. It is certain, Corporal, that he is married to Ne! 
Quickly, and certainly ſhe did you wrong, for you were 
troth · plight ts her. 5 by 2 
VN. | cannot tell, Things muſt be as they may; Men 
may ſleep, and they may have their Throats about them 
dt that time, and ſome ſay, Knives have Edges: It muſt 

be as it may, tho. Patier.ce be a tired name, yet ſhe will 
plod, there muſt be Concluſions; well, I cannot tell. 

waer Piſtol, and Quickly. 

Bard. Here comes Ancient Piſtol aud his Wife; good Cor- 
poral, be patient here. How now, mine Hoſt Ig! 


Pit, 15 
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Piſ. Baſe Tyke, calbſt thou me Hoſt? now by this 
Hand, I ſvzear I ſcorn the Term, nor ſhall my keep 
Lodgers. _ I RTE 4 
Quick. No by my troth, not long: For we cannot 
lodge and board a dozen or fourteen Gentlewomen that 
live honeſtly by the prick of their Needles, but it will be 
thought we keep a Bawdy-houſe ſtraight. O welliday 
Lady, if he be not hen now, we ſhall ſee wilful Adul. 


tery and Murther committed. | 


_ Therefore exhale. 8 


Bard. Good Lieutenant, Good Corporal, offer ng 
Pit. Piſn for thea 1/and Dog; thou prickcear'@ Cur of 
Quicl. Good Corporal Nim, ſhew'thy Valour, and put 
up thy Sword. 1 5 e e 
' Nim, Will you ſhog off? I would have you Sons. 
Piſt. Solus, egregious Dog! O Viper vile; The ſolu in 


thy moſt marvellous Face, the ſolus in thy Teeth, and in | 


thy Throat, and in thy hateful Lungs, yea in thy Maw 
perdy; and which is worſe, within thy naſty: Mouth. I 
do retort the ſolas in thy Bowels; for I- can take, and 
Piſtol's cock is up, and flaſhing fire will follow. 
Nim. 1 am not Barbaſon, you cannot conjure me: I 
have an humour to knock you indifferently well; If you 
grow foul with me, Piſtol, I will ſcour you with my Ra- 
pier, as I may in fair terms. If you would walk off, I 
would prick your Guts a little in good terms, as I may, 
and thach the lymanr of... 7-7 TOES i 
Pi. O Brapgard vile, and damned furious Wight, 
The Grave doth gape, and doating Death is near, 


+ 


Bard. Hear me, hear me what 1 ſay: He that ſtrikes the 
firſt ſtroak, VI! run him up to the Hilts, as I am a Soldier. 
Pit. An Oath of mickle might, and fury ſhall abate. 

Give me thy Fift, thy Fore- foot to me give: Thy Spirits 
(öͥõͤ᷑ ↄ —T——T—.ͤ ͤͤͤͤ ͤ ( on 
Nim. I will cut thy Throat one time or other in fair 
m, that is the Men f © 


Fiſt. 


King HEN R x V. Tr 


Piſt. Coupe 4 gorge, that is the word. I defie thee again. 
O hound of Creet, think'ſt thou my Spouſe to get? No, to 
the Spittle go, and from the Powdring-tub of Infamy, 
fetch forth the Lazar Kite of Creſſid's kind, Dol Tear- 
| ſheet, ſhe by name, and her Eſpouſe. I have, and I will 
hold the Yuondam Quicłiy for the only ſhe ; and Pauca, 
there's enough to go to. . 

hes: Enter the By. | 
Boy. Mine Hoſt Piſtol, you muſt come to my Mafter, 
2 Hoſteſt: He is very fick, and would to bed. 

Good Bardolph, put thy Face between his Sheets, and do 
the Office of a Warming · pan: Faith, he's very ill. 

Bard. Away, you Rogue. = 
Quick. By my troth, he'll yield the Crow a Puddin 
one of theſe Days; the King has kill'd his Heart. 
Husband come home preſently, [Exit Quick. 
Bard. Come, ſhall I make you two Friends? We muſt 
to France together; why the Devil ſhould we keep Knives 
to cut one another's Throats? net IN 
Pift. Let Flouds o erſwell, and Fiends for Food how! on. 
Nimm. You'll pay me che eight Shillings, I won of you 
at Betting? | | : 
Piſt. Baſe is the Slave that pays. 6 
Nimm. That now I will have; that's the Humour of it. 
Pit. As Manhood ſhall compound; puſh home. [Draw:. 
Bard. By this Sword, he that makes the firſt thruſt, Vil 
kill hitn; by this Sword I will. OW + Js 
Piſt. Sword is an Oath, and Oaths muſt have their 
courſe, 2 | 
Bard. Corporal Nim, and thou wilt be Friends, be Friends; 
and thou wil noe, why then be Enemies with me too; 
pritheee put u. 8 | 
Piſt, A Noble ſhalt thou have, and preſent Pay, and 
Liquor likewiſe will I give to thee, and Friendſhip ſhall 
combine, and Brotherhood. I'll live by Nim, and Nim 
ſhall live by me, is not this juſt? For I ſhall Suttler be un- 
to the Camp and Profits will accrue, Give me thy Hand 

Nim. I ſhall have my Noble? 0000 
Piſt. In Caſh, moſt juſtlj paid. 
Kim. Well chen, that's the Humour of't, 
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 Pift. Nim, ſpoke 
and corroborate. 


live. [Exeunt, 


_ Weſt. How ſmooth and even they do bear themſclyes, 
As if Allegiance in their Boſoms fate, | | 
| Crowned with Faith and conſtant Royalty. 
Bed. The King hath note of all that they intend, 


For which we have in head aſſembled them. 
Scoop. No doubt, my Liege; if each Man do his beſt. 


Nor leave not one behind, that doth not wiſh 
| Succeſs and Conqueſt to attend on us. 


112 The LIFE of 
| 1 Enter Hoſteſs. : 3 
Hoſt. As ever you came of Women, come in quickly 

to Sir John: A poor Heart, he is ſo ſhak'd of a burnin 

quotidian Tertian, that it is moſt lamentable to behold. 

Sweet Men, come to him. | | 2 2 | 

Nim. The King hath run bad Humours on the Knight, 


right, his Heart is fracted 


Nim. The King is a King, but it muſt be as it ma ; 
he paſſes 1 Carreers. 5 : 
Fi. Let us condole the Knight, for, Lambkins, we will 


| Buter Exeter, Bedford, and Weſtmorland. 
Bed. *Fore God, his Grace is bold to truſt theſe Traitors. 
Exe. They ſhall be apprehended by and by. 


By interception which they dream not of. 
Exe. Nay, but the Man that was his Bed fellow! 
Whom be hath lult'd and cloy'd with gracious Favours, 


That he ſhould, for a Foreign Purſe, fo ſell 


His Soveraign's Life to Death and Treachery. 


[ Sound Trum X 4. 
Bunter the King, Scroop, Cambridge, and Gray. 
K. Henry. Now fits the Wind fair, and we will aboard, 


My Lord of Cambridge, and my kind Lord of Maſhaw, 
And you my gentle Knight, give me your Thoughts: 
Think you not, that the Powers we bear with us 


Will cut their Paſſage through the Force of France? 
Doing the Execution, and the Act. 4 


K. Henry, I doubt not that, ſince we are well perſuaded, 
We carry not a Heart with us from hence, _ | 
That grows not in a fair Conſent with ours. 


4 — ——— - 
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Cam. Never was Monarch N fear d and lov d, 
Than is your Majeſty; there's not, I think, a Subject 
That fits in Heart - grief and Uneaſineſs 
Under the ſweet ſhade of your Government. 
| Gray. True; thoſe that were your Fatker's Enemies, 
Have ſteept their Gauls in Honey, and do obſerve ou 
With Hearts create of Duty, a of Zeal. 
K. Henry. We therefore have great cauſe of thankfulneſs; 
And ſhall forget the Office of our hand, 
Sooner than quittance of Deſert and Merit, 
According to the Weight and Worthineſs. 
Scroop. So Service ſhall with fteeled Sinews toil, 
And Labour ſhall refreſh it ſelf with Hope, 
To do your Grace inceſſant Services. 
K. Henry. We judge no leſs. Uncle of Exeter, 
Inlarge the Man committed Yeſterday, 
That rail'd againſt our Perſon: We conſider, 
It was exceſs of Wine that ſet him on, 
And on his more Advice, We pardon him. 
| Scroop. That's Mercy, but too much Security: 
Let him be puniſh'd, 3 leſt Example 
Breed, by his ſufferance, more of ſuch a kind. 
X Hey. O let us yet be merciful, 
Cam. So may your Highneſs, and yet puniſh too. 
Gray. Sir, you ſhew great Mercy, if you give him Life, 
After the taſte of much Correction. 
K. Henry. Alas, your too much love and care of me, 
Are heavy Oriſons gainſt this poor Wretch, 
If little Faults, proceeding on Diſtemper, 
Shall not be wink'd at, how ſhall we ſtretch our Eye 
When Capital Crimes, chew'd, ſwallow d, and digeſted 
2 ar before us? We'll yet enlar ge that Man, 
h Cambridge, gouf and Gray, in their dear care 

Ana tender preſeryatian of our Perſon, 
Would. haye him puniſh'd, And now to our French Cale, 
Who are the late Commiſſioners? 

Cam. I one, my Lord, 
Foun Highneſs bad me ask for i it to Day. 
Gra, And I, my Royal Soyeraign. 
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K. Henry. Then Richard Farl of Cambridge, there is yours: 


There yours Lord Scroop of Maſham; and Sir Kuight, 
Gray of Northumberland, this ſame is yours; 
Read them, and know, I know your Worthineſs. 
My Lord of #:ſtmorland, and Uncle Exeter, 


We will aboard to Night. Why, how now Gentlemen ? 


What ſee you in thoſe Papers, that you lole _ 
So much Complexion? Look ye how they change! 


Their Cheeks are 2 wh Why, what read you there, 


That hath ſo cowarded and chac'd your Blood 

Out of appearance? 1 

Canb. | do confeſs my Fault, 

And do ſubmit me to your Highneſs Mercy. 
Gray. Scroop. To which we all appeal. 


K. Henry. The Mercy that was quick in us but late, 


By your own Counſel is ſuppreſt and kill d: 
You muſt not dare, for ſhame, to talk of Mercy, 
For your own Reaſons turn into your Boſoms, 

As Dogs upon their Maſters, worrying you. 

See you, my Princes and my Noble Peers, 


Theſe Engli/h Monſters! My Lord of Cambridge here, 


Tou know how apt our Love was to accord 
To furniſh him with all appertinents | 
| 1 1 to his Honour; and this Man, 3 
Hath for a few light Crowns, lightly conſpir d 
And ſworn unto the practices of France 
To kill us here in Hampton. To the which, 
This Knight, no leſs for Bounty bound to us 
Than Cambridge is, hath likewiſe ſworn. But O! 
What ſhall I fay to'thee, Lord Scroop, thou cruel, 
Ingrateful, ſavage, and inbuman Creature! 
Thou that dc | 
That knew'ſt the very bottom of my Soul, 
That, almoſt, might'ſt have coin'd me into Gold, 
Would'ſt thou have practis d on me, for thy uſe? 
May it be poſſible, that Foreign hire . 
Could out of thee extract one ſpark of Evil 
That might aunoy my Finger? Tis ſo ſtrange, 
That though the truth of it ſtand off as grols, 
A black and white, my Eye will ſeartely 


bear the Key of all my Counſels, « 


y ſee it. 
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Treaſon and Murder, ever kept together, 
As two yoak Devils ſworn to either's purpoſe, 
Working ſo groſly in a Natural Cauſe, 
That admiration did not hoop at them. 
But thou, gainſt all Proportion, didſt bring in 
Wonder to wait on Treaſon and on Murther : 
And whatſoever cunning Fiend it was 
That wrought upon thee ſo prepoſterouſly, 
Hath got the Voice in Hell for excellence: 
And other Devils that ſuggeſt By-Treaſons, 
Do botch and bungle up Damnation, _ 
With Patches, Colours, and with Forms, being ſetcht 
From gliſt'ring Semblances of Piety: OS 
But he that temper'd thee, bad thee ſtand up, 
Gave thee no inſtance why thou · ſhouldſt do Treaſon, . 
Unleſs to dub thee with the Name of Traitor. 

If that fame Dæmon that hath gull'd thee thus, 

Should with his Lion-gate walk the whole World, 
He might return to vaſty Tartar back, 5 
And tel the Legions, I can never in 
A Soul fo eaſie as that Engliſhman's. 
Oh, how haſt thou with [calouſic infected 
The ſweetneſs of Aﬀiance! Shew Men dutiful? 
Why ſo didſt thou. Seem they Grave and Learned? 
Why ſo didſt thou. Come they of Noble Family? 
Why ſo didſt thou. Seem they Religious: 
Why fo didſt thou. Or are they ſpare in Diet, 
Free from groſs Paſſion, or of Mirth, or Anger, 
Conſtant in Spirit, nor ſwerving with the Blood, 
Garniſh'd and deck d in modeſt Complement, 
Not working with the Eye, without the Ear, 
And but in purged Judgment truſting neither? 
Such and ſo finely boulted didſt thou ſeem: 
And thus thy Fall hath left a kind of blot, FIN 
To make thee full fraught Man, the beſt endued 
With ſome ſuſpicion, 1 will weep for thee. 
For this revolt ef thine methinks is like 
Another fall of Man. Their Faults are open, 
Arreſt them to the anſwer of the Law,- 
And. God acquit them of their Fractices. 
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| Wherein you would have ſold your King to Slaughter, 
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Exe. I arreſt thee of High Treaſon, by the Name of N. 


chard Earl of Cambridge. 

I arreſt thee of High Treafon, by the Name of Thomas 
Lord Scroop of Maſham. 

I arreſt thee of High Treaſon, by the Name of Thomas 


er, Knight of Northumberland. 


Scroop. Our Purpoſes God juſtly hath diſcover'd, 
And 1 — my Fault more than my Death; 
Which I beſeech your Highneſs to forgive, 
Although my Body pay the price of it. 

Cam. For me the Gold of France did not ſeduee, 
Although 1 did admit it as a motive, | 


The ſooner to effect what 1 intended; 


But, God be thanked for prevention. 
Which I in ſufferance heartily will rejoyce for, 
Befeeching God and you to pardon me. 


Gray. Never did faithful Subject more rejoyce 


At the diſcovery of moſt danger ous Treaſon, 
"this hour jo or my ſelf, 
Prevented from a dam — Enterprize: 
My Fault, but not my Body, pardon, Soveraign. | 
K. Henry. God quit you in bis Mercy: hear your Sentencez 


You have conſpir'd againſt our Royal Perſon, 
: pas with an Enemy proclaim'd, and from his Coffers 


eceiy'd the golden Earneſt of our Death; 


His Princes and his Peers to Servitude, 


His Subjects to on and Contempt, 
And his whole Ki into Deſolation: 


Touching our Perſon, ſeek we no Revenge, 


But we our Kingdom's ſafety mult ſo . 4 
Whoſe Ruin you three ſought, that to her 


We do deliver you. Get you therefore 
Poor miſerable Wretches, to your Death; 
The taſte whereof God of his Mercy give 
You Patience to endure, and true Repentance 


Of all your dear Offences. Bear them hence. _ 

| Now, Lords, for France, the Enterprize whereof 
Shall be to you as us, like glorious 
Wie doubt not of a fair and lucky War, 


— 
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Yince God ſo graciouſly hath brought to light 
This dangerous Treaſon lurking in our way, 
To hinder our hy gs. We doubt not now, 
But every Rub is ſmoothed in our way: 
Then forth, dear Country- men; let us deliver 
Our Puiſſance into the Hand of God, | 
Putting it ftreight in Expedition. 
Chearly to Sea, the figns'of War advance, 3 
No King of England, if not King of France. [ Axeant. 
 Exwter Piſtol, Nim, Bardolph, Boy, and Hoſteſs. 
Hoſt. Prethee Honey, ſweet Husband, let me bring thee 
to Staines. — 550 5 
Fiſtsl. No, for my manly Heart doth yern. Bardolph, 
be blith: Nim, rouze thy vaunting Veins : Boy, briſtle thy 
Courage up; for Falſtaff he is dead, and we mult yern 
therefore. = zl | 
Bard. Would I were with him whereſome'er he is, ei- 
e 
'Hoſt. Nay, fure, he's not in Hell; he's in Arthur's Bo- 
ſom, if ever Man went to Arthurs Boſam; he made a finer. 
end, and went away and it had been any Chriſtom Child ; 
a parted even juſt between Twelve and One, ev n at the turn- 
ing o th Tyde; for after I ſaw bim fumble with the Sheets, 
and play with Flowers, and ſmile upon his Fingers end, I 


| knew there was but one way; for his Noſe wasas as 


a Pen, and a Table of Green Fields. How now, Sir ? 
quoth I. What Man? be a good Cheer; fo acried out, God, 
God, God, three or four times: Now I, to comfort him, 
bid him a ſhould not think of God; I hop'd there was no 
need trouble himſelf with any ſuch Thoughts yet: fo a 
bad me lay more Clothes on his Feet : 1 put my Handin- 
to the Bed and felt them, and they were as cold as a 
Stone: Then 1 felt to his Knees, and ſo upward and up- 
ward, and all was as cold as any Stone. e | 
Nim. They ſay he cried out of Sack. 
Heſs. Ay, that a did. 5 
Bard. And of Women. 8. 1 Ly 
Aa. Nay, that a 00 not. © . 
Boy, Yes, that a did, and ſaid, they were Devils Incar- 


nate. 


That's all the Riches I got in his Service. 


4s Waters to the ſucking of a Gult, 
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Hoſt. A could neyer abide Carnation, *twas a Colour he | 
never lik d. 

Boy. A faid once, the Deule would have him about 
Women. i 
Heſs. A did in ſome fort, indeed, handle Womens ; but 
hay he dre rheumatick and talk d of the Whore of Babylon, 

. not remember a ſaw a Flea ſtick upon Bar- 
phys Noſe and ſaid it was a black Soul burning in Hell. 

Ka Well, the fuel is gone that maintain d that Fire: 


Nimm. Shall we ſhogg? the King will be gone from 
Southampton. 
Piſt. Come, let's s away. My Love, give me thy Lips: 
| Look to my Chattels, and my Moveables; let Senſes rule; 
the word is, Pitch and pay; truſt none, for Oaths are Straws, 
Mens Faithsare Wafer-Cakes, and hold-faſt is the only Dog; 
my Duck, therefore, Caveto be thy Counſellor. Go, clear 
thy Chriſtale. Yoke-fellows in — let us to France, like 
5 1 my Boys, to ſuck, to ſuck, the very Blood 
© uc 25 
Bey. And that's but unwholſome Food, they tay. 
P ft. Touch her ſoft Mouth, and march. 
Bard. Farewel, Hoſtels, 
Nim. I cannot kiſs, that is the humour of i it; but adieu. 
Pift. Let Houſwifery appear; keep cloſe, I thee command. 


Hoſt. Farewel; adieu. [Exeunt. 
Enter the French King, the Dauphin, the Duke of Burgundy, 
and the Conſtable, 


Fr. Ring. Thus come the Engliſh —— rpongs, 
And more than careful y it us concerns, 

To anſwer Royally in our Defencess 
Therefore the Dukes of Berry and of Briegin, 

Of Brabant, and of Orleans ſhall make forth, 

And you, Prince Dauphin, with all ſwift Shah; 
To line and new repair our Towns of War 

With Men of Courage, and with Means defendant: 
For England his Approaches makes as fierce | 


It firs us then to be as provident 
As Fear my teach us, out of late n. 


King HEN RT V. 
Left by the fatal and neglected Engliſh, 
Upon our Fields. 
Dau. My moſt redoubted Father, 


| It is moſt meet we arm us gainſt the Foe: 
For Peace it ſelf ſhould not fo dull a Kingdom, 


(Tho' War, nor no known Quarrel were in queſtion) 


But that Defences, Muſters, P tons, -: 

Should be maintain d, aſſembled and collected, 

As were a War in expectation. ee 

Therefore, I ſay, tis meet we all go forth, 

To view the fick and feeble parts of France: 

And let us do it with no ſhew of Fear; 

No, with no more than if we heard that England 

Were bufied with a Hhitſon Morris- dance: 

For, my good Liege, ſhe is fo idly King d. 

Her Scepter ſo fantaſtically born, 

By a vain, giddy, ſhallow, humorous Youth, 

That Fear attends her not. 
Con. O Peace, Prince D 

You are too much miſtaken in this King: 

Queſtion your Grace the late Ambaſſadors, 

With what great State he heard their Embaſſie, 

How well ſupply d with Noble Counſellors, 

How modeſt in exception, and, withal, 

How terrible in conſtant Reſolution : 

And you ſhall find his Vanities fore-ſpent 

Were but the out-fide of the Raman. Brutus, 

Covering Diſcretion with a Coat of Folly; 

As Gardeners do with Ordure hide thoſe Roots 

That ſhall firſt ſpring, and be moſt delicate. 
Dau. Well, tis not ſo, my Lord High- Conſtable. 

But tho? we think it ſo, it is no matter: 

In cauſes of Defence, tis belt to weigh 

The Enemy more mighty than he ſeems, 

So the Proportions of defence are fill'd; 

Which of a weak and niggardly Proj jection, | 

Doth, like a Miſer, ſpoil his Coat with ſcantivg | 

A little Cioath. | 
Fr. Ring. Think we King Harry irong; 

And n look, * Rrongly arm to moet him, 
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The Kindred of him hath been fleſh'd upon us: 
And he is bred out of that bloody ſtrain 
That haunted us in our familiar Paths 
Witneſs our too much memorable Shame, | 
Wben Creſſy Battel fatally was ſtruck, 
And all our Princes captiv'd by the Hand 
Of that black Name, Edward, black Prince of Wales: 
While that his Mountain Sire, on Mountain ſtandi 
Up in the Air, crown'd with the Golden Sun, 
Saw his Heroick Seed, and ſmil'd to ſee him 
Mangle the werk of Nature, and deface | 
The Patterns that by God and by French Fathers 
Had twenty Years been made. This is a Stem 
Of that Victorious Stock; and let us fear 
The native mightineſs and fate of him. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
|  Meſſ. Ambaſſadors from Harry King of England, 
Do crave admittance to your Majeſty, 
Fr. King. We'll give them preſent Audience, 
Go, and bring them. 
Lou ſee this Chaſe is hotl * followed, Friends. 
Dau. Turn Head, and ſtop purſuit; for Coward Dogs 
Moſt ſpend their Mouths, be, 4 what they ſeem to threaten 
Runs far before them. Good my Sovereign, 
Take up the Engliſh ſhort, and let them know 
Of a. a Monarchy you are the Head: . _ 
Self love, my Liege, is not ſo vile a Sin, 
As ſelf-negleQing, | | 
ener Exeter. 
Fr. King. From our Brother of England? | 
Exe. From him, and thus he greets your Majeſty ; 
| He wills you in the Name of God Almighty, 
That you diveſt your ſelf, and lay apart 


"2 200 borrowed Glories, that, by gitt of Heaven, 


Law of Nature, and of Nations, "longs 
| -& him and to his Heirs; namely, the rown, T2 
And all wide-firetched Honours that 
By Cuſtom and the Ordinance of Tim es, 
Uto the Crown of France. That you may know 
*Tis no liniſter, nor no awkward 3 7M 


FROS 


- 4 | - 


Ring HEN V. 12 


picked from the Worm. holes of long-vaniſh'd days, 
Nor from the duſt of Old Oblivion rak d, 
He ſends you this moſt memorable Line, 
In every Branch truly demonſtrative, 
Willing you over-look his 3. 
And when you find him evenly denied 
From his moſt fam'd of famous Anceſtors, 
Edward the Third; he bids you then el 
Your Crown and Kingdom ladiectiy he 
From him, the native and true 
Fr. King. Or elſe what follows? 
Exe, Bloody conſtraint; for if you hide the Crows. 
Even in your Hearts, there will he rake for it. 
And therefore in fierce Tempeſt is he coming, | 
In Thunder and in „like a Fove: 
That if requiring fail, he will compell. 
He bids you, in the Bowels of the Lord, 
Deliver up the Crown, and to take mercy 7 
On the poor Souls for whom this hungry War 
Opens his vaſty Jaws: and on your Head * 
Turning the Widows Tears, the Orphans Cries, 
The dead Mens Blood, the privy Maidens Groans, 
For Husbands, F athers, and betrothed Lovers, 
That ſhall be ſwallowed in this Controverſie. 
This is his Claim, his Threatning, and my Meſſage; | 
Ualcts the Dauphin be in preſence here, 25 
To whom expreſly I bring Greeting too. 
Fr. King. For us, we will conſider of this further: 
To morrow ſhall you bear our full intent 
Back to our Brother of — 
Dau. For the 
I ſtand here for him; whit to him from England? ? 
Exe. Scorn and Defiance, flight Regard, none tl 
And any thing that may not miſ-become 
The mighty Seader, doth he prize you at. 


Thus ſays my King; and if our Father's Highneſs | 
Do not, "in grant of all Demands at lavge, e 


dweeten the bitter ork 257 ſent his el; | 
Yo, Iv. wy os bel 
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He'll call you to fo hot an Anſwer cf it. 
That Caves and womby Vaultages of France 
Shall chide your Treſpaſs, and 1eturn your Mock 
. In ſecond Accent of bis Ordinance. 
Dau. Say, if my Father tender fair return, 
* It is againſt my will; for I deſire 
Nothing but Odds with England; to that end. 
As matching to his Youth and 4 
I did preſent him with the Paris Bal 
Exe. He'll make your: Paris Louver ſhake ſor 
Were it the Miſtreſs Court of mighty Europe: 
And be aſſut d you'll find a difference, 
As we, his Subjects, have in wonder found; 
Between the Promiſe of his greener days 
And theſe he Maſters now; now he weighs Time +1 
Even to the utmoſt Grain, that you ſhall read 
Wow own Loſſes, if he ſtay in France. 
Fr. Ring. To morrow you ſhail know our mind at rt. 3 
_ | Flowriſh, 
Exe. Diſpatch us : with all ſpeed, lelt that our King T 
come here himſelf to queſtion our — 
For he is footed in this Land already, 
Fr. King You ſhall be ſoon Diſpa*ch'd with fair Conditions, 
A Night is But ſmall breath, and little pauſe 
To anſwer matters of this N 4g [Exe 
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Anne Cham, 


Hus with imagin'd Wing our ſwift Scene flies; | 
In motion ef no leſs Celerity, 

| Than that of Thought. Suppoſe that you have b. 
The well appointed King at Dover Peer, Tt 
Embark his Royalty; and his brave Fleet, 
With Silken Streamers, the youn Phorbus bbs. 
Play * your Fancies; Aut in them behold, 
Upon the Hempen Tackle, Ship Boys climbing; 
Hear the fhrill Whiſtle, which ada Order * 


To | 


Draw the huge bottoms thro 
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To ſounds confus d; behold the threaden Sails, 
Born with th inviſible and Veg in ng Wind, 
- 


furrow'd Sea, 
Breaſting the lofty Surge, O, do but think 


| You ſtand upon the Rivage, and behold | 


A City on th'inconſtant Billows dancing ; 

For ſo appears this Fleet Majeſtical, 

Holding due courſe to Harflowr Follow, follow. 
* your Minds to ſternage of this Navy, 
And leave your England as dead Midnight, till, 


Guarded with Grandſires, Babies and old Women, 


Either paſt, or not arriv'd to pith and puiſſance: 
For who is he, whoſe Chin is but enrich d 

With one appearing Hair, that will not follow 
Theſe cull'd and choice drawn Cavaliers to France? 


Work, work your Thoughts, and therein fee a Siege? 
| Behold the Ordnance on their Carriages, 
With fatal Mouths gaping on girded Hat fleur. 
Suppoſe th'Ambaſlador from the French comes rſs 


Tells Harry, That the King doth offer him | 
Katherine his Daughter, and with her to Dowry 
Some petty and unprofitable Dakedoms, on 
The Offer likes not; and the nimble Gunner 


With Lynſtock now the Deviliſh Cannon touches. 


[Larm, and Chambers go off. 


| And down goes all before him. Still be kind, 
And ech out our 1 with your Mind. [ Exit. 
Enter King Henry, Exeter, Bedford, and Glouceſter With 


Sͤcaling- Ladders as before Harfleur. 
K. Henry. Once more unto the Breach, 
Dear Friends, once more; 


Or cloſe the Wall up with our Engliſh 
| In Peace there's nothing ſo becomes a —4 


As modeſt ſtillneſs and Eumility: 


But when the blaſt of War blows in our "I 


Then imitate the Actions of the Tyger; 


Stiffen the Sinews, ſummon up x Blood, 


Diſguiſe fair Nature with hard- ſavour d * 


Then lend the Eye a terrible aſpect; 


Let it pry 2 the * of the Head, 


| Like | 
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I fee you ſtand like Greyhoun . 
Straining upon the Start. The Game's a- foot: 


give all my Fame for a Pot of Ale, and Safery. 
Pit. And I; if wiſhes would prevail with me, my pur- 
poſe ſhould not fail with me; but thether would 1 hye. 


ok 


* 


* - 


Like the Braſs Cannon, let the Brow o'erwhelm it, : 


As fearfully as doth a galled Rock | 


Oier-hang and jutty his confounded Baſe, 
. Swill'd with the wild and waſteful Ocean. 


Now ſet the Teeth, and ſtretch the Noſtril wide, 


Hold hard the Breath, and bend up every - 


To his full height. On, you nobleſt Engliſh, 
Whoſe Blood is fer from Fathers of War- proo; 


Fathers, that like ſo many Alexander, | 


Have in theſe parts from Morn *till Even fought, 


And ſheath'd their Swords for lack of Argument; 


Diſhonour not your Methers; now atteſt, 


That thoſe whom you call'd Fathers did beget you. 
Be Copy now to Men of grofſ-r Blood, 


And teach them how io War; and you, good Yeomen, | 


Whoſe Limbs were made in England, ſhew us here 


The mettle of your Paſture: Ler us ſwear, 


That you are worth your breeding, which 1 doubt not; 


For there is none of you ſo mean and baſe, | 
That hath not noble luſtre in you Eyes. ; 
s in the lips, 


Follow your Spirit; and upon this Charge, 


Cry, God for Harry, England, and St. George. 


[ Alarm and Chambers go off. 
Enter Nim, Bardolph, Piſtol, and Boy. 
Bard. On, on, on. on, on, to the Breach, to the Breach. 
Nim. Pray thee, Corporal, ſtay, the Knocks are too 
hot; and for mine own part, I have not a Caſe of Lives, 
the humour of it is too hot. that is the very plain Song of it. 
Piſt. The plain Song is moſt juſt; for humours do abound: 
Knecks goand come: God's Vaſſals drop and dye; and Sword 
and Shield, in bloody Field, doth win immortal Fame. 
Bey. Wou'd | were in an Ale-houſe in London, I would 


Boy. As duly, but not as truly, as Bird doth fing on 


Enter 


wer | 
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„ Enter Fluellen. = 
Flu. Up to the breach, you Dogs; avant, you Cullions. 
Piſt. Be merciful, great Duke, to Men of Mould, abate 
thy Rage, abate thy manly Rage abate thy Rage, ron 


8 Good Bawcock, bate thy Rage, uſe lenity, ſweet 
C UcCKs | | , 1 | 8 

Nim. Theſe be good: humours; your Honour wind bad 
humours. | | | Exaunt. 


Boy. As young as I am, 1 have obſerv'd theſe three 
Swraſherd. I am Boy to them all three but all they three, 
though they would ſerve me, could not be Man to me; 
for indeed three ſuch Antiques do not amount to a Man; 
for Bardolph, he is white-liver'd, and red-fac'd; by the 
means whreof, a faces it out, but fights not; for Piſtol, he 
hath a killing Tongue, and a quiet Sword; by the means 
whereof, a breaks Words, and keeps whole Weapons; 


for Nim be hath heard, that Men of few Words are the 


beſt Men, and therefore he fcorns to ſay his Prayers, leſt a 
ſhould be thought a Coward ; but his tew bad words are 
ma'cht with as few good Deeds; for a never broke any 
Man's head but his own, and that was againſt a Poſt, whea 
he was drunk. They will ſteal any thing, and call it Pur- 
chaſe. Bardolph ſtole a Lute-caſe, bore it twelve Leagues, 
ard fold it for three half. pence Nim and Bardolph are 
ſworn Brothers in filching; and in Cal ice they ſtole afire- 
ſhovel. I knew,by that piece of Service, the Men would carry 
Coals. They would have meas familiar with Mens Pockets, 
as their Gloves or their Hand-kerchers; which makes much 
2painſt my Manhood, if I would take from another's 
Pocket, to put into mine; for it is plain pocketting up of 
Wrongs. I muſt leave them, and Tek ſome better Ser- 


vice; their Villany goes againſt my weak Stomach, and 


therefore I mult caſt it up. [Exit Boy. 
1 Eiter Gower. #57 e e hgh 
Gower. Captain Fluellen, you muſt come 8 to the 
Mines; the Duke ot Glouceſter would ſpeak with yon. 
Flu. To the Mines? Tell you the Duke, it is not ſo good 
to come to the Mines; for look you, the Mines are not 
according to the Diſciplinesof the War; the Concavites of 
it is not ſufficient; for look you, th' athverſary, you may 
r. + hs diſcuis 


2 , ** 
P KT 


omg 
＋— — 


Lo © >» a 
_ | - © 2 


9 = \ \ 4 
. 
, r * ja. _ pe 


">. 


| 
=_ 
7 
N 
+ 
MB 
z 
x 
% 
1-4 
"4 


126 The LIFE of 

diſcuſs unto the Duke, look you, is digt himſelf four yards 
under the Countermines; by Cheſpu, I think a will plow 
up all, if there is not better directions. 


Gower. The Duke of Glouceſter, to whom the Order of 
the Siege is given, is altogether directed by an Iifp man, a 


very valiant Gentleman, I faith. 


Flu. It is Captain Mackmorrice, is it not ? 

Gower.. | think it be. 

Flu. By Cheſpu he is an Afs, as is in the World, I will 
verifie as much, in his Beard; he has no more directions 
in the true diſciplines of the Wars, look you, of the Ro- 
man diſciplines, than is a Puppy- dog. 

Enter Mackmorrice, and Captain Jamy. 

Gower. Here a comes, and the Scots Captain, 
Famy, with him. 


Flu. Captain Famy is a maryellous valorous e 


that is. certain, and of great expedition and knowledge in 
the auncient Wars, upon my paricular knowledge of his 


directions; by Cheſhu he will maintain his Argument as 
well as any Military Man in the World, in the LO 


pf the priſtine Wars of the Romans. 


Tamy. 1 ſay gudday. Captain Fluellen, 
Flu. Godden to your Worſhip, good Captain Jan: 
Gower. How now, Captain Mackmorrice, have you quit 


the Mines? have the Pioneers given o'er ? 


Mack. By Chrifh, Law, tiſh ill done; ok iſhgive 
over, the Trumpet ſound the Retreat. By hand 1 
ſwear, and by my Father's Soul, the workiſhil done; it 
Hh give over; I would have blowed up the Town, fo 
Chriſh fave me, law, in an hour. O tifh ill done, tiſhill 


* y my Hand tiſh ill done. 


ptain Mackmorrice, 1 beſeech you now, will 


you i bouche me, look you, a fewy diſputations with you, 


as partly touching or concerning the diſciplines of the War, 


x Roman Wars, in the way pe ment, look you, and 


- n ; partly y to Wy wy and 

4 for the ſatisfaction, look you, of my M; as touch- 

50 rf of the e Dian, ths i th 
ont. | 


Jay 
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Fam. It fall be very gud, gud fei: h, gud Captens bath, 


ud 1 all quit you with gud leve, as I may pick occafion ; 
chat fall 1 marry. rt tri 

| Mack. It is no time to diſcourſe, ſo Chriſh ſave me: The 
| Day is hot, and the Weather, and the Wars, and the King, 


and the Duke; it is not time to diſcourſe, the Town is be- 
ſeech'd; and. the Trumpet calls us to the Breach, and we 
talk, and by Chriſn do nothing. tis ſhame for us all; ſo God 
_ {me tis ſname to ſtand till, it is ſhame by my hand; and 
F there is Throats to be cut, and Works to be done, and 
» 2 there iſh nothing done, ſo Chriſh ſa me law. 
q  Famy. By the Mes, ere theiſe eyes of mine take them- 
ſelves ro ſlomber, ayle de gud — or lle ligge i th 
| 2 for it; ay, or go to death; and lle pay t as valorou- 
ly as I may, that ſal I ſurely do, the breff and the long; 
marry, I wad full fain heard ſome queſtion tween you tway. 
Flu. Captain Mackmorrice, I think, look you, under 
| your correction, there is not many of your Nation. 
Mack. Of my Nation? what iſh my Nation? Iſh a Vil- 
lain, and a Baſtard, and a Knaye, and a Raſcal? What iſh - 
my Nation? Who talks of my Nation? RE... 
Fla. k you, if you take the matter otherw¾iſe than is 
meant, Captain Mactmorrice, peradventure I ſhall think you 
do not uſe me with that affability, as in diſcretion you 5 
to uſe me, look you, being as good a Man as your iclf 
both in the diſciplines of Wars, and in the derivation of _ 
my birth, and in other particularities. | 5 
Mack. 1 do not know you ſo good a Man as my ſelf, 
ſo Chriſh ſave me, I will cut off your head. re 
Gower. N T * will — — other. 
amy. A, that's a fou . [A Parley ſounded, 
or The Town ſounds a Parley. | 3 
Flu. Ciptain Mackmorrice, when there is more better 
opportunity to be requir'd, look you, I will be ſo bold as 
to tell you, I know the diſciplines of War, and there is an 
Enter King Henry, and his Train before the Gates. - 
EK. Henry. How yet reſolves the Governor of the Town - 
This is the lateſt Parle we will admit; | 5 
Therefore to our beſt mercy give your ſelves, 
Or like to Men proud of deſtruction, > 
NE  - Diese 
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128 The LIFE off 
Defie us to our worſt; for as I am a Soldier, 
A Name that in my thoughts | becomes me beſt; 
If I begin the Batt ry once again, 
Iwill not leave the half · atchieved Harfteur, 
Till in her Aſhes ſhe lie buried. 
The Gates of Mercy ſhall be all ſhut up, 
And the fleſh'd Soldier, rough and hard of Heart, 
In liberty of bloody Hand, ſhall range 
With Conſcience wide as Hell, mewing like Graſs 
Tour freſh fair,Virgins, and your flowring lafants. 
' What is it then to me, if i impious War, 
Arrayed in flames like to the Prince of Fiends, 
Do with his ſmircht Complexion all fell Feats, 
Enlinckt to waſte and deſolation ? 
What is't to me, when nou 7 your ſelves are cauſe, | 
If your pure Maidens fall into the Hand * 
Of hot and forcing Violation? 
| he Rein can hold licentious Wickedneſs, 
When down the Hill he holds his fierce Career? 
We = As 1 d our vain Command 
Vos xd Aged gal ters in their Spoil, | 
As ſends 2 to the Leviathan | 
To come a-ſhoar. Therefore, you Men of (fu, 
Take pity of your Town and of your People, 
Whiles yet 1 Soldiers are in my Command, 


Wies yet the cool and temperate Wind of Grace 


_ Ofer-blows the filthy and contagious Clouds 
Of heady Murther, Spoil, and Villany, | 
If not; why in a moment look to ſee Rs 


I be blind and bloody Soldier, with foul hand 
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Four Fathers taken 


Or guilty in defence 
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Defile the Locks off a ſhrill-hricking Daughters; 
the filver Beards, n 

And their moſt Wege Heads daſht oo the Walls: 

Vour naked Infants ſpitted 

While the mad Mothers, ITT howls confus' d, 

Do break the Clouds; as did the Wives of Femm, 

At Herod's bloody- hunting ſlughter-men. 

What fay you? Will you A. and this avoid? 
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The Dauphin, of whom Succours we entreated, 
Returns us, that his Powers fare yet nus ready, 
Jo raiſe ſo great a Siege. Therefore, great King, 
We yield our Town and Lives to thy ſoft Mercy: 
Enter our Gates, diſpoſe of us and ours, 
For we no longer are defenſible. - 
EK. Henry, Open your Gates: Come, Uncle Exeter, 
Go you and enter Har fleur, there remain, 
And fortifie it ſtrongly gainſt the French: 
Uſe mercy to them all — us, dear Uncle. 
The Wiater coming on, and Sickneſs growing 
Upon our Soldiers, we will retire to Calais. 
To Night in Harſleur we will be your Gueſt, 
To morrow for the March we are Vaddreſt. 
 [Flowiſh, and enter the Town 
| Enter Katherine and an old Gentlewoman. 
Kath. Alice, Ne & * bien le 
Language. | 
_ 7 pew, 7 1 þ F ” 
e te prie de mp enſeigner, it fant a e 4 
4 eee ! 
ice. La main, il eft appelle, de Hand. 
| Kath. De 7 8 
EKat * gi oublie le doyt, mais me fouvies- 
dray le doye. je penſe 22 des fingres, — 7 oro 
Alice. N. doye, le Fingres. Fe peſo 
que 25 ws le bon eſcolier. 55 
th. 7” ay gaigns deus mots d Anglois viſtement, comment < 
appelli vous 2 ongles? 
Alice. Ley , les appellons de Nayles. _ 
Kath. De. Nayles 1 3 dites moy, — 4 * 
Hand, de — de Nayles. 
Alice. A r 2 bow angie. - 
Kath. Dites moy en Anglois le bras. 
Alice. De ume, Madame. . 
| Kath, Ex Je Conde, 
Alice. D' Elbow, 
Kath. D' Elbow: Fe men = fois Ia repetition de tous * 
dot. 940 vone m avix 1 des. A * c 
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Nayles, d Arme de Bilbow. 
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Alice. 1 ſcile Madame, comme 
Lach Excuſe 22 eſcoute, Saad. Dar ds. 
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Alice. D' Elbow, Madame. 1 
Kath. O Signeur Dieu, je men oubli 4 Elew, comment 


le vous le col? 

Alice. De Neck, Madame. 

Kath. De Neck, & le manton ? 

Alice. De Chin. 

Kath. a pry de Neck: þ ation, de Sia. & 

Alice, Ouy, $ e houneur en wverite vous prononcies = 
les mots aff dro. que le Natifs d' Angleterre, 8 

Kath. Lo doute point d apprendre par le grace de Dien, 


en peu de temps. 


Alice. Nera wow pas defi aii ce que je wow ay . 
Kath. . Non. j reciteray 4 vous jromptement d Hand, de 


; Fingre, de Nayles Madame. 


Alice. De Nayles, Madame. 

Kath, De Nayles. de Anne, de Ilhow, 

Alice. Sanf voſtre homeur d Elbow. a 
Kæh. Ainſi di-. d Elbow, de Neck, de $i: comment E 
pel's vous les pieds & de robe. 


Alice. Le Foct Madame, & le Count. 


| Kath. Le Foot, & le Count: O Signieur Dieu! 2 de 
mots mau ais, corruptible & imt udique, & non pour les Dammes 
4Hameur d uſer: 2 ne voudrois prononrer ces mots devant 


les Seigucurs de France pour tout le monde! II faut le Foot, 


& le Count, neant moins. Fe reciteray un autrefois ma legon. 
enſemble, d Hand, de Fingre, de Nayles, q Arme, d' Elbow, 


de Neck, de Sin, de Foot, de Count. 


Alice. Excellent, Madame. 
Kath, C'eſt aſſez Pour une fois, allons nous en diſner. [Exeunt: 


Enter the King of France, the Dauphin, Duke of Britain, hs 


Conſtable of France, and others. | 
Fr. k. *Tis certain he hath paſs d the River Some. 
Con. And if he be not fought withal, my Lord, 


Let us not live in France; let us quit all, 


And give our Vineyards to a Barbarous people. 
Dau. O Dau u ſhall 8E Sprays of us, 


Let us not hang like 


, * * 
. = #® 
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The emptying of our Father's Þ 
Our 87a, pre in Wild and wage Sock 
Spirt up ſo ſuddenly into the Cl 
And over-look their Grafters? 

Brit. Normans, but Baſtard Normans, Norman Baſtards: 
Mort de ma vie, if thus t — march along 
Unfought withal, but I will (ll my Dukedom, - 
To buy a ſlobbry and a dirty Farm 0 
In that hook- ſhotten Iſle of Albion. | 
| Con. Dieu de Batailles! Where have they this Mettle? 
Is not their Climate foggy, raw, and dull? 
On whom, as in deſpight, the Sun looks pale, 
Killing their Fruit with Frowns? Can ſodden Water; 
A Drench for Sur-reyn'd Jades, their Barly-broth, 
Doco& their cold Blood to ſuch valiant heat? 
And ſhall our quick Blood fpirited with Wine, 
Seem froſty? Oh! for the Arr — ofour Land, 

Ihcles _ 
Upon our Houſes That hies a more froſty People 
Sweat drops of gallant Youth in our rich Fields: 
Poor we may call them, in their Native Lords. 

Dan. By Faith and Honour, 

Our Madams mock at us, and plainly ay, 

Our Mettle is bred out, and they will give 

Their Bodies to the Luſt of Engliſh Youth, . 

To Newo- ſtore France with Baſtard Warriors. N 
Brit. They bid us to the Engliſh Dancing Schools, 
And teach Lavalta's high, and ſwift Curranto's, 

Saying, our Grace is only in our Heels, 

And that we are moſt lofty Run-away % | 
Fr. King. Whereis Montjoy, the Herald? ſpeed him hence; 
Let him greet England with our ſharp Defiance. 
Up Princes, and with Spirit of Honour edg'd, 
More ſharper than your Swords, hie to the Field - 
Charles Delabreth, High Conſtable of France; 
You Duke of Orleans, Bourbon, and of Berry, 
Alanſon, Brabant, Bar, and Ewurgunily, 
Jaques Chatillion, Rambures, Fandemont, _ 
Beaumont, Grandpree, Roufſie, and Faulconbridge, 
Logs, Lefirale, a and — * 


* | 0 


. 
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ne Tit. 


High Dukes, great Princes, Barons, Lords, and Kings; 
For your great Seats, now quit you of great ſhames: 
Bar Harry England, that ſweeps through our Land 
With Penons painted in the Blood of Harfleur: 
Ruſh on his Hoſt, as doth the melted Snow 
Upon the Vallies, whoſe low Vaſſal Seat 
The 4!ps doth ſpit, and void his rheum upon. 
Go down upon him, you have Power enough, 
And in a Captive Chariot, into Roan 18 
Bring him our Priſoner. 
Con. This becomes the Great. 
Sorry am I his Numbers are ſo few, 
His Soldiers fick, and famiſht in their March: 
For I am ſure, when he ſhall ſee our Army, 
He'll drop his Heart into the fink of Fear, | 
And for Atchievement, offer us his Ranſom. 
| F. King. Therefore Lord Conſtable, haſte on Mownt/oy, 
And let him ſay to England, that we ſend, * 
To know what willing Ranſom he will give. 
Prince Dauphin, you ſhall ſtay with us in Roan. 
Dax. Not fo, I do beſeech your Majeſty, _ 
= King. Be patient, for you ſhall remain with us. 
Now forth Lord Conſtable and Princes all; = 
And quickly bring us word of England's Fall. [ Exeumt. 
_ Dter Gower and Fluellen. (Bridge? 
Gow. How now, Captain Fluellen, come you from the 
Flu. I aſſure you, there is very excellent Services com- 
mitted at the Bridge. Ke: 
Gow. Is the Duke of Exeter ſafe? 8 
Flu. The Duke of Exeter is as magnanimous as Agamam- 
non, and a Man that I love and honour with my Soul and my 
Heart, and my Duty, and my Life, and my Living, and my 
uttermoſt Power. He is not, God be praiſed and bleſſed, 
any hurt iathe World, but keeps the Bridge moſt valiantly, 
with excellent Diſcipline. There is an ancient Lieutenant 
there at the Bridge, I think in my very Conſcience he is as 
Voualiant a Man as Mark ,and be is a Man of no Eſti- 
mation in the World, but I did ice him do as gallant Service. 
Gow. What do you call im F 
Ela. He is call'd Ancient Piſtol, 
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| i Enter Piſtol, Ag 
WY TI FOE i 
Piſt. Captain, I thee beſeech to do me favours: The Duke 


. of Exeter doth love thee well. 


Fla. I, I praiſe God, and I have merited ſome love at his 


hands. - "WIN | 
Piſt. Bardolph, a Soldier firm and ſound of Heart, and of 


buxom Volour, hath by cruel Fate, and giddy Fortune's fu- 


rious fickle Wheel, that Goddeſs blind, that flands upon the 


Flu. By your Patience, ancient Piftol: fortune is painted 
blind, with a Muffler before her Eyes, to fignifie to you, 


that Fortune is blind; and ſhe is painted alſo witha W 


to ſignifie to you, which is the Moral of it, that ſhe is turn 
ing and inconſtant, and mutability, and variation; and her 
Foot, look you, is fixed = 
rowles, and rowles, and rowles; in good truth, the Poet 
makes a moſt excellent deſcription of it: Fortune is an ex- 


upon a Spherical Stone, which 


cellent Moral. | 
Piſt. Fortune is Bar 


for let man go free, and let not 
Hemp his Wind-pi ; but Exeter hath given the 
Doom of Death for Pax of little Price. Therefore go 


f the Duke will hear thy voice; and let not Bar- 


iph's vital Thread be cut with edge of Penny-Cord, and vile 
reproach. Speak Captain for his Life, and I will thee requite. 


Pift. Why then rejoyce therefore. 


Flu, Certainly Ancient, it is not a thing to rejoice at; 
for if, look you, he were my Brother, I would deſire the 
Duke to uſe his good Pleaſure, and put him to Execution; 


for Diſcipline _ to be uſed. 


Piſt. Die, and be damm d, and Figo fos they Friendſhip} 


Flu. It is well. 


Tit. The Fig of Spain, Lexi pit, 


Flu. Very good. 


is Bardolph's Foe, and frowns on him; for 
he bath ſtoln a Pax, and Hanged muſt a be; Damned Death; 
let Gallows 


Fla. Ancient Piſtol, I do partly underſtand your mean | 


— * * 
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Gow. Why, this is an arrant counterfeit Raſcal, I re- 
member him now; a Bawd, a Cut-purſe, 3 
Flu. I'll aſſure you, a utt'red as prave words at the 
Pridge as you ſhall ſee in a Summers Day; but it is very 
well; 3 to me, that is well, I warrant 
you, when time is | s * 
. Gow. Why tis a Gull, a Fool, a Ragan, that naw and 
then goes to the Wars, to grace himſelf at his return into 
London, under the form of a Soldier; and ſuch Feilows are 
erfe& in the Great Commanders Names, and they will 
arn you by rote where Services were done; at fuch and 
ſuch a Sconce, at ſuch a Breach, at ſuch a Convoy; who 
ename off bravely, who was ſhot, whodiſgrac'd, what terms 
the Enemy ſtood on; and this they con perfectly in the Phraſe 
of War, which they trick up with new-tuned Oaths; and 
what a Beard of the Cut, and a horrid Sute of the 
Camp, will do among foaming Bottles, and Ale-waſh'd wits, 
is wonderful to be thought on; but you muſt learn to know 
fuch flanders of the Age, or elſe you may be maryellouſly 
miſtook. | | FE: 
Flu. I tell you what, Captain Gower; I do perceive he 
is not the a he would gladly make ſhew to the 
World he is; if I find a hole in his Coat, I will tell him my 
mind; hear you, the King is coming, and I muſt ſpeak with 
him from the Pridge. 85 ws 
Drum aud Colours. Enter the King and his poor Soldiers. 
Flu. God pleſs your Majeſty. 2 | 
K. Henry. How nowFlaellen, cam'ft thou from the Brid 
Flu. I, ſo pleaſe your Majeſty: The Duke of Exeter 1 
very gallantly maintain'd the Pridge; the French is gone 
off, look you, and there is gallant and moſt prave Paſſages; 
_ marry, th' athverſary was have poſſeſſion of the Pridge. but 
bee is enforced to retire, and the Duke of Exeter is Maſter 
of the Pridge: I can tell your Majeſty, the Duke is aprave 
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1 Kk. Henry. What Men have you loſt, Fluellen? 
The perdition of th athverſary bath been very great, 
3 reaſonable great; marry for my part, I think the Duke hath 
| 4 loſt never a Man, but one that is like to be executed for 


Robving a Church, one Barddp, is your Mojeſty know | 


6 4 | 7 " 
the Man: His Face is all Bubukles, and Whelks, nd K 


I 3s ; 


and flames a Fire, and his Lips blows at his Noſe and it 
is like a Coal of Fire, ſometimes plue, and ſometimes 
red, but his Noſe is executed, ani his Fire's out. 
EK. Henry. We would have all ſuch Offenders ſo cut off, 
and we give expreſs charge. that in our Marches through 
the Country, there be nothing compel''d from the Villa- 
nothing taken but paid tor ; none of the French up- 
raided or abuſed in diſdainful Lan ; for when Leni⸗ 
ty and Cruelty play for a Kingdom, the Er Gameſler 
is the ſooneſt Winner. 
ucket ſounds. Enter Mountjoy. 
Mount. You know me by my Habit, — 
K. Henry. Well then, I know thee; "what hal I know 
of thee? 
Mount. My Maſter's Mind. | 
EK. Henry. Unfold it. 
Mount. Thus ſays my King: iy they r of Tug: 
| land. though we Neto dead, we did but red Advan- 
tage is a better Soldier than Raſhneſs. Tell him, we could 
bave rebuk d him at Harflewy, but that we thought not 
to bruiſe an Injury, till it were full ripe. Now we | 
ak upcn our Cue, and our Voice is imperial: England 
foal repent his Folly, ſee his Weakneſs, — admire our 
Sufſerance. Bid him therefore confider of his Ranſom, 
which muſt proportion the Lofles we have born, the Sub. 
jects we have loſt, the Diſgrace we have digeſted; which in 
weight to re- anſwer, his Pettineſs would bow under. For 
our L6ſſts, his Exchequer is too poor; for th* effuſion of 
our Blood, the Muſter of his Kingdom too faint a Num- 
ber; and for our * his own Perſon kneeling at our 
| Feet, but a weak and worthleſs Satisfaction. To this add 
Defiance, and tell him for concluſion, he hath betray d his 
Followers, whoſe Condemnation is proncunc'd. 80 far 
=p King and Maſter; ſo much my Office. 


K. Hany. What is thy Name? I know thy Quality. 
Mount. Moumt 


K. Henry. Taos do'ft thy Office faitly. 'Turntherdack, 
And tell thy King. I do not ſeek him now, 7 
But could be 1 to march on to Calau, 
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Without Impeachment; for to ſay the ſooth, 


Though tis no Wiſdom to confels ſo much, 
Unto an Enemy of Craft and Vantage, 


My People are with Sickneſs much enfecbled, 
My Numbers leſſen d; and thoſe few I have, 


Almoſt no better than ſo many French; 
Who when they were in had Il ths Hel, 
* one pair of Eng 

I Ts Fo hot ms, Gd, 
That Lo thus; this your Air of France 
Hath blown that Vice in me; I muſt repent. 
Go therefore tell thy Maſter, here I am; 


M 1 rail and worthleſs Trunk; 


but a weak and ſickly Guard: 
72 — efore, tell him we will come on, 
Though France himſelt, and ſuch another Neighbour 


Stand in our way. There's for thy Labour, ** 
So bid thy Maſter well adviſe himſelf, 


If we may paſs, we will; if we be hindred, 
We ſhall your tawny Ground with your red Blood 


Diſcolour ; and ſo Mowntjoy fare you well. 


The ſum of all our Anſwer is but this ; 
We would not ſeek a Battle, as we are, 
Nor as we are, we ſay, we will not ſhun it: 


So tell your Maſter. 


— 1 ſhall deliver ſo: Thanks to your Highneſs. [Exit, 
Glo. I hope they will not come upon us now. 
K. Henry. We are in God's hand, Brother, not in theirs: 
ridge, it now draws toward 
Beyond the River we'll encamp our ſelves, 
And on to morrow bid them march away. [Exeunt. 


f Enter the * France, the Lord Rambures, Orleans, 


uphin, with others. | 3 
Con. Tut, I have Kay beſt Armour of the World; ; would. 


it were day. 


_ You have an excelleat humour; but let my Horſe 
have his due. | N 


Con. It is the beſt Horſe of Europe. 
Ori. Wil! it never be 3 


ba 
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Dau. My Lord of Orleans, and my Lord High Confſta* 
ble, you talk of Horſe and Armour? WE 
ori. You are as well provided of both, as any Prince in 
the World. 5 Y 5 | 
Dau. What a long Night is this? Iwill not 1 * 
Horſe with any that treads but on four Paſterns; ch'ha; he 
bounds from the Earth, as if his Entrails were hairs; Le 
Cheval volant, the Pegaſus, qu'il a les narines de feu. When 
I beſtride him, I ſoar, I am a Hawk; he trots the Air; 
the Earth fings, when he touches it; the baſeſt Horn of 
his Hoof is more Muſical than the Pipe of Hermes. 
Orl. He's of the colour of a Nutmeg, 
Dau. And of the heat of the Ginger, It is a Beaſt 
for Perſeus; he is pure Air and Fire; and the dull Ele- 
ments of Earth and Water never appear in him, but only 


— 


in patient ſtilneſs while his Rider amounts him; be is 


— a Horſe, and all other Jades you may call 
| Con. Indeed my Lord, it is a moſt abſolute and excel- 
Das. It is the Prince of Palfreys, his Neigh is like the 
bidding of a Monarch, and his Countenance enforces Ho- 
Dau. Nay, the Man hath no wit, that cannot from the 
riſing of the Lark to the lodging of the Lamb, vary de- 
ſerved praiſe on my Palfrey; it is a Theme as fluent as the 
Sea: Turn the Sands into eloquent Tongues, and my Horſe 
is argument for them all; tis a ſubject for a Soyeraign to 
reaſon on, and for a Soveraign's Soveraign to ride on; and 
for the World, familiar to ns, and unknown, to lay apart 
their particular Functions, and wonder at him. I once 
writ a Sonnet in his praiſe and began thus, Wonder of Na+ 
— ; wy 7 & 9 5 | p RO 4 
Orl. I have heard a Sonnet begin ſo to ones Miſtreſs, 
Dau. Then did they imitate that, which I compos d to 
my Courſer, for my Horſe is my Miſtreſs 
Das. Me well, which is cript praiſe and perfes 
ction of a good and — Miitects r 
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Con. Nay, for methought Yeſterday your Miſlreſs ſhrewd. 
ly ſhook your Back. 

Dau. So perhaps did youre. 

Con. Mine was not bridled, 
| Dau. O then b:like ſhe was old and 5 ac and yon 
* rode like a Kerne of Ireland, your French Hoſe off, and 
| in your ſtrait S:rofſzrs, 
Con. You have good judgment in Horſemanſhip. 


Dau Be warn'd by me then; they that ride ſo, and ride 


not warily, fall into foul Bogs 3 I had rather have wy 
Horſe to my Miſtreſs. 


Con. | had as lieve have my Miſtreſs a Jade. 


ow. 1 tell thee Conſtable, my Miſtreſs wears his own 
Hair 


Con. I could „ dent as that if 1 had « 
Sow to my Miſtreſs. 
vomifſement, Ul 


* 
—— — — — 9 * 


| ä O_ Le chien eft retourn6 à ſo 
t.,ruie lavee au bourbier; thou mak ſt uſe of any thing. 

Y Con. Yet do I notuſe my Horſe for 2— or any 
. fuch Proverb, ſo little kin to the pu 

AB Run. My Lord Conſtable, the Armour that 1 fave in 
! 1 your Tent to Night, are thoſe Stars or Suns upon. i? 

| Een. 8 my Lord. 
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= Dan That ma be. . 
3 and twere more ſome were away. 
\» Con. Ev'n as your Horſe bears your praiſes, who would 
_ | trot as well, were ſome of your brags diſmounted. 
Dua. Would 1 were able to load him with his deſert, 
_ Wr a Mile, and 
17 my way tall be paved with Engl 
—_— Con, I will not ſay fo, for fear I ould be fac'd out of 
_ my way; butl w it were Morning, for | would fain 
q _ be about the Ears of the Engliſh. 
oo y | Ram. Who will go to Hazard with me for twenty 
_ Priſoners? 
141177 4 vou muſt firſt go your ſelf to hazard, ere youlare 


— * D _—_— 


| Daw, n. Mid adde I go ara my Gl, (ans 


| e * — * 
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o The Dauphin longs for Morning. 
Ram. He longs to eat the Engliſh. 
Con. I think he will eat all he kills, 
' Orl. By the white land of my Lady, he's a pallant 
Prince. 
Con. Swear by her Foot, that ſhe may tread out the 
Oath. 
Orl. He is ſimply the moſt active Gentleman of France. 
Con. Doing is activity, and be will ſtill be doing. 
Orl. He never did harm, that I heard of. 
Con. Nor will do none to morrow be will keep that 
good Name ſtill. 
Ox. I know him to be in. | 
Con, 1 was told that, by one that knows him better than 
ou. 
Tor. What's he? 

Con, Marry he told me ſo himſelf, and be ſaid he car'd 
not who knew it. | Er 
or. He needs not, it is no hidden Virtue in him. b 

Con. By my Faith, Sir, but it is; never any body ſaw 
it, but his Lacquey tis a hooded Valow, and when it * 
pears, it will abate, 

Or. IIl. will never ſaid well. 1 

Con 1 will cap that Proverb with, There i is rau is 
Friendſhip. 

Pa And 1 will take up that with, Give the Devil hi 

Con. Well plac'd; there ſtands your Friend for the De- 
vil; have at t very Eye of that Proverb with. A Pox of 
a * the berter Proves ow uch 
Ori. You are at much 4 
Fool's Bolt is ſoon ſhot. by: 

Con. You have ſhot over. 

6% Tis not the fiſt time you were oer hot. 1 

Enter a Meſſenger. | 
Meſſ. My Lord hi igh Conftable, the val ue with 
| Sheen hundred Pace; of your Tents. 5 25 | 
Con, Who hath meaſur d the Ground? 
9 The Lord TIER: 5 
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Con. A valiant and moſt ITS Gentleman. Would it- 


were day. Alas poor Harry a land; he longs not for 
the Dawning, as we do. | 
rl. What a wretched and peeviſh Fellow is this King 

of England, to mope with his fat-brain'd Followers ſo far 

aa of his Knowledge. 

Cn. If the Engliſh had any apprehenſion, they would 

run away. 

_Oll. That they lack; for if their Heads had any intelle. 

Qual Armour, they could neyer wear ſuch heavy Head- 


Ram. That Iſland of England breeds very valiant Crea. 
tures; their Maſtiffs are of unmatchable Courage. 
Ori. Fooliſh Curs, that run winking into the Mouth of 

a Ruſſian Bear, and have their Heads cruſh'd like rotten Ap- 
ples; you may as well ſay, that's a valiant Flea, that dare 
nar = babe of ny of a Lion. : 
Qn. Juſt, juſt; and the Men do ſympathize with the 
Maſtiffs, in robuſtious and rough coming on, leaving their 
| Wits with their Wives; and then give them great Meals of 
Beef, and Iron and Steel; they will eat like Wolves, and 
fight like Devils. 
Orl. Ay, but theſe Engliſh are ſhrewdly out of Beef. 
Con. Then ſhall we tin4 to morrow, they have only 
Stomachs to eat, and none to fight. Now is it time to 21 
come, ſhall we about it? 
Ori. It is now two a Clock; but let me ſee, by ten 
We ſhall haye each a 12 Engliſhmen. [ Exeune. 


g 5 . 


Arm SCENE L 


- Enter Chorus. 


row entertain ConjeQure of a time, 
When creeping Murmur and the poring Dark 
Fills the wide Veſſel of the Univerſe. 


From Camp to Camp, Ty th the foul Womb of Night 
The Hum of either Army ſtilly 


— 
That 


— 
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That the fixt Centinels almoſt receive | 
The ſecret Whiſpers of each others Watch. : 
Fire anſwers Fire, and through their paly Flames 
Each Bartel ſees the others umber'd face. 
Steed threatens Steed, in high and boaftful Neighs | 
Piercing the Night's dull Ear; and from the Tents, 
The Armourers accompliſhing the Knights, 
With buſie Hammers clofing Rivets up, 
Give dreadful Note of Preparation” | 
The Country Cocks do crow, the Clocks do towl; 
And the third Hour of drouſie Morning nam'd, 
Proud of their Numbers, and ſecure in Soul, 
The confident and over-luſty French, 
Do the low-rated Engliſh play at Dice: 
And chide the criple-tardy-gated Night, 
Who like a foul arid ugly Witch do's o_ 
So tediouſly away. The poor condemned 
Like Sacrifices, by their watchful Fires 
Sit patiently, and inly ruminate 3 A 
The Mornings Danger: And their Geſture fad, 
Inveſting lank-lean Cheeks, and War-worn Coats, 
Preſented them unto the gazing Moon | 
So many horrid Ghoſts. O now who will behold 
The Royal Captain of this ruin'd Band . 
Walking from Watch to Watch, from Tent to Tent, 
Let him cry, Praiſe and Glory o his Head: 
For forth he goes, and viſits all his Hoſt, 
Bids them good morrow with a modeſt Smile, ; 
And calls them Brothers, Friends, and Country-men. 
Upon his Royal Face there is no Note, 
Ho dread an Army hath enreunded him; 
Nor doth he Dedicate one jot of Colour 
Unto the weary and all- watched Night: 
But freſhly looks. and over-bears Artaint, 
With chearful Se mblance, and ſweet Majeſty: 
That every Wretch, pining and pale before, 
Beholding him, plucks Comfort from his Looks. 
4 — univerſal, like the Sun, e 
His liberal Eye doth give to every one, 
Thawing cold Fear, that mean and gentle al! 


alt. 


Behold, 


| Break up their <:0;vlie Grave, and newly move 
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Behold, as may Unvyorthiochs define, 0 

A little touch of Harry in the Nig der 

* ſo dur Scene muſt to the Batt fly: 
Where. O ſor pity, we ſhall much As 
| With tour or five moſt vile and d foils 

*(Kight-ill djifpes'd, in brawl ridiculous) 

The Name of Aginco:ert. Yer lit and ſee, 

Mir ding true things, by what their Mock'ries be. Crab. 
Enter King Henry, Bedford, and Glouceſter. : 
K. Henry. Gloſter. tis true that we are in great danger, 

The gie er thereto;e ſhould our 

Good mo:row, Bro: .r Bedford: God © key, 

There is ſome Sou! of Gounris in things Evil, 

Would Men obſfervingiy diſtil it out. 

For our bad Neighbour makes us early Stirrers, 

Which is both Hea'r..ful, and good Husbandry. 

Beides, they are our outward Conſciences, 

And Preachers to us a'l; admoniſhing, 

That we ſhould dreſs us fairly for our end. 

Thus may we gather Honcy from the Weed, 
And make a Moral of the Devil himſelf. _ 

E ter Erpingham. 

Good moirow, old Sir Thomas Erpingham: 

A good ſoft Pow for that good white Head 

Were better, n a churliſh Turf of France, 

Ex ping. Not (+ my Liege, this Lodging likes me better, 

Since 1 may fy. now lye 1 like a King. 

K Henry. good for Men to love their preſent Pain, 

Upon Example, O the Spirit is caſed: 

And whea the Mind is quickened, out of doubt 

The Organs, tho gh Defunct and Dead before, 


With caſted ſlough, and freſh celerity. 

Lend me thy Cloak, Sir Thomas: Brothers both, 
Commend. me to the Princes in our Camp: 
Do my good-morrow to them, and anon 

| Deſire them all o my Pavillion. | 
Slo. We ſhal, my Liege. 

Erping. Shall I atrend your Grace? 

. Henry. No, my good it: 
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Go with my Brothers to my Lords of England: © 
land my Boſom muſt debate a while, 

And then I would'no other Company. | 

Erping. The Lord in Heav'n bleſs thee, noble 122. 


K. Henry. e old Heart, thou ſpeak ſt chear 


fully. 
Piſt. Qui va la? 
K. 1 A Friend. 
Piſt. Diſcuſs unto me, art thou Officer, or arttfoa bake, 
common and popular? 
K. Henry. | am a Gentleman of a Co 
Piſt. Trail'ft thou the puiſſant Pike? 
K. Henry. Even ſo: What are you? 
Piſt. As good a Gentleman as the E 
K. Henry, Then you are a better than the King. 3 
Pit. The King's a Bawcock, and a Heart of Gold. a Lad 
of Life, an Imp of Fame, of Parents ood, of Fiſt moſt 
_ valiant: I kiſs his dirty Shooe, and Herd rug 1 
love the lovely E What is thy Name? 
K. Henry. Harry 
Piſt. Le Roy! Cab Name: Art thou of Coniſh Crew? : 
K Henry. No, I am a Welchman. 
Fiſt. Know'ſt thou Fluellen ? | 
K. Henry. Yes. 
Pig. Tell him FU knock is Leck abour bs Pate upon 
St. David's Day. 0 
K. Henry. Do not wear our Dagger in your 
_ that Day, left he Rang that ou yours. | 
Piſt. Art thou his Friend? 
K. Henry. And his Kinſman too. 
Pit. The Figo for thee then. | 
K. Henry. I thank you: God be with 


Pift. My Name is Piftol call'd. | you, | [ex 
Ty. WIE WTR pour — . f 
. Ene fluelen and Gower, * 
Gow. Captain Fluelen, _—_ 


8 
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q | Fla. So, in the Name of Jeſu Chriſt, ſpeak fewer: It is 
* the greateſt Admiration in the univerſal World, when the 
true and auncient Prerogatifes and Laws of the Wars is not 
kept: If you would take the Pains but to examine the Wars 
of Pompey the Great, you ſhall find, I warrant you, that 
there is no tiddle taddle, nor wy bble babble in Fompeys 
Camp: I warrant you, you ſhall find the Ceremonies 
of the Wars, and he Cares of it, and the Forms of it, 
— Sobriety of it, and the * to be other- 
| WC. 
= . Gow. "Why, the Er is loud, you hear him all 
2 Night 
145 Flu. If the Enemy is an Aſs, and a Fool, and a p- 
Coxcomb, is it meet, think you, that we ſhould a. def 
you, be an Aſs, and a Fool, and a prating — in 
your own Conſcience nowꝰꝛ 
Gow, I will ſpeak lower. 

* . dee yo, ht youll, 3 
| Exeuni, 
=_ 235 Tho it appear a little out of faſnion, 

1 1 Care and Valour in this Welchman. 
| Enter three Soldiers, John Bates, Alexander Court, and 
| | Michael Williams. 
| 1 Court. Brother John Bates, is not that the Moraing, 
I which breaks yonder? | 
| Bates. I think it be; but we have no great Cauſe to des 
| fire the Approach of Day. 
Williams. We ſee yonder the Beginning of the Day, but 
| I think we ſhall never fee the End of i it. Who goes 
there 
K. Henry. A Friend, : 

mill. Under what Captain ſerve you? 

K. Henry, Under Sir Fohn Erpingham. 

Will. A good old Commander, and a moſt kind Gentle- 

man: I pray you, what thinks he of our Eſtate? 

K. Henry. Even as Men wrack'd upon a Sand, that look 
to be waſh'd off the next Tide. „ 

Bates. He hath not told his Thought to the King? 

K. Henry. No; nor is it meet he ſhould: For though | 


__— it to faced 1 think the * is but a Man, as 1 Th 
T 
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The Violet ſmells to him, as it doth to me; the Element 
ſhews to him, as it doth to me; all his Senſes have but hu- 
man Conditions. His Ceremonies laid by. in his Nakedneſs 
he appears but a Man; and tho? his Aſſections are higher 
mounted than ours, yet when they ſtoop they ſt op with 
the like Wing; therefore, when he fees reaſon of Fears, 
25 we do, his Fears, out of doubt, be of the ſame reliſh as 
ours are; yet, in reaſon, no Man ſhould poſſeſs him with :ny 
appearance of Fear ; leſt he, by ſhewing it, ſhould diſhear- 
ten his Army. | 5 

Bates. He may ſhew what outward Courage he will; but, 
believe, as cold a Night as tis, he could wifh himſelf in 
the Thames up to the Neck, and ſo I would he were, an 
I by him, at all Adventures, ſo we were quit here. 
EK. Hemy. By 42 * will ſpeak my Conſcience of 
the King; I think he would not wiſh himſelf any where 
but where he is. 3 "Eo BELT 

Bates. Then would he were here alone; ſo ſhould he be 
ſure to be ranſomed, and a many poor Mens Lives ſaved. 
EK. Henry. I dare ſay, you love him not ſo ill to wiſh him 
here alone; howſoever, you ſpeak this to feel other Mens 
Minds. Methinks I could not die any where ſo contented 
as in the King's Company; his Cauſe being juſt, and his 
Quarrel honourable. OM” 1. 5 

Will, That's more than we know. 


Bates. Ay, or more than we ſhould ſeek after, for we 


know enough, if we know we are the King's Subjects: 
It his Cauſe be wrong, our Obedience to the King wires 
the Crime of it out of us. 8 

ill. But if the Cauſe be not good, the King himſelf 
bath a heavy Reckoning to make, when all thoſe Legs, and 
ums, and Heads chop d off in a Battel, ſhall join together 
at the latter day, and cry all, We dy d at ſuch a Place; ſome 
Swearing, ſome crying ſor a Surgeon; ſome upon their 
Wives left poor behind them; ſome upon the Debts they owe; 


ſome upon their Children rawly left: I am afear'd there 


e few die well that die in Battel; for how can they charita- 
bly diſpoſe of any thing when Blood is their Argument? 
Now, it theſe Men do not die well, it will be a black mat- 
ter for the King, that led them to it, whom to diſobey, 
were againſt all proportion of 9 | 


| Vol. IV. X. Henry. 
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k. Henry. So, if a Son, that is by his Father ſent about 


Merchandize, do finfully miſcarry upon the Sea, the impu- 


tation of his Wickedneſs, by your Rule, ſnould be impoſed 
upon his Father that ſent him; or, if a Servant under his 
Maſter's Command, tranſporting a ſum of Mony, be affail'd 
by Robbers, and die in many irreconcil'd Iniquiti s; you 


may call the buſineſs of the Maſter the Author of the Ser- 


vant's Damnation; but this is not ſo: The King is not bound 
to anſwer the particular endings of his Soldiers, the Father 


of his Son, nor the Maſter of his Servant; for they purpoſe 


not their Death, whenthey 1 Services. Befides, 

e never ſo ſpotleſs, if it come 
to the Arbitrement of Swords, can try it out with all un- 
ſpotted Soldiers: Some, peradventure, have on them the 
gilt of premeditated and contrived Murther ; ſome, of be- 


Auiling Virgins with the broken Seals of Perjuryzſome, mak- 
ing the Wars their bulwark, that have before gored thegen- = 
tle Boſom of Peace with Pillage and Robbery. Now, if theſe 


Men have defeated the Law, and out-run Native Puniſh- 
ment; though they canout-ſtrip Men, they have no Wings 


to fly from God. War is his Beadle, War is his Vengeance; 
ſo that here Men are puniſh'd, for before breach of the King's 


Laws, innow the King's Quarrel; where they feared 


Death, they have born Life away, and where they would be 
fate they periſh. Then if they die unprovided, no more is 
the King guilty of their Damnation, than be was before 


guilty of thoſe Impieties, for the whichrthey are now viti- 
ted. wy Subject's Duty is the King's, but every Sub- 
ject's Soul is his own. Therefore ſhould every Soldier in 
the Wars do as every fick Man in his Bed, waſh every 
Moth out of his Conſcience: And dying ſo, Death is to 


him advantage; or not dying, the time was bleſſedly loſt, 


wherein ſuch preparation was gained ;and in him that eſca 
it were not Sin to think that making God ſo free an offer, 


he let bimout-live that day to ſee his Greatneſs, and 


teach others how they ſhould prepare. OO ER 
Wi. Tis certain, every Man that dies ill, the ill is upon 


his own Head, the King is not to anſwer for it. 


Bates. I do not deſire he ſhould anſwer for me, and yet! 
k. Henry: 


it in my Bonnet: Then if ever thou dart acknowledge | 


King's Company. 
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x. Henry. I my ſelf heard the King ſay, he would not 
be ranſom'd, 5 | © 23g F 
ill. Ay, he ſaid fo, to make us fight chearfully; but 


| when our Throats are cut, he may be ranſom'd, and we 


ne er the wiſer. 5 
K. Henry. If I live to ſee it, I will never truſt his word 


ill. Lou pay him then; that's a perilous ſhot out of an 
Elder-Gun, that a poor and private diſpleaſure can do a- 
gainſt a Monarch; you may as well go about to turn the 
Sun to Ice, with fanning in his Face with a Peacocks 
Feather: You'll never truſt his Word after! Come, tis a 


_ fooliſh Saying. | 


k. Henry. Your Reproof is ſomething too round, 1 
ſhould be angry with you, if the time were convenient. 
ill. Let it be a Quarrel between us, if you live. 

K. Henry. 1 embrace it. ML 
Will. How ſhall I know thee again? Tp 
EK. Henry. Give me any Gage of thine, and I will wear 


it, I will make it my Quarrel. 


ill. Here's my Glove; give me another of thine. Ti 


K. Henry. There. 5 
Will. This will I alſo wear in my Cap; if ever thou come 
to me, and ſay, after to morrow, This is my Glove, by 


this Hand I will give thee a Box on the Ear. 
K. Henry. If ever I live to ſee ic I will challenge it. 


Will. Thon dar'ft as well be hang d. | 
K. Henry. Well, I will do it, tho I take thee in the 
Word: Fare thee well, ; 
Bates. Be Friends, you Engliſh Fools, be Friends; we 


Hill. Keep thy 


have French Quarrels enovv, it you could tell how to reckon. 


Exeunt Soldiers. 


= Henry. Indeed, the French may lay twenty French 


Crowns to one, they will beat us, for they bear them on their 
Shoulders; but it is no Engliſh Treaſon to cut French Crowns, 
and to morrow the King himſelf will be a Clipper. 
Upon the King! let us our Lives, our Souls, . 


Our Debts, our careful Wives, our Children, and 


my Our. 
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Our Sins, lay on the King; he muſt bear all. | 


O hard Condition, twin-born with Greatneſs, 


Subject to the breath of every Fool, whoſe Senſe 


No more can feel, but his own wringing. 
What-infinite heart-eaſe muſt Kings neglect, 

That private Men enjoy ? 1 
And what have Kings that Privates have not too, 


Save Ceremony, ſave general Ceremony? 


And what art thou, thou Idol Ceremony? 


What kind of God att thou? that ſuffer'ft more 


Of mortal Griefs than do thy Worſhippers. 
What are thy Rents? What are thy comings 1n? 


O Ceremony, ſhew me but thy worth: 


What! is thy Soul of Adoration ? = 
Art thou ought elſe but Place, Degree, and Form, 


Creating awe and fear in other Men? 


Wherein thou art leſs happy, being fear d, 
Than they in fearing. "we 


What drink'ſ thou oft, inſtead of Homage ſweet, 


But poiſon d Flattery ? O be fick, great Greatneſs, 


And bid thy Ceremony give thee cure. 


Think'R thou the fiery Feaver will go out 


With Titles blown from Adulation? 
Will it give place to flexure and low bending ? 
ou, when thou command'ſt the beggars knee, 


Command the health of it? No, thou proud Dream, 
Thou play'ſt ſo ſubtilly with a King's Repoſe, 
I am a King that find thee; and I know, 


Tis not the Balm, the Seapter, and the Ball, 


The Sword, the Mace, the Crown Imperial, 
The enter-tiſſued Robe of Gold and Pearl, 
The farſed Title running fore the King, 


| The Throne he fits on; nor the Tide of Pomp. 

| That beats upon the high ſhoar of this World: 
No, not all theſe thrice gorgeous Ceremonies, 
Not all theſe, laid in Bed Majeſtical, . 
Qnn ſleep fo ſoundly as the wretched Slave: 

Who, with a Body fill'd, and vacant Mind. | 
Gets him to 1eft, cramm'd with diftreſsfal Bread, 
Never ſees horrid Night, the Child of Hell: 
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But like a * y, from the Riſe to Set, 
Sweats in the Eye of Phorbus; and all Night 
Sleeps in Elyſium; next day after dawn, 
Doth riſe and help Hyperion to his Horle, 
And follows ſo the ever-running Year 
With profitable Labour to his Grave: 
And, but for Ceremony, ſach a Wretch, 
Wind ing up days with Toil, and Nights with Sep, 
Had the fore-hand and vantage of a . 
The Slave, a Member of the © Country's Peace, 
Enjoys it; but in groſs brain little wots, 
What Watch the King keeps to maintain the Peace; 
Whoſe hours the P ne beſt advantages. 
Enter Erpingham. 
Erp. My Lord, your Nobles, jealous of your abſence, 
Seek hve your Camp to find 1 
K. Henry. Good old Koight, collect them all together, 
At my Tent: 11] be before thee. 

Erp. I ſhall do't, my Lord. 2 
XK. Henry. OGod of Battels ſteel my Soldiers Hearts, 
poſſeſs them not with Fear: Take from them now 

The Senſe of Reck ning of th'oppoſed Numbers: 
| Pluck their Hearts from them. Not to day, O Lord. 
O not to day, think not upon the Fault 
My Father made, in compaſſing the Crown: 
I Richard's Body have interred new, 
And on it have beſtowed more contrite Tears 
Than from it iſſued forced drops of Blood. 
Five hundred poor I have in yearly pay, 
Who twice a day their Wither'd Hands hold up 
Toward Heaven, to pardon Blood: 
And | have built two Chauntries. 
Where the ſad and ſolemn Prieſts ſing ſtill 
For Richard's Soul. More will I do; 


Tbo all that I can do is nothing worth, *'*_ 
Since that my Penitence comes after all, wes 
Imploring Pardon. 
Euer Glouceſter. 
Glo. My Li 


X. Heng. My Brother A Voice? 
G3 * 
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And dout them with ſuper 
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I know thy Errand, I will go with thee: 


The Day. my Friend, and (hinge ſtay for me. [Exenm. 


Enter the Dauphin, Orleans, Rambures, and Beaumont. 

Ori. The Sun doth gild our Armour, up, my Lords. 
Dau. Monte Cheval: My Horſe, Valet Lacquay: Ba! 
Orl. Oh brave Spirit! 
Dau. Foyer les Cieux & la terre. 
Orl. Rien puis le air & feu. 
Dau. Cien, Couſin Orleans. 

Enter. Conſtable; 


Now my Lord Conſtable! 


Con. Hark how our Steeds for preſent Service neigh; 

Dan. Mount them, and mak Incifion in their Bi, | 
That their hot Blood may pun. in Engliſh Eyes, 

nous Courage: Ha! 

Ram. What, will you havethem — our Horſes Blood? 

How ſalt we then beheld their natural Tears? 
Enter Meſſenger. 
14 C The Engliſh are embattell d, you French Peers, 
Con. To Horſe, you gallant Princes, ſtreight to Horle. 3 


Do but behold yond poor and ſtarved Band, 
And your fair ſhew ſhall ſack away their Sou's, | 


* 5 — CT — 


Lau tuem vut the inales and husks of Men. 
There is not work enough for all our Hands, 
| Scarce Blood enough in all their ſickly Veins, 
To give each naked Curtle-ax a ſtain, 
That our French Gallants ſhall to day draw out, 


And ſheath for lack of Sport, Let us bur blow on them; 


The vapour of our Valour will o'er-turn them. 


*Tis poſitive 'gainſt all exception, Lords, 


That our ſuperfluous Lacqueys and our Peaſants, 
Who in unneceſſary action ſwarm 


About our Squares of Battel, were enow 
To purge this Field of ſuch a hilding Foe, 


Tho' we upon this Mountain's Baſis by 
Took fiand, for idle Speculation: 


But that our Honours muſt not. What's s to fay ? 
A very little little let us do; 
And all is done; thea let the Trumpets found 


A * g 
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For our approach ſhall ſo much dare the Field, 
Taat Eng ſhall couch down in fear, and yield. 
Enter Grandpree. 


Gran. Why do you ſtay fo long, my Lords of France? 


Yond Iſland Carrions, deſperate of heir Bones, 


_ H-favour'dly become the Morning Field: 


Their ragged Curtains poorly are let looſe, 
And our Air ſhakes them paſſing ſcornfully. 


Big Mars ſeems bankrupt in their beggar d Hoſt, 


And faintly through a rufty Bever peeps. 
The Horeſmen 1 like ren Candleſticks, 


With Torch- ſtaves in their Hand; and their poor Jades 4 


Lob down their Heads, drooping the Hide and Hips: 
The Gum down roping from their pale-dead Eyes, 


And in their pale dull Mouths the Jymold Bitt 


Lyes foul with chaw'd Grafs, ſtill and motionleſs; 


And their Executors, the knaviſh Crows, 


Fly o'er them, all impatient for their Hour. 
Deſcription cannot ſuit it ſelf in Words, 


To demonſtrate the Life of ſuch a Battel, 
In life fo liveleſs as it ſhews it ſelf. | 


Con. They bare fad their Prayers, 


And they ſtay for Death. | 
Dan. Shall we go {end them Dinners, and freſh Sates, Y 
And give their faſting Horſes Provender, = 


And after fight with them ? 
Con. 1 ſtay but for my Guard: On, to the Field; 


I will the Banner from a Trumpet take, 
And uſe it for my haſte. Come, come away, 
The Sun is high, and we out-wear the Day. [Execme. : 
Enter Glouceſter, Bedford, Exeter, Erpi m with all the 


Hoſt, Salisbury and Weſtmorland. 
Glo. Where is the King? 
Bed. The King bimſelt is rode to view cheir Battel. 


Re, N. Of fighting Men they have full 3 chou- = 


Exe. There's five to one, beſides they are all freſh. 
Sal. God's Arm ſtrike with us, is 2 fearful odds. 
God be wi you Princes all; Fil to my Charge: 
1 we 2 0ons heme till we meet in Heaven, 


G4 Then 


* 
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Then joyfully, my Noble Lord of Bedford, 


My dear Lord Gloſter, and my good Lord Exeter, 
And my kind Kinſman, Warriors all adieu. 


Bed. Farewel, —— and good luck go with thee: 


And yet I do thee wrong thee of it, 
8 For thou art fam d of the the — truth of Valour. 


Exe. Farewel, kind Lord: Fight valiantly to day. [ Exit Sal. 


Bed. He is as full of Valour as of Kindaeſs 


Princely i m both. 
Enter King Henry. 

West. o wo oy ry or | 
But one ten thouſand of thoſe Men in England, 
That do no work to Day. 

K. Henry. What's he that wiſhes ſo? 1 
My Couſin ift morland? No, my fair Couſin: 
If we are mark d to die, we are enow 
To do our Country loſs; and if to live, 
The fewer Men fs greater ſhare of Honour, 
| God's will, 1 pray thee wiſh not one Man more. 
By Fove, 1 am not covetous for Gold, 
Nor care I, who doth feed upon my coſt: 
It yeras me not, if Men my Garments wear; 
Such outward things dwell not in my defires: 
But if it be a Sin to covet Honour, : 
I am the moſt offending Soul alive. 
No, faith, my Coz, wiſh not a Man from England: 
God's Peace, I would not loſe fo 2 an Honour, 
As one Man more methinks would ſhare from me, 
For the beſt hope I have. O, do not wiſh one more: 
Rather proclaim it (Weſtmorland) through my Hoſt, 
That he which hath no Stomach to this Fight, 
Let him depart, his Paſſport ſhall be made, 
And Crowns for Convoy put into his Purſe: 


We would not die in that Man's Company 2:3 
That fears his Fellowſhip to die with us. 92 


This day is call d the Feaſt of Cyiſpian: 


He that out. lives this Day, and comes ſafe home, 


Will and a tip-toe when this day is named, 
And rouze him at the Name of Criſpian. 
lie that ſhall ſee this Day, and live old Age, 


wit 
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Will yearly on the Vigil feaſt his Neighbours; 
And fay to morrow is Saint Criſpian: 
Then will he ftrip his Sleeve, and ſhew his Scars: 
Old Men forget; yet all ſhall not be forgot, 
But he'll N with advantages, 
What feats he did that Day. Then ſhall our Names; 
Familiar in his Mouth as houſhold Words, 
Harry the King, Bedford and Exeter, | 
Warwick and Talbot, Salisbury and Glo ſter, 
Be in their flowing Cups freſhly remembred. 
This Story ſhall the good Man mack * Son: 
And Criſpine Criſpian ſhall nel er Fat 
From this Day to the ending of the World. 
But we in it ſhall be remembered; 
We few, we happy few, we band of Brothers: 
For he to Day that ſheds his Blood with me, 
Shall be my — be he ne er ſo vile, 
This Day ſhall gentle his Condition. 
And Gentlemen in England now a- bed . 
Shall think themſelves accurs d they were not here; 
And hold their Manhoods cheap, whiles any ſpeaks, 
That fought with us _ — s day. BY I 
Yo 
Sal. My Sovereign Leak beſtow your ſelf with ſpeed :- 
The on are bravely in their Bae ſet, 
with all expedience c on us. 
K. Henry. All things are ready, if our Minds be ſo. 
Weſt. Periſh the Man whoſe Mind is backward now: 
8 Henry. Thou doſt not wiſh more help from England, 
z? | 
_ Wilt. God's will, my Liege. would you and I alone, 
W more help, could fight this Royal Battel. | 
Henry. Why now thou haſt unwiſh'd fre thouſandMen: * 
which likes me better than to wiſh us one. 
| You know your Places: God be with you all. 
A Tucket ſormds, Enter Mountjoy. 
Mount. Once niore | come to know of thee, King HF,” 
If for thy Ranſom thou wilt now 006 ame 
before thy moſt aſſured Overthrow : 
or , thou art ſo near the Gulf, 
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Thou needs muſt be englutted. Beiides, in mercy, 

| The Conftable defires thee thou wilt mind 

Thy Followers of Repentance; that their Souls 
May make a peaceful and a ſweet retire _ : 
From off theie Fields; where, Wretches, their poor Bodies 
Muſt lye and feſter. IS) | 

K. Henry. Who hath ſent thee now? 

Mount. The Conftable of Frasc e. 
K. Henry. I pray thee bear my former Anſwer back. 
Bid them atchieve me, and then fell my Bones. " 
Good God! why ſhould they mock poor Fellows thus? 

The Man that once did ſell the Lion's Skin 
While the Beaſt liv'd, was kill'd with hunting him. 

And many of our Bodies ſhall, no doubt, | 
Find native Graves; upon the which, 1 truſt, 
Shall witneſs live in Braſs of this Day's work. 
And thoſe that leave their valiant Bones in 
Dying like Men, tho? buried in your Dunghils, 255 
They ſhall be fam'd; for there the Sun ſhall greet them, 

And draw their Honours reeking up to Heaven, * 

Leaving their earthly Parts to choak your Clime, 

The ſmell whereof ſhall breed a Plague in France. 
Mark then abounding Valour ig our Ergliſh: 

That being dead, like to the Bullets grating, 
Break out into a ſccond courſe of Miſchiech, 
Killi'g in relapſe of Mortality. © © 
Let me ſpeak proudly; tell the Conſtable, 

We are but Warriors for the working Day; 
Our Gayneſs and our Gilt are all be- ſmirch d 
With raray marching in the painful Field. 

There's not a piece of Feather in our Hoſt; 
Good Argument, I hope, we will not ye: 

And time da h wora us into flyenry. 
But, by the Maſs, our Hearts are in the trim: 

And my poor Soldiers tell me, yer ere Night 

They li be in freſher Robes, or they will pluck 

The gay new Coats o'er the French Soldiers Heads, 

Ard turu them out of Service. If they do this, 

And it Gud pleaſe they ſhall, my Ranſom then 
Will ſoon be levied. r | 
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Herald, ſave thou thy labour: 

Come thou no more for Ranſom, gentle Herald, 

They ſhall have none, I ſwear, but theſe my Joints: 

Which if they have, as I will leave 'em them, 

Shall yield them little, tell the Conſtable. 
Mom. I ſhall, King Harry: And fo fare thee well. 

Thou never ſhalt hear Herald any more. Exit. 
K. Henry. I fear thou wilt once more come again — 


Ranſom. 
Enter York. 

York. My Lord, moſt humbly on my Knee I beg 
The leading of the Vaward. 

K. Henry. Take it, brave York. = 
| Now Soldiers, march away; 

And how thou pleaſeſt, God, diſpoſe the Day. Exeunt. 
Alarm. Excurſion... Enter Piſtol, French Soldier, and Boy. 

Pit. Yield, Cur. 
* Sol. Fe penſe que vous er le Coil luna de bone qa. 
Pit. Quality calmy cuſture me, Art thou 2 Gentleman? 
What is thy Name? diſcuſs. | 

Fr. Sol. O Seigneur Dien! 


Piſt. O Signieur Dewe ſhould be abe Perpend 


r words, O Signieur Dewe, and mark: O Signieur Dewe, 


thou dieſt on point of Fox 3 O Signeur, thou do sive 


to me egregious Ranſom. 


Fr. Sol. O frennex miſericorde, 5 | 
Piſt. Moy foal u not ferve, I will have forry Moys; for I 


will fetch thy rym out at thy Throat, in drops of Crimſon | 
Blood, 


Fr. Sol. Eft-il impoſſible > eſchapper Ia force de ton bras? 
Piſt. Braſs, Cur? thou damned and luxurious Mountain 
Goat, offer me Bra ? 
Fr. Sol. O pardonnez moy. | 
Pig. Say'ſt thou me 57 is that 2 Ton of Moys? 


Come hither, Boy, ask me this Slave in French, chat i is his 


Name. 
Boy. Eſconte, comment ofte veus appelic? 
Fr. Sol. Monſieur le Fer. 
Boy. He fays his Name is V's. Fer. _ 
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Piſt. Mr. Fer! 111 fer him, and ferk him, and ferret him: 

Diſcuſs the ſame in French unto him. 

1 * I do not know the French for fer, and ferret, nd 

erk. 
Pift. Bid him prepare, for I will cut his Throat. 
Fr. Sol. Que dit il, Monſieur ? _ 
Boy. II me commande de vous dire que vous vous teniez, 
E car ce ſoldat icy eft diſpoſee tout a cette heure de couper 

re gorge. 

Pift. Owy, cuppele gorge parmafoy peſant, unleſs thou 
pive me Crowns, brave Crowns, or mangled ſhalt thou be 
by this oy Sword. e R 4 

Fr. So e von: amour de Dieu, me par- 
donner, je ſuis 23 de 1 maiſon, garde ma vie, & 
Fe vous donneray deux cents eſcus. | 
Piſt. What are his words? 

Boy, He prays you to ſave his Life, he is a Gentleman of 
a a good Houſe, and for his Ranſom he will give you two 
hundred Crowns. 

Piſs. Tell him my fury ſhall abate, and I the Crowns 
will take. 

Fr. Sol. Petit Monſieur que di il: : 
Boy. Encore qu il eſt contre ſon Furement, $ 
aucun priſonnier: neant moins pour les eſcus que vont I ay pro- 
mettex, il eſt content de vous donner la liberte de franchiſe 
Fr. Sol. Sur mes genou Je uon donne milles remerciemens, 
th je me eſtime henreuæ que je ſuis tembe entre les mains d'un 
Chevalier, je penſe, le plus brave, valiant, 3 eſtimse 
Signeur d Angleterre. 
Fiſt. Expound unto me, Boy. 
Boy. He gives you upon his 5 — chenks and 
eſteems himſelf . that he hath fal'n into the hands of 
one, as he thinks, the moſt brave, valorous, and thrice- 
worthy Signeur of England. 
If. 1 fuck Blood, I will ſome. mere) ſhew. Follow 
me. 
Boy. Suivex le grand Capi ain. 
I did t ever know fo, woful a Voice iſſue 3 fo empty a 
Heart; but the Song is true, Theempty Veſſel makes the 
— found, Og and Nim had ten times more = 
ur 
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lour than this roaring Devil i'th* old Play, that every one 
may pair his Nails with a wooden g , and they are 
both Hang'd, and ſo would this be, if he durſt ſteal an 
thing adventureuſly. I muſt ſtay with the Lackies. wi 
the e of our Camp, the French might have a good 
Prey of us, if he knew of it, for there is none to Guard it 
but Boys. | BO, | Exit. 
o_ O Diable! 4 1 | 1 p 1 
Orla. O Signeur! toute e 
Dau. Mort de ma 4 all . A. 
Reproach, and everlaſting ſhame 3 
Sits mocking in our Plumes. IA fort Alarm. 
O meſchante Fortune, do not run away. | 
Con. Why, all our Ranks are broke. 


Dau. O perdurable ſhame, let's ſtab our ſelves: 
Be theſe the Wretches that we play d at Dice for? 


Orl. Is this the King we ſent to for his Ranſom? 


Bowr, Shame, and eternal ſhame, nothing but ſhame? 
Let us fly in once more back again, 5 
And he that will not follow Bourbon now, 


Let him go hence, and with his Cap in hand, 


Like a baſe Pander, hold the Chamber-door, 


Whilſt by a baſe Slave, no gentler than my Dog, 
His faireſt Daughter is contaminated. - 
Con. Diſorder, that hath ſpoil'd us, Friend us now, 


Let us on heaps go offer up our Lives. 


Orl. We are enow yet living in the Field, 
To ſmother up the Engliſh in our Throngs 
If any Order might be thought upon. 


Bour. The Devil take Order now, ll to the throng; . 


Let Life be ſhort, elſe Shame will be too long. [Exeunt, 


Alarum. Enter the King aud his Train, r 25 
K. Henry, Well have we done, thrice valiant Countrymen, 


But all's not done, yet keep the French the Field. 


Exe. The Duke of York commends him to your Majeſty. 
K. Henry. Lives he, good Uncle; thrice within this 


las him down; thrice up again, and fighting: 


From Helmet to the Spur all Blood he was, 


The Noble Earl of Suffolk alſo lyes. 
Suffolk firſt dyed, and Tork all hagled over 
Comes to him, where in gore he lay inſteeped, 
And takes him Dy the Beard, kiſſes the gaſhes, 


_ Tarry, ſweet Soul, for mine, then fly a-breaft: 


We kept together in our Chevalry. 
V pon theſe words I came, and cheer d him up; 


And fo eſpousd to Death, with Blood he leid 
A Teſtament of Noble ending Love: :- 


Tbe pretty and ſweet manner of it fore d 
Thoſe waters from me, which I would have ſtop'd, 


But I had not ſo much of Man in me, 
And all my Mother came into mine Eyes, 
And gave me up to Tears. 


178 The LIFE of 


xe. In which array, brave Soldier, doth he lye 
Lirding the Plain; and by his bloody fide, ; 
Voak- fello to his Honour-owing wounds) | 


That bloodily did yawn upon his Face, 
He cries aloud : Tarry, my Coulin Suffolk, 
My Soul fhall thine keep company to Heaven: 


As in this glorious and well- N Field 


e ſmil'd me in the Face, raught me his Hand, 


And with a feeble gripe, fays, Dear my Lord, 


Commend my Service to m Soreraign; 
So did he turn, and over Safes Neck 
He threw his wounded Arm, and kiſt his Lips, 


K. Henry. | blame you not, 


For hearing this 1 mul | wrt compound 


will iſſue too. [Mlarm, 


With — Eyes, or 


But heark, what new — i is this fame ? 


The French have re-inforc'd their ſcatter d Men: 
Then every Soldier kill his Priſoners. 88 


Giye the word TO TO [xen 
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ACT IV. SCENE I 


Enter Fluellen and Gower. 


Flu. JC M1 the poyes and the luggage, ds expreſly a: 
gainſt the Law of Arms, tis as arrant a piece 
of Knavery, mark you now, as can be oſſer d in your 


Conſcience now, is it not? Fol | 
Gow. *Tis certain, there's not a Boy left alive, and 
the Cowardly Raſcals that ran away from the Battel ha* 
done this Slaughter; beſides, they have burned and carri- 
cd away all that was in the King's Tent, wherefare the 
King moſt worthily hath caus'd every Soldier to cut his 
Priſoner's Throat. O *tis a gallant King. | 
Flu. I, he wasporn at Monmouth, Captain Gamer; what 
call you the Town's Name, where Alexander the pig was 
born ? 3 8 1 . 
Gow. Alexander the Great. EG 3 85 
Flu. Why I pray you, is not pig, great? The pig, or 
the great, or the mighty, or the huge, or the magnani- 
mous are all one reckonings, fave the Phraſe is a littie 
variations. e e e eee . 
Gow. I think Alexander the Great was born in M. 
cedon, his Father was called Philip of Macedon, as I take 


Ic. 6 | | 
Fla. I think it is in Macedon, where Alexander is porn: I 
tell you Captain, if you look in the Maps of the Orld, I 
w:rrant that you fall find in the compariſuns between Ma- 
cedon and Monmouth, that the Situations, look you, is both 
alike, There is a River in Macedon. there is allo more- 
over a River at AMonmexth. it is cali'd Hye at Monmouth ; 
but it is out of my praivs, w hat is the Name of the other 
River, butꝰ' tis all one, tis as like as my Fingers to my Fingers, 
and there is Salmons in both. It you mark Alexanders Life 
well, Harry of Monmout hs Li fe is come after it indiſſerent 
well, for there is Figurcs in all things. Alexander, God 
knows, and ycu know, in his rages, and his furies, and his 
Eo a N | | wraths, 


Som. Our King is not like him in that, be never kill'd 
any of his Friends. 


_ judgments, turn d away ber Ka ight with RES 
Doublet; he vyas full of jeſt, and — and knaverics, and 


* 
Alam. Enter King Harry and Bourbon wirb Priſeners; 


Until this inſtant. Take a Trumpet, Herald, 


And make them sker away, as ſwift as ſtones 
Enforced from the old A Hrian Slings: 


And not a Man of them that wa ſhall take, 


That 1 have fin'd theſe Bones of mine for Ranſom? 
Com'ſt thou again for Ranſom? | 


I come to thee for charitable Liceak 
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wraths, and his cholers, and his moods, and bis diſpleaſures, 


and his indignations, and alſo being a little intoxicates in hi 
prone did in his Ales and his Angers, look you, kill bis beſt 


riend Ciytus. 


Fla. It is not well done, mark you now, to take the 
Tales out of my Mouth, ere it is made and finiſhed. I ſpeak 
but in the Figures, and Compariſons of it; as 2 
kill'd his Friend Ciytus, being in his Ales and his Cups 

alſo Harry Monmouth way. in his right wits, and Fog 


mocks, I have forgot his Name. 
Fehn Falſtaff. 
Flu. That is he: PII tell you, there isgood Men porn a 
Gow. Here comes his Majeſty. 


: | Lords and Attendants, Flonriſh. 
K. Henry. I was not angry finceI came to France, 


Ride thou unto the Horſemen on yond ___"— 
It they will fight with us, bid them come down, 
Or void the Field; they do offend our fight. 

If they'll de neither, we will come to 


Befides, we'll cut the Throats of thoſe we have; / 


Shall taſte eur Mercy. Go and tell them ſo. 
| Enter Mountjoy. | 
Exe. Here comes the Herald of the French, my Liege. 
Slo. His Eyes are humbler than they us d to be. 
K. pra" How now, what means their Herald? Know 
r not, 


Mount. No, great King: 
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That we e may wander o er this bloody Field, 
To book our dead, and then to bury them: 


To ſort our Nobles from our common Men; 
For many of our Princes, woe the while, 


Lye drown'd and ſoak'd in mercenary Blood : 
So do our vulgar drench their peaſant Links 


In blood of * and with wounded Steeds a 
Fret fet-lock deep i +4 
Yerk out chile ant armed at their dead M | fo: 5. 
Killing them twice. O give us leave, great King, i 
To view the Field in ſafety, and diſpoſe * 


| * _ dead Bodies. 


I tell thee truly, Herald, 4] 
1 not if the day n or no, | | 
For yet a many of your * 
And gallop o 2 wry Field, ; 

Mount. The day is yours: +59 

K. Henry. Praiſed be God, and not our frength for it: 


' What is this Caſtle call'd, that ſtands hard by ? 


 _—— call it Agincourt 
ary. Then call we this he Field of Agnes, 


Fou re 4g of Criſpin Criſpianus. 


Flu. Your Grand ather of famous Memory, an't please 
your Majeſty, and your great Unele Edward the Plack 
Prince of Wales, as I have read in the Chronicles, fought 
a moſt prave pattle here in France. 

K. Henry They did, Fluellen. | | 

Flu, Your Majeſty fa very true: If your Majeſties i is re- 
membred of it, the Welchmendid good ſervice in a Garden 
where Leeks did , wearing Leeks in their Monmouth 
Caps, which your Majeſtyknow to this hour is an honoura- 
ble Padge of the « — and I do believe your Majeſty 


takes no ſcorn to wear the Leek upon St. Tavie's day. 


R. Henry. I wear it for a m le Honour: 
For I am elch, you know, good Countryman. 
Flu. All the Water in Mye cannot waſh your 


* plood out of your b I can tell you — 


God | 
r e 
Majeſty too. 
„ Fs 
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Flu. By Jeſhn, I am your Majeſties Countryman, I care 


not who know it: I will confeſs it to all the Orld, I need 
not to be aſhamed of your Majeſty, praiſed be God, ſo long 


_ es your Majeſty is an honeſt Man. 


K. Henry. God keep- me {o. 
Enter William. 
Our Heralds go with him, 


Bring me juſt notice of the numbers dead 


On both our Parts. Call yonder Fellow hither. 


Exe. Soldier, you muſt come to the King. 


R. Henry. Soldier, why wear'it thou that Glove in thyCap? 


H ill. And't pleaſe your _ 'ris the Gage of one that 


I ſhould fight withal, if he be alive. 


K. Henry, An Engliſhman ? 
Will. An't pleaſe. your Majeſty, a Raſcal that 8 


with me laſt Night; who if alive, and ever dare to chal- 


lenge this Glove, 1 have ſworn-to take him a box o th 
ear; or if | can-ſee my Glove in his Cap, which he ſwore 


as he was a +a wear, (if alive) 1 will firike 


—— 


3 
Henry, What think you, Captain Fluellen, i it fir this 


: Soldie: keep his Oath ? 


Flu. He is a Craven and a Villain elſe, ana t pleaſe your 


| Majeſty, in my Conſcience. 


K. Henry. It may be, his Enemy is a Gentleman of "great 
Sort. quite from the anſwer of his Degree. 


Flu. Though he be as good a Jentleman as the Devil is, 


as Lacifer and Belzebub himſelf, it is neceſſary, look your 


i and literatured in t 


Grace, that he keep his Vow and his Oath : If he be per 
Jur'd, le you now, his Reputation is as arrant a V1 
and a Jack fawce, as ever his black ſhoo trod upon God's 


Ground, and his Earth, in my Conſcience, Law. 


E. Harp. Then keep thy Vow, Sirrab, when thou 


| meer't the Fellow. 


mill. So I will my Liege, as 1 live. 

K Henry. Who ſerv'it thou under? 

Hul. Under Page Gower, my Liege. 

Fir. — open Captain, and 2 knowledge 
1 


Wars. 


N Call king hinker to. me, Soldier. 


nu 


W ww I e 


King HEX RT V. 163 
re Will. 1 will. my Liege. [Exit. 
d K. Henry. Here Fluellen, wear thou this Favour for me, 
and ftick it in thy Cap; when Alanſon and my ſelf were 
down together, I pluck'd this Glove from his Helm ; if 
any Man challenge this, he is a Friend to Alanſon, and an 
Enemy to our Perſons ; if thou encounter any ſuch, ap» 
prehend him, and thou do'ſt me love. 
Flu. Your Grace does me as great Honours, as can be 
defir'd in the Hearts of his Subjects: I would fain fee the 
Man, that has but two Legs, that ſhall find himſeifagriev'd 
5 at this Glove; that is all; but I would fain fee it once, and 
at pleaſe God of his Grace that I might ſee; 
K Henry. Know'fſt thou Gower ? 
Fix. He is my dear Friend, and pleaſe you: 


d K. Henry. Pray thee go ſeek him, and bring him to my Tent. 
N Flu. I will fetch him. Exit. 
* K. Henry. My Lord of Warwick, and my Brother Glo fer, 

E Follow F i cloſely at the Heels, 


e The Glove which I have given him for a Favour 
May haply purchaſe him a Box o'th' Ear. 
is Itis the Soldier's; I by bargain ſhould Ry 
Wear it my ſelf. Fella, good Couſin Warwick: 
wr If that the Soldier ſtrike him. as 1 judge 
By this blunt bearing, he will keep his Word; 
it Some ſudden miſchief may ariſe of it: 
For | do know Flaellen valiant, 
, And touch'd with Choler hot as Gunpowder, 
ar And quickly will return an Injury. 
r- Follow, m7 ſee there be not harm between them. 3 
Go you with me, Uncle of Exeter. ¶Eæaum. 
Euter Gower and Williams. = 
Will. I warrant it is to Knight you, Captain. 
uw Enter Flaellen, 
: - the God's Will, and his Pleaſure, Captain l beſeech 
you now, come apace to the King: There is more good 
toward you peradventure, than i is in your n to 
dream of. . 
i ill. Sir, know you this Glove? av. 
Flu. Know the Clove? I know the Glove i is a Glove. 
Will. 1 know U this, and thus 1 1 it. . 
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Flu. 'Sbud, an arrant Traitor as any's in the Univerſa 
World, in France, or in England. 

Gower, How now, Sir ? you Villain, 

Will. Do you think I'll be forſworn? 

Flu. Stand away, Captain Gower, I will give Treaſon 
payment into Plows, I warrant you. 

Will. I am no Traitor. H__ 
Flu. That's a Lie in thy Throat. 1 charge you in bis 
Majeſty's Name apprehend him, he's a Friend of the Duke 


Alanſon e. 
Enter Warwick and Glouceſter. 

War. How now, how now, what's the matter ? 

Flu. My Lord of Warwick, here is, praiſed be God for 
it, a moſt contagious Treaſon come to light, look you, as 
you ſhall deſire in a Summer's Day. Here is his Majeſty, 
5 Der King Henry and Exeter. 
K. Henry. How now, what's the matter? | 
Flu. My Liege, here is a Villain and a Traitor, that, 
look your Grace, ha's ſtruck the Glove which your Ma 

jeſty is take out of the Helmet of Alanſon. 

Will. My Liege, this was my Glove, here is the Fellow 
| of it; and he that I gave it to in change, promis d to wear 


*. Yo» wy) mani dv 


Aa © © & 


in mild 


Man with my.Glove in his Cap, and 1 have been as good 

as my Word. 

Fla Your Majeſty hear now, Gving our Majeſty's Man- 
hood, what an arrant, raſcally, CEE lowhe Knave it 

bs; is; | hope. your Majeſty is pear me Teftimon and Wit- 
8 ill ayouchment, that this is the Glove of 4+ 
lonſon, that your Majeſty is give me, in your 


a 
= - Henry. Give. me thy Glove, Soldier; 
Look, here is the fellow of it: 
Tias I indeed thou promiſedſt to ſtrike, . 
And thou haſt given me moſt bitter terms. ND 
Flu. And pleaſe your Majeſty, let his Neck anſwer for 
it, if there is any Marſhal Law in the World. 
EK. Henry. How canſt thou make me Satisfaction? 
Will. All Offences, my Lord, come from the Heart; ne- 
yer came any from mine, that might offend A 
| 1 


al 


is | 
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Henry. It was our ſelf thou didft abuſe. 
a Your Majeſty came not like your ſelf; you ap- 
pear'd to me but as a common Man; witneſs the Night, 
your Garments, your Lowlineſs; and what your Highneſs | 
ſuffer d under that ſhape, I beſeech you take it for your 
Fault, and not mine; for had you been as I took you for, 
1 made no offence; therefore l deſeech your Highnels 
pardon me. 
K, Henry, Here, Uncle Execer, fill this Glove with Crowns, 
And pive it to this Fellow. Keep it Fellow, 
And wear it for an Honour in thy Cap, 
Till I do challenge it. Give him the Crowns: | 
And, Captain, you muſt needs be Friends with him. 
Flu. * this Day, and this Light, the Fellow has mettle 
eno * his Body; hold, there is twelve · pence for you, 
— pray you to ſerve God, and keep you out of prawls 
abbles, and quarrels and diſſentions, and | I warrant 
— it is the better for you. : 
Will. I will none of your Mony. 
Flu. It is with a good Will; I can tell you it will ſerve 
pp» ob your Shooes; "i nas good; 3 — 
ſo paſhful; your Shooes is not 
tiieg | wenget you, wa; pedo. on, 
Enter Herald. 
K. Henry. Now Herald, are the dead numbred ? 
Her. Here is the number of the flaughter'd French. 
SM What Priſoners of good ſort are taken. Uncle? 
arles Duke of Orleans, Nephew to the King; 0 
Bouchiquald: 


ow Duke of Bourbon, and Lord 

Of other Lords and Barons, Knights and Squires, 

Full fifteen hundred, beſides common Mev. | 
K Henry. This Note doth tell me of ten thouſand Fronch 

That in the Field lye flainz of Princes in this number, 

And Nobles — Banners, there lye dead 

One hundred twenty fix; added to theſe, 

Of Knights, Efquires, and gallant Gentlemen, 

Eight thouſand and four hundred; of the which, 

Five hundred were but yeſterday dubb'd - nan 

So that in theſe ten thouſand they have loſt, 

There are but anten bundree Mercenaries: 
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But in plain ſhock; 
44 ever known ſo great and little Lofs? 


Let there 
The dead with charity enclos'd in Clay: 
And then to Calais, and to England then, 
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The reſt are Princes, Barone, Lords, Knights, ** 


And Gentlemen of Blood and Quality. 


The Names of thoſe theit Nobles that lye dead: : 


Charles Delabreth, High Conftable of France, 


Faques of Chatilion, Admiral of France, 
The Maſter of the Croſs-Bows; Lord Rambnres, 
Great Maſtcr of France, the brave Sir Guichard D 
John Duke of Alenſon, Anthonio Duke of Brabant, 
The Brother to the Duke of 

And Edward Duke of Barr: Of luſty Earls, 
Grandpree and Rouſſie, Faulconbriuge and Foyer, 
Beaumont and Marle, Vaudemont and Leſtruie. 


lere was a Royal Fellowſhip of Death. 


Where is the Number of our Engliſh dead? 


Edward the Duke of York, the Earl of Suffolk, 
Sir Richard Ketley, Davy Gam Eſquire; 


None elſe of Name; and of all Men, 
But five and twenty. TR 5 


O God, thy Arm was here: | 
And not to us, but to thy Arm alone, 


Aſcribe we all. When without ſtratagem, 


even play of Battel, 


On one part and on th' other, take i it, God, 


For it is nones but thine. 


Exe. 'Tis wonderful. n 

K. Henry. Come, go we in Proceſſion to the Village? 
And be it death proclaimed through our Hoſt, | 
To boaſt of this, or take that Praiſe from God, 
Which is his only. 

Flu. Is it not lawful, and pleaſe your Majeſty, to tell 


how many is kill'd? 
K Henry. Yes, Captain; but with this — 


Thot God fought for us. 


Flu. Yes, my Conſcience, he did us great 8 
K. u d Do we all holy Rights; 
ſung Non 5 and Te Deum. 


Where ne'er from France arriv d more happy Men. baren 
CE 


King Henry V. 167 
ACT v. SCENE 1 


Enter Chorus. . 
Ouchſafe to thoſe that have not read the Story, 
That I may prompt them; and of ſuch as have, 
I humbly pray them to admit th excuſe 
Of Time, of Numbers, and due courſe of things, 
Which cannot in their huge and proper Life 
But here preſented. Nowy we bear the King 
Toward Calais: Grant him there; and there being ſeen, 
Heave him away upon your winged Thoughts; 
Athwart the Sea : Behold the Engliſh beach 
Pales in the Flood, with Men, with Wives, and Boys, 
Whoſe ſhouts and claps out-voice the deep-mouth'd Sea, 
Which like a mighty Whiffler fore the King 
Seems to prepare his way; So let him land, 
And ſolemuly ſee him {et on to London. 
So ſwift a pace hath Thought, that eren now 
You may imagine him upon Black Heath: 
Where that his Lords deſire him, to have born 
His bruiſed Helmet, and his bended Sword 
Before him, through the City; he forbids it; 
Being free from Vainneſs, and ſelf glorious Pride: 
Giving full Trophy, Signal, and Oſtent, 
Quite from himſelf, to God. But now behold, 
In the quick Forge and working-houſe of Thought, 
How London dot out her Citizens, 
The Mayor, and all his Brethren in beſt fort 
Like to the Senators of th' antique Rome, 
With the Plebeians ſwarming at their Heels, 
Go forth and fetch their conqu'ring Ceſar in: 
As by a lower, but loving likelihood, | 
Were now the General of our gracious Empreſs, 
As in good time he may, from Ireland coming, 
Bringing Rebellion broached on his Sword; 
How many would the peaceful City quit. = 
To welcome him? much more, and much more cauſe, 


Did they this Harry. Now in Londen place him. 
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the raſcally, ſcauld, 
| fol, which, you and your ſelf, and all the World know to 
be no petter than a Fellow, look you now, of no merits ; 
de is come to me, and prings me Pread and Salt yeſter- 
day, look you, and bid me eat my Leek; it wax in a | 


* 
— 3 —— 


my Deſires. 


av— —E———————-ͤ 


Will you be ſo good, ſcald Knave, as eat it? 


As yet the Lamentation ef the French 


_ Invites the King of England's ſtay at home: 
The Emperor's coming in behalf of France, 
To order Peace between them; and omit 
All the occurrences, what ever chanc d, 


Till Harry's back return again to France: 
There muſt we bring him; and my ſelf have play d 
The Interim, by remembring you tis paſt. 
2 brook Abridgement, — Ly Eyes * ak 
After your T s, ſtraight again to France. [ Exit. 
l "2 Flatien and Gower: 
Gow. Nay, that's right; but why wear you your Leek 
to day? St. David's Day is paſt. 
Flu. There is occaſions and cauſes why, and wherefore 
in all things; I will tell you aſſe a Friend, Captain Gower; 
arly, lowſie, pragging Knave Fi- 


by Par no contention with 6 
ut 


I will be fo pold as to wear it in my Cap till I 
him once again, and then I will tell him a little piece ol 


; Bier Piſtol. CE Ls 
Gow. Why, here he comes, ſwelling like a Turky- cock. 
Flu. Tis no matter for his Swelling, nor his Turky-cocks, 


God pleſſe you aunchient Piſtol: You ſcurvy louſie Knave, 


God pleſſe you. 


Pit. Ha! art thou Bedlam? Doſtthou thirſt, baſe Trojan, 
to haye me fold up Parcas fatal Web? Hence, I am qual - 
iſh at the ſmell of Leek. 
Flu. I peſeech you heartily, ſcurvy low ſie Knave, at m 
Deſires, and my Requeſts, and my Petitions, to eat, Joo 
you, this Leek, Er 


le, look you, you do not love it, nor 
your Affections, and your Appetites, and your Digeſſ ions 


does not agree with it; I would defire you to eat it. 


Piſt. Not for Cadwallader and all his Goats 
Flu. There is one Goat for you, [Strikes him. 


F. 
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Piſt. Baſe Trojan, thou ſhalt die. - . 
Flu. You ſay very true, ſcald Knave, when God's will is: 
J will defire you to live in the mean time, and eat your Vi- 
ctuals; come, there is Sawce for it. Youcall'd me yeſter- 
day Mountain- Squire, but 1 will make you to day a Squire 
of low degree. 1 pray you fall to; if you can mock a 
Leek, you can eat a Leek | 
Gow. Enough, Captain, you have aftoniſh'd him. 
Fla. 1 Ih, will make him eat ſome = of my Leek, 
. or I will peat his Pate four days: Pite, I pray you, it is 
good for your Wound, and your ploody Coxcomb. 
4 Piſt. Muſt 1 bite? W THI | 
Flu. Yes certainly, and out of doubt, and out of que - 


e ſtion too, and ambiguities. 8 
3 Piſt. By this Leck, I will moſt horribly revenge; l eat, 
i- and eat I ſwear - ; 5 
0 Flu. Eat, I pray you; will you have ſome more Sauce | 
z to your Leek: is not enough Leek to ſwear by. Fe 
[= Pit. Quiet thy Cudgel, thou doſt ſee I cat, in 4 
4 Flu. Much good do you, ſcald Knave, heartily. Nay, pray 5 
5 you throw none away, the Skin is good for your proken \ 
ee Wl Coxcomb: When you take occaſions to ſee Leeks here- 5 
of after I pray you mock at em, that's all — g 
5 Hu. Ay, Leeks is good; hold you, there is a Groat to , 
a heal your Pate, PH YES F | 
ke. Piſt. Me a Groat? F | 
ve, Flu. Yes, verily, and in truth you ſhall take it. or 1 | 
5 1-1 have another Leek in my Pocket, which you ſhall eat. 
* Fit, 1 rake thy Groat in earneſt of Revenge. * 
al- Flu. If I owe you any thing, I will pay you in Cudyzels, 1 
| you ſhall be a Woodmonger, and buy nothing of me but 3 
* Cudgels; God pe wi you, and keep you, and heal your Pate. 
5 %%% 
- Piſt. All Hell ſhall ſtir for this. 


Gow. Go, go, you are a counterfeit cowardly Knave: Will 
you mock at an ancient — bogus upon an honoura- 
ble Reſpect. and worn as a memorable: Trophy of predecea- 
(ed Valour, and dare not avouchin your Deeds any of your 


Words. I have ſeen you gleeking and galling at this Gentle- 
Vor. IV. 6 cy man 


man twice or thrice, Vou thonght, becauſe he could not 
ſpeak Fugliſh im the native Garb, he could not therefore 
| handle an Engliſh Cudgel; you ſind it otherwiſe, and 
| henceforth let a Welch Correction teach you a good Erg- 
lib Condition, fare ye well. IE. 
Piſt. Doth Fortune play the Huſwife with me now ? News 
have that my Dol isdeadi'th' Spittle, ofa malady of France, 
and there my rendezvous-is quite cut off: Old 1 do wax, 
and from my weary Limbs Honcuris CudgelVd. Well, Bawd 
Fl turn, and ſomething lean-to-Cut-purfe-of quick Hand: 
To England will. I ſteal, and there II fieal; 
And patches will I get unto theſe cudgebd Scars, _ 
And ſwear I got them in the Gallia Wars. [Exit. 
Enter at one Door, King Henry, Exeter, Bedford, Warwick, 
and other Lords; ataxother,theFrench King, Queen liabel, 
the Duke of Burgundy, and other French, 
K. Henry. Peace to this Meeting; here fore we are met: 
Vnto our Brother France. and to our Siſter,.r 
Health and fair time of Day; joy and good Wiſhes 
To cur moſt fair and Princely-Coulin Natharin e; 
And as a. Branch and Member of this Royalt x, 
By vrhom this great Aſſembly is contriv d. 
We do ſalute you Duke of Buff. 
And Princes French and Peers, Heath to yn all. : 
Fr. King, Right/joyous are we to behold your Face, 
Moſt worthy Brother England, fairly met. 
So are you Princes Engliſh, every one. 
Ia. So happy be the Iſſue, Brother England, 
Ot this good day, and of this gracious meeting, 
As we are now to behold your Eyes: 


Four Eyes, which hitherto have born in them 


gainſt the French, that met them in their bent, 
The fatal Balls of murthering Baſilisks:- | 
| The venom of ſuch Looks we fairly hope 
Have loſt their quality. and that this day 
Shall change all-Griefs and Quarrels into Love. 
EK. Hemy. To cry Ames to that, thus we appear. 
2. 1/a. You Engliſh Princes all, I do ſalute you. 
Burg. My Duty to you both, on equal Lore; 
Great Kings of France and England. n 
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- With all my Wits, my Pains, and ſtrong Endeavours, 
4 To bring your moſt Imperial Majeſties 7 
0 Unto this Bar and Royal Interview, 
. Your Mightineſſes on both * beſt can witnels, 
_ Since then my Office hath fo far prevail'd, | 
- That Face to Face, and Royal Eye to Eye, 
= You have congreeted : Let it not diſgrace me, 
* If I demand before this Royal view, = 
d: What Rub, or what Impediment there is, 
Why that the naked. poor and mangled Peace, 
Dear nurſe of Arts, Plenties, and joyful Births, 
ie Should not, in this beſt Garden of the World, 
. Our fertile France, put up ber lovely Viſage? 
Alas, ſhe hath from France too long been chac d, 
And all her Husbandry doth lie 3 
Corrupting in its own Fertility. 
Her Vine, the merry chearer of the Heart, 
Unpruned dies; her Hedges even pleach d, 
Like Priſoners wildly over-grown, with Hair, 
Put forth diſorder d Twigs: Her fallow Leas, 
The Darnel, Hemlock, and rank Fumitory, 
Doth root upon, while that the Culter ruſts, 
That ſhould deracinate ſuch Sayagery: 
The even Mead, that erſt brought ſweetly forth 
The freckled Cowſlip, Burnet, and green Clover, 
Wanting the Sythe, all ugcorrected, rank, 
Conceives by Idleneſs; and nothing teems, 
But hateful Docks, hs Thiſtles, Leck Burs, 
Loſing both Beauty and Utility; j 7:4 
And all our Vineyards, Fallows, Meads and Hedges, 
Defective in their Natures, grow to wildneſs, _ 
Even ſo our Houſes, and our Selves, and Children, 
Have loft, or do not learn, for want of Time, 
The Sciences that ſhould become our Country ; 
But grow like Savages, (as Soldiers will, * 
That nothing do but meditate on.Blood) 
To Swearing, and. ſtern Looks, diffus d Attire, 
And every thing that ſeems unnatural.” 
me Which to reduce into our former Favour, _ 
— You are aſſembled; and wy Speech iatreats, 


M.. 


i » 


That 
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That I may know the Let, why gentle Peace 

Should not expel theſe Inconveniences, * 

And bleſs us with her former Qualities. „ 

E. Henry. It, Duke of Burgundy, you would the Peace, 

Whoſe want gives growth to th Imperfections 

Which you have cited; you muſt buy that Peace 

With full accord to all our juſt Demands, 

Whole Tenures and particular Effects 

You have enſchedul'd briefly in your Hands. 

Burg. The King hath heard them; to the which, as yet, 
There is no Anſwer made. | 

k. Henry, Well then; the Peace,which youbeforeſo urg'd, 
Lyes in his Anſwer, | 
Fr. King. 1 have but with a curſolary Eye 

O'cr-glanc'd the Articles; Pleaſeth your Grace 

To appoint ſome of your Council preſently 

To fit with us, once more with better heed 

To re-furvey them; we will ſuddenly 

Paſs our accept and peremptory Anſwer. 

EX Hermy. Brother, we ſhall. Go, Uncle Exeter, 

And Brother Clarence, and Brother Glouceſter, 


Fa wick and Huntington, go vv th the King, 


And take with you free Power to ratifie, 
Augment, or alter, as your Wiſdoms beſt 

Shall ſee Advantageable for our Dignity, 
Any thing in or out of our Demands, ' 
And we'll confign thereto. Will you, fair S. tier, 
Go with the Princes, or ſtay here with us? 3 
I/. Gur gracious Brother, 1 will go with chem; | 
| Haply a Woman's Voice may do ſome TT SS 
When Articles too nicely . N be ſtood on. | 

x. Henry. Yet leave our Couſin „ withus, 
She is cur capital Demand, comprisd 
Within the fore-rank of our Articles. $4.5 

2 Iſa. She hath good leave, Ceres 

Manent King Henry, Katharine and «Lad; 

KX. E. my. Fair Katharine, moſt fair, 
Will you vouchſafe to teach a Soldier terms, 
Such y will enter at a Lady's Ear, 

And plea d his Love ſuit to her gentle Heart 7 
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Kath. Your Majeſty ſhall mock at me, I cannot ſpeak 
your England. | we * 
EX. Henry. O fair Katharine. if you will love me ſound'y 
with your French Heart, I will be glad to hear you conſeſs it 
brokealy with your Engliſh Tongue. Do you like me, Kate? 

Kath. Pardonnez may 1 cannot tell vat is like mc. 
K. Henry, An A like you, Kate, and yeu are liks 


an Angel. | Wy Po ; 
Owe di il que je ſuls ſomblable 3 les Age:: 


Kat 
Lady. Ouy verament (ſauf veftre Grace) ainſi dit-il. 
: X. Henry. I faid ſo, dear Katharine, and I muſt not 
| bluſh to atem it. 1 r 
Kath. O bon Dien! les langues des hommes ſont plein de 
tromperies. | ne TY 3 1 
XK. Henry. What ſays ſhe, fair One? that Tongues of 
Men are full of Deceits? q : | 
| Lady. Ouy, dat de tongues of de mans is be full of de- 
ceits: dat is de Prince, | 5: 
EK. Henry. The Princeſs is the better Engliſh Woman; 
i faith Kate, my wooing is fit for thy Underſtanding. I am 
glad thou canſt ſpeak no better Englr/þ. for if thou could'ſt, 
thou woul'ſt find me ſich a plain King. that thou would'ſt 
think, I had ſold my Farm to buy my Crown.-I know no 
ways to mince it in Love but directly to fay, I love you; 
then if you urge me farther, than to fs, Do you in faith? 
l wear out my ſuit: Give me — 1 anſwer. i' faith do, and 
fo clap Hands, and a Bargain; how fay you, Lady? 
Kath. Sau voſtre konneur, me underſtand well. g 
EK. Henry Marry, if you would put me to Verſes, or 
to Dance for your ſake, Kate, why you undid me; for the 
one, I have neither words nor meaſure; and for the other, 
have no ſtrength in meaſure, yet a reaſonable meaſure in 
ſtrength. If 1 could vvin a Lady atleap-frog, or by vault- 
ing into my Saddle, with my Armour on my Back; under 
the correction of Bragging be it ſpoken, I ſhould quickly 
leap into a Wife: Or if I might buffet for my Love, or 
bound my Horſe for her Favours, I could lay on like a But- 
cher, and fit like a Jack-an-Apes, never off. But before 
God, Kate, I cannot look greenly, nor gaſp out my Elo. 
quence, nor I have no cunning in Proteſtation; only down. 
Ms et K | Hz DO right 
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right Oaths, which 1 never r neyer break 
— urging. If thou ca Alon a 12 of this Temper 
Kate, whoſe Face is — worth Sur ging: that. +. wh 
looks in his Glaſs, for love of any thing be ſees 
let thine Eye be thy Cook. 1 ſpeak thee plain Solder 
if thou canſt love * for this, te * if no y 
to thee that I ſhall dye, is true; but for thy love, by the 
Lord, No: yet I love thee too: — while 1 * ln, 
dear Kate, take a Fellow of plain and unco ncy, 
for he pe! Px nul do thee ral be TE not 
the. gilt to woo in ot ber pls laces: For i le Fe o. of i in- 
finite Tongue, that can beg Dates ene men ies Fa- 


"oth they, do always re ene rag hat ? 
| ker bard 2 meſon wy 1 k 1 00 
: th Will fal, a ſtraight Back, wi Pp, ablac will 
tu white, a curl” e Ebi rn c NA kv ce will 


wither r e will wax ee 099 ee Kate, 
is the Sun and br 1 or 1 WS, [ any og the 
1 for it ſhines bright, never changes, but ke 
| hin Gore truly. If hy would'ſt have eff one, 15 
me; and — 4 me, take a Soldier; take a Soldier, take a 
| King: And what ſay ſt thou then to my Love? e my 
fair, and fairly, I pray thee, 
Luan. Io it poſſivledat I ſould love de Enemy of France? 
K. Harry. No, it is not poſſible that you ſhould lote 
the Ecemy of France, Kate; bur inloving me, you ſhould 
love the Friend of France; for 1 logs rance ſo well, that 
I will not part with a Village. ofit; Iwill haveir mine; 
and, Ka when Erance is ming, and I am Journ; then 
yours is France, and yau are _ FE 
Kath, I cannot tell vhat is dat 
K. Henry. No, p Kg I will L French, which 
I am ſure will han . my e, like a new Married 
702 about her Hus bande Neck a: Fry to be ſhogk. off: 
and for ts poſit 4s FR & quand wons aves le 
(Lex me fee, what then ? Saint Dennis be my 


pin rn mots vous efies mienne. It is 


as ealie for me, Kate, to conquer the Kingdom, as to ſpeak 
ſo much more French: 1 never move thee in French, 
unleſs it be to laugh at me. 


Kath, 
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Kath, Saaf votre bonner, le Franpois que vous parlez, (| 
oft melienr quel Anglois le quel je parte. 

K. Hey. No faith is t not, Kate; but thy ſpeaking of 
my Tongue; and I thine, moſt truly falſly, muſt needs be 
granted to be much at one. Bur, Kate, doſt thou under - 
ſtand thus mach Engliſh? Can't thou love me? 

Kath. I cannot tell. Weg 

R. Henry, Can any of your Neighbours tell, Kate? I'll 
ask them. Come, I know thou loveſt me; and at night, 
when you come into your Cloſet, you'll queſtion this Gen- 
tle woman about me; and I kn O. Kate, you will to her diſ- 
praiſe thoſe parts in me, that you love with your Heart; but, 


| good Kate, mock me mercifully, the rather, gentle Prin- 


ceſs, becauſe 1 love thee cruelly. If ever thou beeſt mine, 
Kate, as I have ſaving Faith within me tells me, thou ſhalt; 
I get thee with ſcambling. and thou muſt th-retore needs 
prove a Soldier-vrecder: | Shall not thou and I be- 
tween Saint Dennis and St. George, compound a Boy, half 
French, half Engliſh, that ſhall go to Conſlantinopie, and 
take the Turk by the Beard. Shall we not? what ſay'ſt 
thou, my fair Flower-de- Luce ? bobs rat 
' Kathi | do not know dat. 5 FP 
K. Henry. No; *tishereafter to know, but now to promiſe ; 
do but no promiſe; Kaze you will erdeavour for your French 
part of ſuch a Boy; and ſor my Eigliſh moiety, take the word 
of a King, and a Batchelor. How anſwer you, La plus belle 
Katherine du monde mom tres chere & divine deeſſe. . 
Kath. Your Majeſtee ave fauſe Frenche enough to deceive 
de moſt ſage Dimoilel- dat is en France. F 
K: Henry No ſie upon my falſe French; by mine Honour, 
in true Engliſh, I love thee, Kue; by which Honour I dare 
not ſwear thou loveſt me, yet my blood begins to flatter 
me, that thou de not ig the poor and uarem- 
ing of my Viſage. Now -beflirew- my Father's 
Ambition, he wasthinking of Ciril Wars, when he got me, 
therefore was I created with a ſtubborn outſide,; with an 
aſpect of Iron: that hen I come to- οο Ladies, I fright 
them; but in faith; Kate, the- elder Nax, the better i ſhall 
appenr, My comfort 16; thut ON Ager thar ill layer up of 
__ —— 4 Beauty, 
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Beauty, can do no more ſpoil upon my Face. Thou haft 
me, if thou haſt me, at the worſt; and thou ſhalt wear me, 
if thou wear me, better and berter; and therefore tell me, 
moſt fair Katherine, will you have me? Put off your Maid- 
en Bluſhes, avouch the Thoughts of your Heart with the 
3 of an Empreſs, take me by the Hand, and ſay, 
Harry of England, I am thine; which word thou ſhalt no 
: and bleſs mine Ear witha!, but I will tell thee aloud, 
England is thine, Ireland is thine, France is thine, and Hen- 
ry Plantagenet is thine; who, though I ſpeak it before his 
Face, if he be not Fellow with the beſt King, thou ſhalt 
find the beſt King of Good-fellows. Come, your An- 
ſwer in broken Muſick; for thy Voice is Mufick, and th 
Engliſh broken: Therefore Queen of all, Katherine, b 
thy mind to me in broken Engliſh, wilt thou have me? 
Kath. Dat is as it ſhall pleaſe 4e OY mon pere. 
K. Henry. Nay, it will pleaſe him well, * it ſhall 
Fleaſe him, Kate. 
Keb. Den it ſhall alſo c: ntent me. 
Ek. Henry. Upon. that I kiſs your Hand, and l call you 
my Queen. 
Kath. Laiſſex mon Seigneur, laiſex laiſſez, may foy: Fe; ne 
eus point que vous abbaiſſex voſfire grandeur, en baiſant le 
main d'une voſtre, Seigneur, mdignie ſerviteur, 2 moy. 
Fe vous ſupplie mon treſ-puiſſant Seigneur. 
X Henry, Then 1 will kiſs your Lips, Kate. 
Kath. Les Dames and Damoiſels pour eſtre baiſce Jevan 
leur notces il net pas le Coutume de France. | 
K Henry. Madam, my Interpreter, what ſays ſhe? _ 
. Dat itis not be 7 444" — is France; 
1 cannot tell what is buiſſe en Eng iſh. | 
K. Hemy. To kiſs. 
| Lady, Your Majeſty entendre bettre que moy. 
K. Henry. Is it not a faſhion for the Maids in France to 
kiſs before they are married, would the lay ? tel 
Lady. Ouy verayment. 
EK. Henry, O Kate, nice Cuſtoms eur to great 
Dear Kate, you and I cannot be confin'd within 


| weak Laſt: 
_ of a Country's faſhion; we are the maker: of a 


ies Um OA 2a it and wo a. © 
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and the liberty that follows our Places, ſtops the mouth of 
all find- faults, as I will do yours, for the upholding the nice 
fafhion of your Country, in denying me a kiſs; therefore pa- 


tiently, and yielding. ¶ Kiffing her] You have Witch- 


craft in your Lips, Kate; there is more Eloquence in 2 
Sugar touch of them, than in the Tongues ot the French 
Council; and they ſhould ſooner de Harry of Eng- 


land, than a general Petition ot Monarchs. Here comes 
your Father. | 5 


| Enter the French Power, and the Eogliſh Lords. 


Burg. God fave your Majeſty, my Royal Couſin, teach 


you our Princeſs Engliſh ? 


K, Henry. 1 would have her learn, my fair Couſin, how 


perfectly I love her, and that is good Engliſh. 


© Burg. Is ſhe apt? PO IP 5 
K. Henry. Our Tongue is rough, Coz, and my conditi- 


on is not ſmooth; ſo that having neither the Voice nor the 
Heart of Hatred about me, I cannot ſo conjure up the ſpi- 


2 of Love in her, that he will appear in his true like - 
Burg. Pardon the frankneſs of my Mirth, if I anſwer 


you for that. If you would conjure in her, you muſt make 
a Circle: if conjure up Love in her in his true likeneſs. be 
muſt appear naked, and blind. Can you blame her then, 


being a Maid, yet ros d over with the Virgin Crimſon of 


Modeſty, if ſhe deny the appearance of a naked blind Boy 
in her naked ſeeing ſelf? It were, my Lord, a hard Con- 


dition for a Maid to conſign to. 


K. Henry. Yet they do wink and yield as Love is blind 


and enforces. 


Burg. They are then excus'd, my Lord, when they ſee = 
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City for one fair French Maid, that Nands in my way. 


den Walls, that War hath never entred. 


my wa't on her; ſo the Maid that 


5 According to tbeir firm pre 


But your Requeſt ſhall make me It it pals. 


Let that one Article Tank with the feſt, 
And thereupon give me your, Daughter. 


; May ce:le their hatred; and A dear STO" 


In their et Boſoms; that never War advance 
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mmer; fo1 ſhall carch the le. Couli, in the 
2 bee the mult be blind f Jour | 


| = As love is my Lord, before it loyes, 


It is fa; and ou ſome of you, thank 
Love 1 1 25 büpdaels ad 5 * ſee many 2 (Si 


Fr. King. Yesmy 7 Lord, you fee them perf | wel 
Cities wn into a Maid; for they are all gi 


K. Henry. Shall Kate be my Wife! 
1. 26; YL * ſo the Citi talk 
K. E am content, eq Caties 
— f in con tor 
ſh, ſhall Thew me the way ts my Will. 
Fr. King, We have conſented to all terms of ' Reaſon, | 

K. Henry. Ist ſo, my Lords of England" 

Weſt. The hath granted every Article: 
His Daughter firſt; and then in 1 all, 


ature. 


Exe. Only he hath not yer ſubſcribed' this: 


Þ Where your "Majeſty demands, That the King of France ha: 
ving occafion to write for matter of Grant, ſhallname your 
- Highne's in this form, and with this addition, in Frogck: 


Noſtre tres cher filz Henry Roy d noleterre,” Heretier a 
France; and thus in Latm: Trader inn, Fil lius noffes | "Hens 
views Rex Anglia & Heres Francis. | 

Fr. King Nor this I have not, , Brother, ſo den d, 


K. Henry. I pray you then, in Love ang dear lliange, 


Fr. King. Take her, fair Son, an from ber Blood ai | 


Iſſue to me, that the cont ing Kio dows 


- Of France and England, whi 21 s look. pale. 


With envy of cach others hap 
Piant Neighbourhood and Chriſtian- like accord 


gy bleeding Sword * tv ixt DESC 1 and fair France. ; 
dards. Amen. | 
K Hen. 


„ TT. 
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R. Henry. Now welcome, Kate; and bear me witneſs all, 


That here I kiſs her, as my Soveraign Queen. ¶ Flowriſh, 
2. Iſa. God, the beſt Maker of all Marriages, 


| Combine your Hearts in one, your Realms in one, 


As Man and Wife being two, are one in love, 


So be there twixt your Kingdoms ſuch a Spouſal, 


That never may ill Dffice, or fell jealouſie, 
Which troubles oft the Bed of bleſſed Marriage, 


Thruſt in between the Paſſion of theſe Kingdoms, 


To make diyorce of their incorporate League: 


That Engliſh may as French, French Engliſhmen, 
| Receive each other. God ſpeak this Amen. 


All. Amen. 
K. Henry. Prepare we for our Marriage; on which Day, 


My Lord of Burgundy we'll take your Oath, 


And all the Peers, for ſurety of our Leagues. 
Then fhall I ſwear to Kate, and you to me, 


And may our Oaths well kept and proſp'rous be. 1 


Sonnet. Emer Chorus. 


Thus far with rough and all- unable Pen, 
Our bending Author hath purſu d the Story, 


In little room confining Mighty Men, 
Mangling by ſtarts the full of their Glory. 
Small time, but in that ſmall, moſt greatly lived, 
This Star of England. Fortune made his Sword; 
By which, the World's beſt Garden he uchieved, 


And of it left his Son Imperial Lord. 


Henry the Sixth, in Infant Bands crown'd King 

Of France and England, did this King ſucceed: 
Whoſe State ſo many had the managing, 

That they loſt France, and made his England bleed: 
Which ok our Stage hath ſhown; and tor her lake, 
In * fair Minds left this — take. 
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| Comnteſs of Auvergne. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
ING 724 ry VI. Unite Aube Eine S 
| E. * King, ani Regem F France: 
Cardinal Beaufort, Biſhop of Wincheſter, and 5 likewiſe 
to the King. 
Duke of Exeter. 1 
Duke of Somerſet. ©: (- 
Earl of Warwick. 
Earl of Salisbury. 
Earl of _ 
3 
7 
| Rickar 
Mortimer, Earl of 


Woodvile, Lieutenant of the Tower, 
| Lord Mayor of London. 


Charles, Dawphin, and SHE King #1 France. _ 
Keignier, — 5 Aujou. a King 77 ay, 


Duke of B 
Date J dels. 

. of Orleans. | 

An old e Takes Jow I Pele 


Margaret — 40 Reignier, 2 Deen 10 
8 mg tienry. | 

la Pucelle: a Maid be inſpir d 
”_ bois pi; the — 7 e Heavn, 


Lords, Captains, Soldiers. Me engers, and al 2 
| both on the Engliſh and 2 po rw 


The SCENE 5 parth is eds a 
Nen race. 
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ACT * SGENE * 


Dead Marchs: Tacos, Faneral 52 R Hen 
the Fifth, attended on by the Duke of Bedford, 3 
Regent of 2 ; the Duke of 'Glauceſter, - 
. ; the Duke of Exeter, and the Earl. of. 


eat Citi, ales 
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and Tray 
. yaur Cryttal Tres, in. ths, , 


— Aud HY them. aug tha. . | 
ard 


Cy... dein Star 
That have conſented unto Henry's Death: 
io Henry the Fifth, too 19 to live lon 
jor * * neer loſt a Kin of ſo much Worth. 


N 


lo. England nc'er had a King until his time; 
Virtue be bad, deſerving to Command, 


oi The i Parof © 


His brandiſh'd Sword did blind Men with his Beams, 


Fs ſpread wider than a Dragon's Wings; 


* Eyes, repleat with awful Fire, 


Than = Sun fierce bent againſt their Faces. 


_ What ſhould I ay? his Deeds exceed all Speech: 
He ne'er lift up his Hand but conquered. 


a We mourn in Black, why mourn we notin Blood : 


is dead, and never ſhall revive: 
ur a wooden Coffin we attend; 
And Death's diſhonourable Vickory, 
| 3 with our ſtately Preſence olorifie, 
e 


Captives bound to a Triumphant Car. 


What? fhall we curſe the Planets of —— 
That plotted thus our Glory's overthrow ? 
Or ſhall: we think the ſubtile-witted French, 


Oonjurers and Sorcerers, that afraid of him, 


By Magick Verſe have thus contriy d his End? 
_ 2 , bleſt of the King of Kings, 


Unto the French, the dreadful Judg udgment-day | 


” er 
The Battels of the Lord of Hoſts yo 


'The Churches Prayers made him fo 
SI. The Church ? Where is it? 
Had not Church-men pray'd, 


ht. 


bt; 
9 


His thread of Life had not ſo ſoon decay d. 
None do yon like, but an efleminate Prince, - 


_ Whom li 


e 2 School. boy you may over-aw. _ - 
Win. Gloſter, vyhate er we like, thou art . 
And lookeſt to command the Prince and Realm; 8 


Thy Wife is proud, ſhe holdeth thee in awe, 
More than God or Religious Church-men may. 


Slo. Name nat Religion, for thou lov'ſt the Fleſh, / 
And ne'er throughout the Year to Church thou got, 


Except it be to pray againſt thy Foes, 


Let's to the Altar: Heralds wait on us; 


Bed. Ceaſe, ceaſetheſe Jars, and reſt your Minds re 


Inſtead of Gold, we'll offer up our Arms, = 


Since Arms avail not, now that Henry 


| Fokterity await for wretched Years, 


$ dead, 
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When at their Mothers moiſt Eyes Babes fhall ſuck, 
Our Iſle be made a nouriſh of falt Tears, 
And none but Women left to *wail the dead 
Henry the Fifth, thy Ghoſt I invocate; 
| Proſper this Realm, keep it from Civil Broils, 
Combat with adverſe Planets in the Heavens ; 2 
A far more glorious Star thy Soul will 2 
Than Julius Caſar, or bright —— 
| Enter a Meſſenger. 
 _ Mefſ. My Honourable Lords, health to you all; 
Sad Tidings bring I to you out of France, 
3 Loſs, of Slaughter, and Diſcomfiture ; 
| , Champaign, Rheims. Orleans, 
7225 G ſors, Porctiers, are all quite loſt. 
Bed. What ſay ſt thou, Man, before dead Henry „ conſe⸗ 
Speak ſoftly, or the loſs of thoſe great Towns 
Will make him burſt bis Lead, and riſe from Death. 
Glo. Is Paris loſt, and is Roan yielded up 5 
lf Henny were recall'd to Life again, 
Theſe News would cauſe him once more eld the Ghoſt. 
Exe. How were they loſt ? What Treachery was us d? 
 Mefſ. No Treachery, but want of Men and * 
. Among the Soldiers this is muttered, 
That here you maintain ſeveral Faction; = 
And whilſt a Field ſhould be diſpatch d and fought, 
: \ Yeu are diſputing of your Generals. 
4 One would have lingring Wars with little Colt ; 
| Another would fly ſwitt, but wanteth Wings: 
- third Man thinks,: without expence at all, 
By guileful fair Words, Peace may be 2 I. 
2 awake, Engliſh Nobility, - e 
Let not Sloth dim your Honours, new 
Crop'd are the Flower-de-Luces in your 
Of England's Coat, one half is cut away. 
Exe. Were our Tears wanti tis Fane, 
Theſe Tidings would call forth 
Bed. Me concern, ent —. of — 
Give me my ſteeled Coat. I t for France, 


dunn with the dt vat Robe eee! 
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Wounds. will I lead-the-Freyeb; inftead ke enced 
To weep their intermiſſivecMileries. -  - 
Enter to them another Meſſenger. 

2 27 Lords, viene theſe Lettere, full bes Miſchance, 
France is revolted from: the Buga quits 
Except ſome; patty: Towns:of: 2 10 
The Dauphin Charles is crowaed-King: in Wen 
The Baſtard of Orleans with him is — 

Reignier, Duke of dot h his Part, 
The Duke-of- Aenſan fli th to bis ſide. I Exit. 

Exe. The Dauphin-crowned:King?! all fly haf 
O, whither ſhall we fly ſrom this Reproach? 

Slo. We will not fly, hut to our Euemies Throats. 
Bedford, if thou be ſlack, II fight it out. 
Bad. Gloſter,” why dauht ſt than of my forurardoeſs? 
An Army have I aber din my Thoughts, | N 
W herewith already, France is over - run. 

Enter. a Third Meſſengen. 

3 Meſſ. My Graci s Lords, to add to your Laments 

| Wherewith you now. > 8 _ 

I muſt inform you of a Hiſmal- E 

Betwixt the flour — the. French. 

Win. What! wherein Talbot overcame, is't lo? 

3 3 Mefſ. O no; wherein Lord ap — 

The Circumſtance I'll tell you more at large. 
The tenth of Auguſt laſt, this dread ful Lord, 

Retiring from the Siege of Orleans, 

Having ſcaree full fix thouſand: in his Troop, 

By three and tweaty-thouſand-of - < act 

Was round. enoo and ſet u | 

No leifure had he to enrank: his Met ETD 

*. Pikes to ſet — : 

In whereof, ſharp Stakes pluelev out late 
A in the Ground confuſbdly,, + 


che. Hor ſemen offftom brealeing in. 
More t -thrge- hours the. PE J 
Where y be — inued- 


Eaacted pq 2 Dl 
Hundreds he Jentuto Hell;"ands a”! f 
une, and ce where IPO ow 


- 


* 


it. 


' Whom. all-Frgnee, with their Chief 


King HA x VI. 
The French exclaim d, the Devil was in Arms, 
All the whale Army ſtood agaz d on 8 
His Soldiers ſpying his undaünted Spirits. 
A Talbot ! a Talbot! cryd hor the 
And ruſh'd 8 the Bow * r, 
Here, had the Conqueſt fu d up, 
lr Nin Fe bad e play's he Canned, 
He being in the Vaward, plac'd: 
With Ley to rs; and Lol, nk, 
Cow not haying itrucs:OgE, 
— TTY. Se Weack ang. Maſſacre; 
Encloſel we were they with their Enemies. 


A baſe Walloon, to wn the Dauphin's Grace, 
Thruſt Talbot with. a Spear into, ck 
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Durſt not preſume to look once in the Face. 
Bed. Is Talbat ſlain then? I will ſlay . 
For living idly here in pomp a 
Whi'ſt ſuch a worthy Leader, wantiog, Aid, 
Unto his daſtard Foe-men is betray d. 
3 Mef.. O-no, be lives, but is took Prifaner, . q 
And Lord Scales with him, and, Lord Hungerford; : 
Moſt of the reft hter'd, or took likewiſe. 
Bed. His Ranſom .. <3 
I'll hale the Dauphin headlong from his Throne, 
His Crown Pug pe md on Friend: 
Four of their Lords I'll change for one of ours. | 
Farewel, my Maſters, to my Task will 1, 5 
Bonfires in France. forthwith. I am to make 
To keep our great St, George's: Fealt vithal.. 88 % 
Ten thouſand Soldiers With me I Will take 
Whoſe bloody Deeds ſhall. make all; Zwape quake. 
3 Meſſ. J. So you had, need, for Oulan is beliog'd, ; 
weak and faint: J 


The Engliſh Army is grown f tr 
The Earl bf Sali crayeth, Supply, T 
And hardly keeps his Men fem ;Mutioy 


Since they ſo ſ W ſuch,a My) — 
Exe. 2 Lad. ee 


Either to quell the — Th —_—_ 
6: bring lan in Obedience to your Yoak. 
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Bed. I do remember it, and here take leave, ; 
To go about my Preparation. [Exit Bedford 
Glo. Pil to the Tower with all the haſte 1 can, | 


To view the Artillery and Munition, 


And then I will proclaim Henry Kin 
N * der Glouceſter 
Exe. To Elam will 1, where the young King is, 


Being ordain'd his ſpecial Governor, | : 
And for his Safety there I'll beft deviſe. [Exit 


un. Each hath his Place and Function to attend 
I am left out; for me nothing remains 
But long 1 will not be :ck out of Office, 

The King from Eltam | intend to ſend], 


And fit at chiefeſt ſtern of publick well. bs 
* _—O_— marching with 
Drum and $0 


bor. Mars his true moving, even as in the Heay' ns, 

= in the Bank, to vert my y is 16 80 known. 
te e u i 

No we 2 * * 

What Towns of any Br pack but we have? 

At pleaſure here we lye, near Orleans: 

_ Otherwhiles, the famiſh'd Engliſh, like pale Ghoſts, 


Faintly beſiege us one Hour in a Month. 


Alen. They want their Porredge, and their fat Bu!ll-Beeves, 
Either they mut be dieted le Mules, | 
: And have their Provender t Vd ts their Mouth, 
— teous they will look, drowned Mice. 
is taken, whom we wont to fear: 
Kamen none but mad- brain d Salisbury, 
i his Gall, 
o make War. 
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Enter Charles, Alenſon, and Reignier. 
Char. Who ever ſaw the like ? What Men have 1? 
d' Dogs. Cowards, Paſtards: 1 would ne er have fled, 
But that they left me midſt my Enemies. 
= Salisbury is a deſperate Homicide, 
fighteth as one 7 his Life: 
er. Tied = Lords, like Licks wanting Food, 
Do ruſh upon us as their hungry Prey. 
Alen. Froyſard, a Countryman of ours, records; 
eit. England all Olivers and Rowlands bred, 
During the time Edward the Third did Reign: 
More truly now ma this be verified; 
For none but Sampſons and Goliafſes 
It ſendeth forth to Skirmiſh; one to ten! 
it. Lean raw-bon'd Raſcals, who would cer ſuppoſe 
a They had ſuch Courage and Audacity? 
Char. Let's leave this Town, 
For they are hair-brain'd Slaves, 
And hunger will enforce them to be more 
Of old I know them; rather with their Teeth 
The Walls they'll tear down, than forſake the Siege. 
Reig. I think by ſome odd Gimmals or Device 
Their Arms are ſet, like Clocks, ſtill to ſtrike on; 
Elſe ne'er could they hold out ſo as they do: 
By my Conſent, well even let them alone. 
Alen. Be it ſo. 
| Enter the Baſtard of Orleans. 4 
Baſt Where's the Prince Dauphin? I have News for him: 
Dau. Baſtard of Orleans, thrice welcome to us. 
Baſt. Methinks your Looks are ſad, your 3 ; 
Hath the late Overthrow wrought this Offence? 
Be not diſmay'd, for Succour is at hand: 
IIA holy Maid hither with me I 
n, Which by a Viſion ſent to her from Hes n, 
Ordained is to raiſe this tedious 
And drive the Engliſh forth the bounds of France: 8 
The Spirit of deep Propheſie ſhe hath, 5 
Exceeding the "nike cb of old Rome: 88 
Waar' $ at and ce to come, ſhe can deſery. 


ves. 


— 


Speck, 


Brinn 


And thou ſhalt find that I exceed my Sex. 
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Speak, bal 1 call ker in? Relieve my Words, 
For they are certain 15 infallible. 
Dau. Go, call her in; but firſt, to ey hier Skill, 
Reignier ſtand thou 35 „eb l in my Place; 
Queſtion her proudly, let thy Lobks "be een, 
By this means ſhall we found what Skill he hath: 
Enter ſoan la Pucelle. 
Reig. Fair Maid, ist thou wilt do theſe wondrous Feats? 
|  Pucel, Reignier, is t thou that thinkeſt to bejhiiſe me? 
Where is the Dauphin? Come, come from behind, 
I know thee well, though never en before. 
Be not amaz'd, there's nothing hid from me: 
In private will I talk with'thee apart: 
Stand back, you Lords, and give us Teave a while. 
Reig. She takes upon her bravely at firſt Daſh. | 
Pucel. Dauphin, 1 am by Birth a Sheplierd's Dauber 
My Wit untrain'd in any kind of Art: 
_ Heay'n and our Lady gracibus hath it pleas 
| To ſhine on my cterapiible Effate. 
Lo. whilſt I waited on my tender Lambs, Rae 
And to Suns parching hear diſplay'd my 2 
God's Mother d ed to a to me. 
And in a Viſion füll of Ma 
Will'd me to leave my baſe Vacation, 
And free my Country from Calamity : 
Her Aid ſhe promis d, and aſſur d Succeſs. 
In compleat Glory ſhe reveal'd ber ſelf; 
And whereas I was black and ſwart before, _ 
With thoſe clear Rays which ſhe inſus d on mas 
That Beauty am 1 ble with, which 
Ask me what queſtion thou canſt de, 
And I will anſwer unpremeditated: 
My Courage try by Combat, if thou dart, 


Reſolve on this, thou ſhale be e 
If thou receive me for thy warlike Mate. 
3 Thou haſt aſtoniſn d me with thy high te 
* oot Vil of thy Valour make, 
ingle mbat thou ſhalt buckle with me; 
And —_ — 10 Words ue true, 


And fighteſt with-the Sword-of Beborn. 


Elle neer:could:he-{o 


Expect Saint Mertin's Sumner Halcyon _ 2 


Till by broad ſpreading it diſperſe to nought, 


© a 
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Otherwiſe 1 renounce all Conkdence. 
Pucel, 1 am prepar d; here is 88 seed. 
Deck d with fine: Flower. de- Luces on eich ſide, 
The which at Tunrain in St. Katherme's\C 
Out of a great deal of old Iron, I choſe forth. 
Dau. Then come a God's Name, I fear no Women. 
Pucel. And while Ilive, Fibne'er fly no Man. 
Here they Fight, and joan de Pucelle overcomes, 
Dau. Stay, ſtay"thy: Hands, thou art an Amr, 


Pucel. Chriſt's Mother helps me, elle l were too weak: 
Dan. Who e er helps: thee, tis thou that muſt ye; 
Impatiently l burn with thy defire, | 
My Heart and Hands thou haſt at once -ſubeu's, 
Excellent Pucelle, if thy Name be fo, , 


Let me thy: Servant, and not Soveremn 
"Tis the French ſueth to thee thus. 


Pucel. L muſt not yield wan rightoof Le. 
For my Profeſſions ſacred from above 
When I have chaſed all thy Fuer from Lene, 
Then weill think upon 2 Re 165 

Dau. Mean time look gracious on thy. profitate: Thrall, 

_ Reig. My Lord, methinks; is v —— 5 
. 1 


Reig. Shall we diſturb hi — mean? 
Alen. He may mean — © poordien dern. 
Theſe Women are ſhrewd with their 

Reig. My Lord, vhere are you? what-deyiſe y on a : 
Shall we give over Orleans, or no? | 

Pucel. Why no, I fay ; diſtraſtful Reercants. 
Fight till 44 af gulp; for IU be your guard. 

Dau. What ſhe Ae 7 fight it out. 

Pu cel. _— I am to be the Scour 
This Night the Siege affuredly FN raiſe: . 


Since I have entred thus into theſe app 
Glory i is like a Circle in the Water; 
Which never ceaſeth to it- ſelf 
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With Henrys death, the Engliſh Circle ends, 
Diſperſed are the Glaries i it uded: 
Now am | like that inſulting Ship, f 
Which Caſar and his Fortune bore at once. 

Dau. Was Mahomet inſpired with a Dove? | 
Thou with an Eagle art inſpired then, 51 
_ the Mother of great Conſtantine, 

Nor yet St. Philip's Davpht hters were like thee. 

Bright Star of Venus, fall'n down on the Earth, 
How may 1 reverently worſhip thee enough? 

Alen. Leave off delays, and let us raiſe the Siege. | 
Fei. Woman, do what thou canſt to fave our Honours, ; 
Drive them from Orleans, and be immortaliz'd. 

Day, Preſently we'll try: Come, let's away about it, 
No Prophet will I truft, if ſhe proves falſe. | Exeunt. 
EY Enter Glouceſter, with his Serving- -Men. 32 

Glo. I am come to ſurvey the Tower this day: LY 
Since Hewry's Death, I fear there is Conveyance: .. 

Where be theſe Warders, that they wait not here? 
the Gates. Tis Glewcefter that calls. F1 

1 Ward, Who's there, that knocks ſo i * b . 

1 Man. It is the Noble Duke of Gloſter. . 

212 Ward. Who Cer he be, you may not be let in. 
I Map. Villains, anſwer you fo the Lord Protector? 1 
1 Ward. The Lord — bim, ſo we anſwer bim, J ] 
We do no otherwiſe than we are will d. 

Glo. Who willed you? or whoſe Will ſtands but mine? 
There's none Protector of the Realm, bur I. p 
Break up the Gates, I'll be vrarrantize; N 
Shall I be flouted thus by dunghill Grooms? 2 
Glouceſter s Men ruſh at the Tower Gates, and Woodwile 

the Lieutenant ſpeaks withis. 

| Wood, What noiſe is this? What Traitors bave we here? 

.be. Lieutenant, is it you whoſe Voice I hear? 
Open the Gates, here's Glo er that would enter. 

bod. Have patience, Noble Duke, I may hes open, 

The Cardinal of Wimcheſter forbids; | 3:8 
From him I have expreſs Commandwent, - Wn 
| "That thou nor none of thine ſhall be * n E 


i W 
. 


1 _— ” © E 
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Glo. Faint-hrarted Hoodvile, prizeſt him fore me? 

Arrogant Wincheſter, the haughty Prelate, 

Whom Henry our late Sovereign ne er could brook? 

Thou art no Friend to God or to the King: 

Open the Gate, or I'll ſhut thee out ſhortly. 

Serv. Open the Gates to the Lord Protector, 

Or we'll burſt them open, if that you come not quickly. 
Enter to the Protector at the Tower Gates, Wincheſter 

and his Men in Tawny Coats. 

un How now ambitious Umpire, what means this? 

| Glo. Piel'd Prieſt, doſt thou command me to be ſhut. 

, out? 

Wine 1 do, thou moſt uſurping Proditor, 
And not Protector of the King or Realm. 
Glo. Stand back, thou manifeſt Conſpirator, 
Thou that contrived'ſt to murther our dead Lord, 
Thou that giv'ſt Whores Indulgencies to Sin, 
I'll canvas thee in thy broad Cardiual's Hat, 
If thou proceed in this thy Iaſolence. 
Min. Nay, ſtand thou back, I will not budge a foo: 
This be Den. be thou curſed Cain, s 
To flay thy Brother Abel, if thou wilt. 1 
Glo. I will not lay thee, but Il drive thee beck: 
Thy Scarlet Robes, as a Child's s bearing Cloth, 
Fl a to carry thee out of this Place. 
: Un. Do what thou dar ſt, I beard thee to thy Face. 
A Glo, What? am I dar d, and bearded to my Face? 
Draw Men, for all this privileged Place, 

3 Blue Coats to Tawny Coats. Prieſt, beware thy Beard, 

| l ] mean to tug it, and to cuff you ſoundly. 

5 Under my Feet TI ſtamp thy Cardinal $ Hat: 

In ſpight of Pope, or Digaities of Church, 

Here by the Checks rm Il dra thee up and down. 5 
Win. Glo fer thou wilt anſwer this before the . 
Glo. Wincheſter Gooſc, I cry, a Rope, a Rope. 

Now beat them hence, why do you let them ſtay? - 

Thee Ill chaſe hence, thou Wolf in Sheep's „ 

Out FIT Coats, out * *. 
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Here Glouceſter's Men beat out the Cardinal's, and enter in 
the hurly-burly the Mayor of London, and his Officers. 
Mayor. Fie, Lords, that you being ſupream Magiſtrates, 


Thus contumeliouſiy ſhould break the Peace. 


Glo. Peace, Mayor, for thou knows ſt little of my Wrongs: 
Here's Beauford, that regards not God nor King, | 


Hath here diſtrain'd the Tower to his uſe. 


Win. Here's Gloſter too, a Foe to Citizens, 


One that ſtill motions War, and never Peace, 
Oer. charging your free Purſes with large Fines; ; 


That ſeeks to overthrow Religion, 


_ Becauſe he is Protector of the Realm; 


And would have Armour here out of the Tower, 


To Crown himſelf King, and ſuppreſs the Prince. 


Glo. I will not anſwer thee with Words but Blows. 
Here they 5kirmiſh again. 
- Aden, Nought reſts for me in this tumultuous Strite, 


But to make open Proclamation. 


Come, Officer, as loud as e'erthou can'lt; cry; 
All manner of Men aſſembled here in Arms this Day, #- 


- gam God's Peace and the King s, we Charge and Command you, 
in his Highneſs Name, to repair to your ſeveral dwelling Places, 


and not to wear, handle, or uſe any Sword, —— or Dag: 


ger henceforward, upon pain of Death. 
Glo. Cardinal, I'll be no Breaker of the Law: 


But we ſhall meet, and break our Minds at large. 


Nn. Gloſter, we'll meet to thy dear Coſt be * 


"= Heart-blood I will have for this day's Work. 


Mayor. Vl call for Clubs, if you will not away: 


2 This Cardinal is more haughty than the Devil. 


Slo. Mayor, farewel: Thou doſt but what thou mayR. 
#in. Abominable Gio ſter, guard thy Head, 


For 1 intend to have it ere be long. 


Exeunt. 
. See the Coaſt clear d, and then we will depart- 


| Good God that Nobles ſhould ſuch Stomachs bear, | 
T my ſelf fight not once in forty year. [ Exeunt. 


Enter the Maſter-Gunner of Orieans, and his Boy. 
M. Gun. Sirra, thou know'it how Orleans is 2 


And how the Engliſh have the Suburbs won. 


3 Father, 1 | know, and oft have ſhot at them, 


® - od 


A. Gun. 
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M. Gun. But now thou ſhalt not. Be thou rul d by m. me: 

Chief Maſter- Gunner am 1 of this Town, 

qd I muſt do to re me Grace: 

he Prince's eſpials have informed me, 

How the Engliſh, in the Suburbs cloſe intrench'd, 

Went through a ſecret Grate of Iron Bars, 

In yonder Tower, to over- peer the City, 

And thence diſcover, how with moſt Advantage 

They may vex us with Shot, er with Aſſault. 


Jo intercept this Inconvenience, 


A piece of Ordnance *painft it I have plac'd, 
And fully even theſe three Days have | watch'd, 


1f1 could fee them. Now, Boy, do thou watch, 


For I can ftay no longer. 

If thou ſpy'ſt any, ron and bring me ! 

And thou ſhalt find me at the Governor's. Exit. 
Bay. Father, I warrant you, take you no care, 

Tl never trouble you, if l may ſpy them. 

Enter Salisbury and Talbot, on the Turrets, an — c 
Sal. Talbot, my Life, my Joy, again return 

How wert thou handled, being Priſoner? 

Or by what means got'ſt thou to be releas d? | 

Diſcourſe I prethee on this Turret's — 

Tal. The Earl of Bedford had a Pri 

Call'd the brave Lord Ponton de — 

For him was I exchang d, and ranſomed. 

But with a baſer Man of Arms by far, | 

Once in Contempt they would have barter'd me: 

Which I diſdaining, ſcorn'd, and craved Death, 

Rather than I would be ſo piFd eſteem d; 

Pat O he reacherous 2834 wende may Heart, 

t O, the trea F. * m 

Whom with my bare Fiſts | would * 

If 1 now had him brought into my Power. The 
Sal. Vet tell'ſt thou not how thou wert entertain'd. 
Tal. With Scoffs, and Scorns, and contumelious ra, 

In open Market place produc'd they me, 

To be a publick Spectacle to all: 

Here aid they, is the Terror of the French, 

The Scare-crow TE” our Childrca lo. 
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Then broke I from the Officers that led me, 

And with my Nails digg'd Stones out of the Ground, 
To hurl at the beholders of my Shame. f 
My griſly Countenance made others fly, 5 
None durſt come near, for fear of ſudden Death. | 

In Iron Walls they deem'd me not ſecure: | 
So great fear of my Name *mongſt them was ſpread, 
That they ſuppos'd I could rend Bars of Steel, . 
And ſpurn in pieces Poſts of Adamant. 


| Wherefore a guard of choſen Shot 1 had; 


They walk d about me every Minute While; 
And if I did but ſtir out of my Bed, 
Ready they were to ſhoot me to the Heart. 
Enter Boy with a Linſtock. 
Sal. I grieye'to hear what Torments you endur'd, 


But we will be reveng'd ſufficiently. 


Now it is Supper time in Orleans: 


Here, through this Grate, I can count. every one, 


And view the Frenchmen how they fortifie: 


Let us look in, the fight will much delight thee: 
Sir Thomas Gargrave, and Sir William Glanſdale, 
Let me have your expreſs Opinions, 
Where is beſt place to make our Batt'ry next? 


Gar. I think-at the North Gate, for there.ſtand, Lords. 
Glan. And I here, at the Bulwark of the Brid 64.0 
Tal. For ought I ſee, this City muſt be famiſſ d, 

Or with light Skirmiſhes enfeebled. 

[Here they ſhoot, and Salisbury fall down. 
Sal. O Lord, have mercy on us, wretched Sinners. 
Gar. O Lord, have mercy on me, woful Man. | 
Tal. What chance is this that ſuddenly hathcroſt us? 


Speak, Saliabry; at leaſt, if thou canſt, ipeak : | 
e thou, Mirror of all Martial Men? 


One of thy Eyes, and thy Cheeks fide ſtruck off © 
Accurſed Tewer, accurſed. fatal Hand 
That hath contriv'd this woful Tragedy. 


In thirteen Bat tels, Salizbury o'ercame: 
Henry the Fifth he firſt train · d to the Wars, 
Whilſt any Trump did ſound, or Drum ſtruck up. 


His 5% ord. did ne'er * ** in the Field. 1 1 
BY 
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vet liv't thou, Salisbury? though thy Speech doth fail, | 
One Eye thou haſt to look to Heaven for Grace. | 
The Sun with.one Eye vieweth all the World, 
Heaven be thou Gracious to none alive, 

If Salisbury wants Mercy at thy Hands. 

Bear hence his Body, I will help to bury it. 

Sir Thomas Gargrave, haſt thou any Life? 

Speak unto Talbot, nay, look up to him. 

Salisbury, chear thy Spirit with this Comfort, 

Thou ſhalt not die whiles —— 5 1 

He beckons with his Hand, and ſmiles on me. 

As who ſhould ſay, N hen I am dead and gone, 

Remember to avenge me on the French. ng. 

Plaxtagenet 1 will, and, Nero like, will 

Play on the Lute, beholding the Towns burn: 

Wretched ſhall France be only in my Name. 3 
[ Here an Alarm, and it Thunders and Lightenz. 

What ſtir is this? What Tumult's in the Heavens? 

Whence cometh this Alarum, and the Noiſe? 

TTT... 2 Ea. "bi. 

Meſ]. My Lord, my Lord, the French have gather d head. 

The Dauphin, with one Foan la Pucelle join d, I 

A holy Propheteſs, new riſen up, | oe 

Is come with a great Power, to raiſe the Siege, 
Here Salisbury lifteth himſelf up, and groan:. 

Tal. Hear, hear, how dying Salisbury doth groa | 

It irks his Heart he cannot be reveng'd. 

Frenchmen, Il be a Salisbury to you. 

Puzel or-Puſſel, Dolphin or Dog-fiſh,, 

Your Hearts I'll ſtamp out with my Horſes heels, 

And make a Quagmire of your mingled Brains. 

5 


Convey me Salisbury into his Tent, 
And then we'll try, what theſe daſtard Frenchmen dare. 
3 Alarum. = 2 [Exit.- 


Here an Alarum agam; and Talbot purſueth the Dauphin, 
and driveth him: Then enter Joan la Pucelle, driving 
Engliſhmen before her. Then enter Talbot. 

Tal. Where is my Strength, my Valour, and my Force? 
Our Engliſh Troops retire, I cannot ſtay them. = 
A Woman clad in Armour chaſeth them. 


11 Enter 
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Enter Pucelle. 
Here, here ſhe comes. III have a bout with thee; 
Devil, or Devil's Dam, I'll conjure thee: 
Blood will I draw on thee, thou art a Witch, 
And ftraightway give thy Soul to him thou ſerv'ſt. 
TFucel. Come, come, tis only I that muſt * 2 
Ti t. 
Tal. Heavens, can a you ſuffer Hell to prevail? = 
My Breaſt LI burſt with ſtraining of my Courage, 
And from my Shoulders crack my Arms aſunder, 
But I will chaſtiſe this high-minded Strumpet, 
[They fight gain 
Pucel. Talbot fare wel. thy hour is not yet come, 6 
"0 _ o Victual Orleans forthwith, | 
5 : Alarum: Then enter the Town with Soldiers. 
d orale me if thou canſt, I ſcorn thy ſtrength. 
Go, go, chear up thy hunger- ſtarved Men, 
Help Salisbury to make his Teſtament, 
| This Day is ours, as many more ſhall be. [Exit Pucelle, 
Tal. My Thoughts are whirled like a Potter's Wheel. 
1 know not where 1 am. nor what I do: 
A Witch by fear, not force, like Hannibal, 
Drives back our Troops, and conquers as ſhe liſts; 
So Bees with ſmoak, and Doves with noiſom fiench, 
Are from their Hives and Houſes driven away, 
They call'd us, for our fierceneſs, Engliſh Dogs, 
Now Lke the Whelps, we crying run away, 
[4 ma 
Hark Country mea, either renew the fight, 
Or tear the Lions out of England's Coat; 
Renounce your Soil, give Steep in Lions ſtead: 
Sheep run not half fo treachcrous from the Wolf, 
Or Horſe or Oxen from the Leopard, 
As you fly from your oft. ſubdue] Slaves. 
|  [Alarum. Here another . 
It will not be, retire into your Trenches: | 
Lou all conſented unto Salizbury's Death, 
For none would ſtrike a ſtroke in his Revenge. 
Pucelle is entred into Orleans, ́ 
In ſpight of us, or ought that we could do, 
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O would I were to die with Salisbury. 
The ſhame hereof will make me hide my Head. 
| 2 [Exit Talbot. 
IcsaAlarum, Retreat, Flowriſh. 
Enter 0n.the I all, Pucelle. Dauphin, Reignier, Alenſon. 
x | and Soldiers. | | 
C Pucel. Advance our waving Colours on the Walls, 
Reſcu'd is Orleans from the Engliſh Wolves 
Thus Fean la Pucelle hath perform'd her Word. 
Dax. Divineſt Creature, bright Aſtrea's Daughter, 
| How ſhall I honour thee for this Succeſs! | 
1 Thy Promiſcs are like Adonis Garden, 8 
5 That one Day bloom'd, and fruitful were the next. 
France, Triumph in thy glorious Propheteſs, 
Recover'd is the Town of Orleans; 
More bleſſed hap did ne'er befal our State. 
Reig. Why ring not out the Bells aloud, 
Throughout the Town ? 6 Oe 
e. Dauphin, command the Citizens make Bonfires, 
| And feaſt and banquet in the open Streets, 
To celebrate the Joy that God hath given us. 5 
Alen. All France will be repleat with Mirth and ſoy, 
When they ſhall hear how we have play'd the Men. 
Dau. Tis Joan, not we, by whom the Day is won 
For which, | will divide my Crown with her, 
And all the Prieſts and Fryers in my Realm, 
Shall in Proceſſion ſing her endleis Praiſe. 
A ſtarelier Pyramid to her Pl! rear, 


Than Rhodope's or Memphis eyer was. . 
In memory of her when ſhe is dead, = 
Her Aſhes, in an Urn more gracious 9 = 


Than the Rich-jewel'd Coffer of Darius, 
Tranſported ſhall be, at high Feftivals, 

Bc fore the Kings and Queens of France. 
No longer on Saint Dennis will we cry, 
But Jean la Pucelle ſhall be France's Saint. 
Come in, and let us Banquet Royally, 
Atter this „„ OE 
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A CT l. SCENE I. 


Enter a Serjeant of a Band, with two Centinels. 
Ser. Cir take your places and be vigilant : 
| If any Noiſe or Soldier you perceive 
Near to the Wall, by ſome apparent ſign | 
Let us have knowledge at the Court of Guard. 

Cent. Serjeant, you ſhall. Thus are poor Servitors 
(When others ſleep upon their quiet Reds) © 
Conftrain'd to watch in Darkneſs, Rain, and Cold. 
Enter Talbot, Bedford, and Burgundy, with ſcaling 

Ladders. Their Drums beating a Dead March. 
Tat. Lord Regent, and redoubted Burgundy, 
By whoſe approach, the Regions of Arrors, 
| Walloon, and Picardy, are Friends to us: 
This happy Night, the Frenchmen are ſecure, 
Having all day carous'd and banquetted, 
Embrace we tken this opportunity, 
As fitting beſt to quittance their deceit, 
Contriv d by Art, and baleful Sorcery. 3 | 
Bed. Coward of France, how much he wroggs his Fame, 
| Deſpairing of his own Arms fortitude, 
To join with Witches, and the help of Hell. 
Bur. Traitors have never other Company. 
But what's that Pucel, whom they term ſo pure? 

Tal, A Maid, they fay. 3 

Bed, A Maid? And be ſo Martial? | 
Bur. Pray God, ſhe prove not Maſculine ere long, 

If underneath the Standard of the French | 
She carry Armeur, as ſhe bath begun. ES 
Tul. Well, let them practiſe and converſe with Spirits, 
God is our Fortreſs, in whoſe Conquering Name 
Let us reſolve to ſcale their flinty Bulwarks. 
Bed. Aſcend, brave Talbot, we will follow thee. 
Tal. Not all together: Better far I gueſs, | 
That we do make our Entrance ſe ways: 
That if it chance the one of us do fail, £ 
The other yet may riſe againſt their Force, 
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Bed. Agreed; III to yond corner. 
Buy, And I to this. 
Tal. And here will Talbot mount, or make his Ge | 
Now Salisbury for thee and for the right | 
Of Engliſh Henry, ſhall this Night a 
How much in duty, 1 am bound to both. 
Cent. Arm, Arm, the Enemy doth make aſſault. 
[Cy Sr. George! A Talbot! 
The French leap ver the Walk in their Shirts. Enter ſeveral 
ways, Baſtard, Alenſon, „ half ready, and alf 


Alen. How now, my Lords? what all unready ſo? 
Daſt. Unready? I and glad we ſcap'd ſo well. M 
Reig. Twas time, I trow, to wake and leave our Beds, 8 
Hearing Alarums at our Chamber Doors. 
Alen. Of all Exploits ſince · irſt I follow d Arms, 5 
Ne er heard I of a Warlike Enterprize 
More venturous, or than this. 
Baſt. 1 think chis Tallor be a Fiend of Hell. 
Reig. If not of Hell. the Heavens ſure favour him. 
Alen. Here cometh Charles, I marvel how he we 
;: Ver Charles and Joan. 
Baſt, Tut, hely Joan was his defenſive Guard. 
Cha. Is this thy Cunning, thou deceitful] Dame? 
Didſt thou at firſt, to flatter us withal,: | 
Make us partakers of a little gain, 
That now our loſs might be ten times ſo much? 
Pucel, Wherefore is Charles impatient with * Friend I. 
At all times will you have m Power 1 5 
S.ceping or Waking, muft I 
Or will you blame and lay the — = me? 
Improvident Soldiers, had your Watch been good, - 
This ſudden miſchief never could have faln. 
Char. Duke of Alenſon, this was your Default. 
That being Captain of the Watch to Night, 
Did look no better to that weighty Charge. 
Alen. Had all our Quarters been as ſafely kept, - 
As that, whereof I had the Government. 
We had not been thus ſhametully jg 
Baſt... Mine was ſecure. 5 79 * es 
: 1 Keig. 


Shall be engrav d the Sack of Orleans, 


And what a terrour he had been to France. 
But, Lords, in all our bloody Maſſacre, 
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Reig. And ſo was mine, my Lord. 
Char, And for my ſelf, moſt part of all this Night | 
Within her Quarter, and mine own PrecinR, 
was employ d in paſſing to and fro, 
About relieving of the Centinels. 
Then how, or which way, ſhould they firſt break in? 
Pucel. Queſtion, my Lord, no further of the caſe, 
| How, or which way; 'tis ſure they found ſome place 
But weakly" Guarded, where the Breach was made: 
And now there reſts no other ſhift, but thus | 
To gather our Soldiers, ſcatter'd and diſperſt, | 
And lay new Plat-forms to endamage them. - | Exevnt. 
Alarum. 1 7 a Soldier, crying, a Talbot! 4 Talbot! 
fly, leaving their Cloaths behind. 
ol. PI bs {o bold to take what they have * 
The Cry of Talbot ſerves me for a Sword, 

For 1 have loaden me with many Spoils, ad 3 3 
voy no other Weapon but his Name. Ute [5x6 
| Enter Talbot, Bedford, and Burgundy, 
Bed. The Day begins to break, and Night is fled, 

Whoſe pitchy Mantle over-vail'd the Earth. 

Here ſound Retreat; and ceaſe our hot Purſuit. [Retreat 
Tal. Brin ring forth the Body of old Salsbury, 

And here advance it in the Market place, 

The middle Centre of this curſed Town. 

Now have I pay'd my Vow unto his Soul,. 

For every drop of Blood was drawn from him, 

There hath at leaſt five Frenchmen dy d to Night. 

And that hereafter Ages may behold __ 

What Ruin happen'd in revenge of him, 

Within the chiefeſt Temple Il! eret 

A Tomb, wherein his Corps ſhall be interr'd: 

Upon the which, that every one may read, 


The treacherous manner of his mournful de 


ij muſe we met not with the Dauphin's Grace, © 
His nev/-come Champion, virtuous Joan of -_” 
Nor any of his falſe Confederates. 


Bed 


Bed 


When Ladies crave to be encountred with. 


King HENANY VI 201 


Bed. 'Tis thought, Lord Talbot, when the fight began, 
Rous'd on the ſudden from their dro vſie Beds, 
They did amongſt the Troops of armed Men, 
Leap o'er the Walls for refuye in the Field. 

Bur. My ſelf, as far as l could well diſcern, 


For Smoak and duſty Vapours of the Night. 


Am ſure I ſcar d the Dauphin and his Trull, 
When Arm in Arm they both came ſwiftly running, 
Like to a pair of loving Turtle Doves, 
That could not live aſunder Day or Night, 
After that things are ſer in order here, 
We'll follow them with all the Power we have. 
Enter @ Meſſenger. h 
Meſſ. All hail, my Lords; which of this Princely Train 
Call ye the Warlike Talbot, for his Acts 


So much applauded through the Realm of France? 
Tal. Here is the Talbot, who would ſpeak with him? 


_ Mefſ. The virtuous Lady, Counteſs of Auvergne, 
Wir h Modeſty admiring thy Renowa, 2 
By me intreats, great Lord, thou would' vouchſafe 


Jo viſit her poor Caſtle where ſhe lyes; 


That ſhe may boaſt ſhe hath beheld the Man, 
Whoſe Glory fills the World with loud report. 
Bur. Is it even ſo? Nay, then I ice our Wars 

Will turn into a peaceful Comick Sport, 


You may not, my Lord, deſpiſe her gentle ſutt. 
Tal. Ne er truſt me then; for when a World of Men 

Could nat prevail with all their Oratory, 

Yet hath a Woman's kindneſs over-rul'd; 

And therefore tell her, 1 return great thanks, 


And in ſubmiſſion will attend on her.. 
Will not your Honours bear me company? 


Bed. No, truly tis more than manners will. 


And I have heard it ſaid, Unbidden Gueſts | 


Are often welcomeſt when they are gone, 
Tal. Well then, alone, ſince there's no remedy, 


I mean to prove this Lady's courteſie. 


Come hither, Captain, you perceive my Mind. [Ih er-. 


| Caps. I do, my Lord, and mean accordingly. [ Exj. 


" Enter | 
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| Enter Counteſs of Auvergne 
Count. Porter, remember what 1 gore I 3 in charge, 

And when you have done ſo, bring the Keys to me. 
Port. Madam, I will. (Exit. 
Count. The Plot is laid, if all things fall out right, 
- I ſhall as famous be by this Exploit, 

As Scythian Tomyris by Cyrus Death. 
Great is the rumour of this dreadful Knight, 
And his Atchievements of no leſs account: 
Fain would mine Eyes be err rovngy Ears, 
To give their Crafire of theſe rare R 
Enter Meſſenger and T 3 
Meſſ. Madam, according as your Ladyſbip deſir'd, 

By Meſſage crav'd, fo is Lord Talbot come. 
Count. And he is welcome; what? is this the Man ? 
| Meſſ. Madam, it is. | 
Count. Is this the Scourge of France? 
ls this the Talbor, ſo much fear d abroad? 
That with bis Name the Mothers till their Babes? 
I 1 ſee Report is fabulous and falſe. 
1 thought I ſhould haye ſeen ſome Herexles, 


A ſecond Hector, for his 


41a E. irony keje Limbs. | 
And large proportion © t Lambs. 
Alas! this &s a Child, a filly Dwarf; 
It cannot be, this weak * writhled Shrimp 
Should ſtrike ſuch terror to his Enemies. 
Tal. Madam, I have been bold to trouble you: 
Fut ſince your Ladyſhip is not ar leaſure, 
I fort ſome other time to viſit Jou. 
Count. What means he now? 
Go ask him, whither he goes? 

|  MAeff. Stay, my Lord Talbot, for my Lady c craves, 
To know x cauſe of your abrupt departure. 

Tal. Marry, for that ſhe's in a wrong belief, 
? 80 to certifi her, Talbots here. 

Enter Porter with Keys. 


ne chow bib bd; this wee thou Priſoner, 
Tal. Priſoner? to whom ? 


| Count. To me, Blood-thirſty Lord : 
_ And tor that cauſe | train d thee to my Houſe. Kh” 
| | Long 


Long 
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Long time thy Shadow hath been thrall to me, ; 
For in my Gallery thy Picture hangs: 
But now the Subſtanee ſhall endure the like, * 
And I will chain theſe Le me Arms of thine, 


That haſt by Tyranny th Years 
Waſted our Country, {lain * — | 


And ſent our Sons and Husbands Captivate: 
Tal. Ha, ha, ha. 
Count. Laugheſt thou Wretch? 

Thy Mirth ſhall turn to Moan. 
Tal. 1 laugh to ſee your Ladyſhip fo fond, 

To think, that you have ought but Talbor's Shadow; 


Whereon to practiſe your Severity. 


Count. Why ? art not thou the Man? 

Tal. I am indeed. 

Count. Then have I Subſtance too, 

Tal. No, no, I am but Shadow of my ſelf: 
You are deceiv d, my Subſtance is not here; 
For what you ſee is but the ſmalleſt part, 
And leaſt Proportion of Humanity : 
1 tell you, Madam, were the whole Frame here, 
It is of ſuch a ſpacious lofty pitch, 


Your Roof were not ſufficient to contain it. 


Count. This is a Riddling Merchant for the ap 
He will be here, and yet he is not here: 


How can theſe contrarieties agree? 

Tal. That will I ſhew you preſently. 

Winds his Horn, Drums ſtrike up, a Peal of Orduance i 

| Enter Soldiers. 

How ſay you, Madam? are you now perſuaded, 
That Talbot is but Shadow of himſelf? | 
Theſe are his Subſtance, Sinews, Arms, and Strength, 
With which be yoaketh your Rebellious Necks, 
Razeth your Cities, and ſubverts your Towns, | ot 
And in a moment makes them deſolate. | 

Count. Victorious Talbot, pardon my abu'e; 
I find thou art no leſs than Fame hath bruited, 
And more than may be gathered by thy Shape. 
Let my Preſumption not provoke thy Wrath, 
For 1 am n ſorry, that wit Reyerence | 
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In dumb ſignificants proclaim your Thoughts: 
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I did not entertain thee as thou art. | 
Tal. Be not diſmay'd, fair Lady, nor miſconſtrur 


| The Mind of Talbot, as you did miſtake 


The outward compoſition of his 4 
What you have done, hath not offended me: 
Nor other Satis faction do I crave, 

But only with your Patience, that we ma 


Taſte of your Wine, and ſee what Cates you have, 
For Soldiers Stomachs always ſerve them well, 


Coun. With all my Heart, and think me henoured, 
To feaſt ſo great a Warrior in my Houſe [ Exeunt 


| Enter Richard Plantagenet, Warwick, Somerſe Suffolk, 


Jo 


Plan. Great Lords and Gentlemen, 


What means this ſilence? 5 
Dare no Man anſwer in a Caſe of Truth? 


Suf. Within the Temple Hall we were too loud, 


The Garden here is more convenient. 
Plan. Then ſay at once, it I maintain'd the Truth: 


Or elſe was wrangling Somerſet in th' Error? 
Suf. Faith I have been a Truant in the Law, 


And never yet could frame my Will to it, 
And therefore frame the Law unto my Will. 


Som. Judge you, my Lord of Warwick, then between us, 
Har. Between two Hawks, which flies the higher pitch, 


| Between two Dep which hath the deeper Mouth, 


Between two Blades, which bears the better temper, 
Between two Horſes, which doth bear him beſt, 

Between two Girls, which bath the merryeſt Eye, 
I have perhaps ſome ſhallow Spicit of judgment, 


But in theſe nice ſharp Quillets of the Law, 
 Good-faith, I am no wiſer than a Daw. | 


The truth appeirs ſo naked on my tide, | 
That any pur-blind Eye may find it ou”, 


Som. And on my fide, it is fo well apparell d, 
So clear, ſo ſhining, and ſo evident, BY 
Thar it will glimmer through a bliad Man's Eye. 8 


Plan. Since you are Tongue- ty d, and fo loth to ſpeak, 
let 


7 
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| Shall yield the other in the right Opinion. 


The Argument 
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Let him that is a true · born Gentleman, 

And ſtands upon the Honour of his Birth, | 

If he ſuppoſe that I have pleaded truth, _ 
From off this Briar pluck a white Roſe with me. 


Som. Let him that is no Coward, nor no Flatterer, 
But dare maintain the Party of the Truth, 


Pluck a red Roſe from this Thorn with me. 


War. I love no Colours; and without all colour 
Of baſe infinuating Flattery, 


I pluck this white Roſe with Plan! agenet. 

gef. | pluck this red Roſe with young Somwrſer, 
And ſay withal, I think he held the right. 

Ver. Stay. Lords and Gentlemen. and pluck no more, 
Till you conclude, that he upon whoſe ſide 

The feweſt Roſes are crop d Tom the Free, 


Som. Good Maſter Vernon, it is well objected ; 
If 1 have feweſt I ſubſcribe in ſilence. 5 
Plan. And I. 


. the cu, 


I pluck this pale and maiden Bloſſom here, 
Giving my Verdict on the white Roſe file. 


Som. Prick not your Finger as you pluck it off, 
Leſt bleeding, you do paint the white Roſe Red, 
And fall on my fide ſo againſt your will. 

Ver, If I. my Lord, — my Opinion bleed, 
Opinion ſhall be Surgeon to my hurt, 


And keep me on the fide where fill | am. 


Som. Well, well, come on, who elſe? 
Lawyer. Unleſs my Study and my Books be falſe, 


In ſign whereot, I pluck a white Roſe too. : 
Plan. Now Somerſet, where is your Argument? 
Som. Here in my Scabbard, meditating that, / 

Shall dye your white Role in a bloody Red. 


Plan. Mean time your Checks do counterfeit our Roſes, | 


For pale they look with _ as — N 
The truth on our ſide. 


Som. No Plantagenet. 


Tis not for 3 dut anger, that chy Cheeks 4 
kluch 


* 


you held, was w rong in you; [ToSomerſet. 
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Bluſh _ ſhame, to counterfeit our Roſes, 
And yet thy Tongue will not confeſs thy Error. 
Plan. Hath not thy Roſe a Canker, Somerſet? 
Som. Hath not thy Roſe a Thorn, Plantagenet ? 
Play. Ay, ſharp and piercing to maintain his truth, 
Whiles thy conſuming Canker eats his falſhood. {FF 
Som. Well, III find Friends to wear my bleeding Roſes, - 
That ſhall maintain what I have faid is true, 
Where falſe 1 dare not be ſeen, 
Plan. Now by this Maiden Bloſſom in my Hand, 
I ſcornithee and thy faſhion, peeviſh Boy” 
Su. Turn not thy ſcorns this way, Plantagenet. 

Plan. Proud Pool, I will, and ſcorn both him and thee, 
Sa. I'll turn my part thereof into thy Throat. 
Som. Away, away, good William de la Pool, 

We grace the Veoman, by converſing with him. 15 
Mar. Now by God's will thou wrong'ſt him, Somerſet 
His Grandfather was Lyonel Duke of 'Clarmce, 
Third Son to the third Edward King of England: 
Spring Creſtleſs Yeomen from ſo deep a Root? 
Plan. He bears him on the Place's Privi * 
Or durſt not for his craven Heart ſay thus. | 
Som. By him that made me, I'll maintain my words- 
On any plot of Ground in Chriſtendom. 
Was not thy Father, Richard, Earl of Cambridge, - 
For Treaſon executed in our late King's Days? | 
And by his Treaſon, ſtand'ſt not thou artainted, - 
Corrupted and exempt from antient Gentry ? 
His Treſpaſs yet lives guilty in thy Blond, 
And till thou be reſtor d, thou art a Yeoman. 
Plan. My Father was attached, not attainted, - 
| Condemn'd to die for Treaſon, but no Traitor; 
And that I'll prove on better Men than Somerſet, 
Were growing time once ripened to my Will. 
For your Partaker Pool, and you your ſelf, 
IA note you in my Book of Memory, 
To ſcourge you for this Apprehenfion ;' . © 
Look to it well, and ſay you are well warn d. 
Som. Ah, thou ſhalt ad us ready for thee (till; 


And know us by theſe Colours, for thy Foes: 


bor 


For 
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For theſe, my Friends in ſpight of thee ſhall Wear. 
Plan. And by my Soul, pale and angry Roſe, 
As Cognizance of my Blood-drinking hate, 
Will I for ever, and my Faction wear, 
Until it wither with me to my Grave, 
Or flouriſh to the height of my Degree. 

Suf. Go forward, and be choak'd with thy Ambition: 


And fo farewel, until I meet thee next. | Exit. 


Som. Have with thee, Pool : Farewel, ambitious Ri- 


thard, [ Exit. | 


Plan. How I am bray'd, and muſt perforce endure it! 
War. This blot, that they object againſt your Houſe, 
Shall be wip'd out in the next Parliament, 
Call'd for the Truce of Wincheſter and Glouceſter : 
And if thou be not then created York, 
I will not live to be accounted Warwick. 
Mean time, in fignal of my love to thee, 
Againſt proud Somerſet, and William, Pool, 
Will I upon thy party wear this Roſe. 
And here I propheſie; this Brawl to day, 
Grown to 1 in the Temple Garden, 
Shall ſend between the red Roſe and the — | 
A thouſand Souls to death and deadly Night. 
2 Good Maſter Vernon, I am bound to you, 
you on my behalf would pluck a Flower. 
mo 15 your behalf ſtill will I wear the ſame. 
Lawyer. — ſo will I. | 
Come, let us four to dinner ; I dare fay, 


This Quarrel will drink Blood another ay. [Exennt, 


Euter Mortimer, brought in a Chair, and > a 
Aer. Kind Keepers of my weak decaying Age, 
Let dying Mortimer here reſt himſelf. 
Even like a Man new haled from the Wrack, 
So fare my Limbs with long Impriſonment: 
And theſe gray Locks the Purſuivants of *. 
Neſtor. like — in an Age of Care, 
— the end of Edmund hoſe walking | 1 4 

ele Eyes, like Lamps, whoſe waſting O is ſpent, 
Wax * as drawing to their Exigent. 
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Weak Shoulders, over. born with burthening Grief, 

And pit hleſs arm like to a withered Vine, 
That droons his ſapleſs Branches to the Ground, 
| Yer are the e Feet whoſe ſtrengthleſs ſtay is numb, 

(Unable upport this Lump of Clay) 
Swift-wi::ged w:th defire to get a Grave, 

As witting 1 nv other comfort have, | 
But tel! me, Keeper. will my Nephew come? 
Keeper. Rickard Plantagenet, my Lord, will come, 

We ſent unto the Temple, to his Chamber, 

And anſwer was return'd, that he will come. 
Mor. Enough; my Soul then ſhall be ſatisfied. 

Poor Gentleman, his wrong doth equal mine. 

Since Henry Monmouth firſt began to Reign, 

Before v/i:oſe Glory 1 was great in Arms, 
This loarhſome ſequeſtration have I had; 

And even fince then, hath Richard been obſcur d, 
Depriv'd of Honour and Inheritance. 

But now the Arbitrator of Deſpairs, 

Juft Death, kind Umpire of Mens Miſeries. 
With ſweet Enlargement doth diſmiſs me hence: 
I would his Troubles likewiſe were expir'd, 
| That fo he might recover what was loſt, 
| Enter Richard 4 — 
Keeper, My Lord, your lo Nephew now is come. . 
Mor. 4 Plantagones, po ri is he come? 

Plan. J, noble Uncle, thus ignobly us'd, 

Your Nephew, late deſpiſed Richard, comes. 
Nor. Direct mine Arms, I may embrace bis Neck, 
And in his Boſom ſpend my later gaſp. 

Oh tell me when my Lips do touch his Checks, 

That 1 may kindly give one fainting Ki 

And now declare, ſweet Stem from York's s great stock: 

Why didſt thou ſay of late thou wert deſpis d? | 1 
Plan. Firit, lean thine aged Back againſt mine Arm, | 
And in that eaſe I'll tell thee my Diſcaſe. 

This Gay in Argument upon a Caſe, 

Some words there grew 'twixt Somerſet ks me: 

Amongſt which terms, he us'd his laviſh — 
And did upbraid me with my Father's Death; wi 


— 
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Which Obloquy ſet Bars before my Tongue, 

Elſe with the like I had requited him. | 

Therefore, good Uncle, for my Father's fake, 

In honour of a true Plantagenet, 5 

And for Alliance ſake, declare the Cauſe, 

My Father, Earl of Cambridge, loſt his Head. ine 
Mor. This Cauſe, fair Nepbew, that impriſon'd me, 

And hath detain'd me all my flow'ring Youth, _ 

Within a loathſome Dungeon, there to pine, 

Was curſed Inſtrument of his Deceaſe. | 
Plan. Diſcover more at large, what Cauſe that was, 

For I am ignorant, and cannot gueſs. Hes 
Mor, 1 will, if that my fading Breath permit, 

And Death approach not, ere my Tale be done. 

Henry the Fourth, Grandfather to this King, 

Depos'd his Coufin Richard, Edward's Son, 

The firſt begotten, and the lawful Heir 

Of Edward King. the third of that Deſcent. 

During whoſe Reign, the Piercies of the North, 

Finding his Uſurpation moſt unjuſt, 

Endeavour d my Advancement to the Throne, 

The Reaſon mov d theſe warlike Lords to this, 

Was, for that, young King Richard thus remov'd, 

Leaving no Heir begotten of his Body, 

1 was the next by Birth and Parentage: 

For by my Mother I derived am 

From Lyonel Duke of Clarence, the third Son 

To King Edward the Third; whereas he, 

From Fohn of Gau doth bring his Pedigree, 

Being but the fourth of that Heroick Line. | 

But mark; as in this hty Attempt, 

They laboured to Plant ightful Heir, 


I loſt my Liberty, and they their Lives. 
Long afcer this, when Henry the Fifth, 


Succeeding his Father Bullingbroke, did Reign; | 
Thy Father, Earl of . then deriv d 
From famous Edmund Langley, Duke of York, 
Marrying my Siſter, that thy Mother was; 
Again, in pity of my hard diſtreſs, 
Levicd an Army, weening to redeem, 
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And have inftall'd me in the Diadem: 
But as the reſt, ſo fell that noble Earl, 
And was beheaded. Thus the Mortimers, 
In whom the Title reſted, were ſuppreſt. 
Plan. Of which, my Lord, your Honour is the aft? 
Mor. True; and thou ſeeſt, that I no Iſſue have, 
And that my fainting Words do warrant Death: 
Thou art my Heir; the reſt. I wiſh thee gather: 
But be ery in thy ſtudious Care. 
| fa Thy grave A 2 prevail with me: 
But yet, methinks, my Father's Execution 
Was Tank leſs than bloody Tyranny. 
Nor. With filence, Nephew, be thou politick: 
Strong fixed is the Houſe of Lancaſter, 
And like a Mountain, not to be remoy'd. 
But now thy Uncle is removing hence, 
As Princes do their Courts, when they are cloy'd_ 


| With long continuance in a ſetled place, 


Plan. © Uncle, would ſome part of my young Years 
: Might but redeem the Paſſage of your Age. 

Mor. Thou doſt then wrong is as that daughter doth, 
Which giveth many Wounds; when one will kill. . 
| —_ not, except thou ſorrow for my Good, 

give order for my Funeral. 
And 0 ſo farewel, and fair be all thy Hopes ; 
And proſperous be thy Life in Peace and War. [Dies | 

Plan. And Peace, no War, befal thy parting Soul 
In Priſon haſt thou ſpent a image, 


And like a Hermite over-paſt thy Days. 
Well, I will lock his Counſel in my Breaſt, 
And what I do i imagine, let that reſt. 
Keepers convey him hence, and I my ſelf 
Will fee his Burial better than his Life... 
Here dies the dusky Torch of Mortimer, 
Choak'd with Ambitien of the meaner ſort. 
And for thoſe Wrongs, thoſe bitter - 
Which Somerſet hath offer'd to my Houſe, 
I doubt not, bat with Honour to redreſs. 
And therefore haſte I to the Parliament, 


ies, 


Humphrey of Gloſter, if thou canſt accuſe, 


Think not, alchough in Wri 
The manner of thy vile bers Crimes, 
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Either to be reftored to my Blood, CTR 
Or make my Will th advantage of my Good. [Exit 


' ACT. m SCENE L- 


Flouriſh. Zutir Ning Henry, Exeter, Glouceſter, Win: 
_ cheſter, Warwick, er ofirs Suffolk, 3 Plan- 
tagenet. Glouceſter offers to put wp # Bill: Wincheſter 
| ſnaiches it, and tears it. 5 
um om! thou with deep — Lines? 
With written Pamphlets, ftudiouſly devis d? 


Or ought intend'ſt to lay unto my Charge, 
Do it without — ſuddenly, 

As I with ſudden, and extemporal Speech, 

Purpoſe to anſwer what thou canft object. | [tience; 


Glo. Preſum Prieft, this place commands my "Va: ny 


Or thou ſhouldt find thou haſt diſhonour'd me. 
I preferr'd 


That therefore I have forg'd, or am not able 
verbatim to rehearſe the Method of my Pen. 


No, Prelate, ſuch is thy audacious Wickedneſs, 


Thy leud. peſtiferous, and diſſentious —_ 
As very Iufants prattle of thy Pride. PT 
Thou art a moſt pernicious Uſurer, 
Froward by Nature, Enemy to Peace, 
Laſcivious, wanton, more well beſeems 

A Man of thy Profeſſion, and Degree. 

And for thy Treachery, what's more manifeſt? - 

In that thou laid'ſt a Trap to take my Life, 

As well at Landon Bridge, as at the Tower. 

Beſide, | fear me, if thy Thoughts were ſiſted. 

The King, thy Soveraign, is not quite-exempt 
From envious Malice of thy Fo —_— 
Win. Gloſter, I do deſie thee. +" vouchſaſe 
To give me bearing what I ſhall reply. 
It J were Covetous, Ambitious, or Peryerſe, 
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As be will have me; how am I ſo poor? 
Or how haps it, 1 ſeek not to advance 


Or raiſe my ſelf? But keep my wonted Calling. En 


And for Diſſention, who preferreth Peace” © 
More than I do? except | be provok d. 
No, my gocd Lords, it is not that offends, 
It is not that, that bath incens'd the Duke: 
It is becauſe no one ſhould ſway but he, 
No one, but he, ſhould be about the King; 
And that engenders Thunder in his Breaſt, 
And makes him roar theſe Accufatioris forth, 
But he ſhall know, I am as good—— 
Slo. As good? | 5 

Thou Baſtard of my Grandfather. 


mn. Ay, Lordly Sit; for what are you, I pray, 


But one imperious in another's Throne? 
Glo. Am not I Protector, ſawey Prieft? 


Vin. And am not I a Prelate of the Church? 


Glo. Yet, as an Out-law in a Caſtle keeps, 


And uſeth it, to patronage his Theft. 


Win. Unreverent Glocefler. 
Slo. Thou art Reverend, 
"Touching thy ſpiritual Function, not thy Life. 
_ Win. Rome ſhall remedy this. DE 
War. Roam thither then. 

My Lord, it were your Duty to forbear. 
Som. Ay, ſee the Biſhop be not over-born: 
Methinks my Lord ſhould be Religious 

And know the Office that belongs to ſuch. 


It fitteth not a Prelate ſo to plead. 


Som, Yes, when his holy State is touch'd fo near. 
War. State holy, or unhallow'd, what of that? 


Is not his Grace Protector to the King? 
Rich. Plantagenet I ſee muſt hold his Tongue, 
Leſt it be ſaid, Speak, Sirrah, when you ſhould, 
Muſt your bold Verdict enter talk with Lords? 
Elſe would I have a =y at Wincheſter. 
EK. Henry. Uncles of Gloſter aud of Wincheſter, 
The ſpecial Watchmen of our Engliſh Wed, 


War. Methinks his Lordſhip ſhould be humbler, 


a ® Aa ac al co.cc. .o.c 


_— 
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ſ would prevall, if Prayers might prevail, 
To join your Hearts in Love and Amity. 
Oh. what a Scandal is it to our Crown, 
That two ſuch Noble Peers as ye ſhould jar! 
Believe me, Lords, my tender Years can tell, 
Civil Diſſem ion is a viperous Worm, 
That gnaws the . the Common- weak, 
l A nojſe within; Do vn with the un Coats. 
K. Henry. What Tumult's this? 
War. An Uproar, 1 dare warrant, 
Begun — malice of the Biſhop's Men. 
[4 noiſe again, Stones, Stones. 
| | Enter Mayor. 

Mayor Oh, my good Lords, and virtuous Henry, 

Pity the City of London, pity us: 

The Biſhop, and the Duke of Glofer's Men, 
Forbidden late to carry any Weapon, 
Have fill'd their Pockets full of peble Stones; 
And banding themſelves in contrary Parts, 

Do pelt ſo faſt at one another's Pate, 
That many have their giddy Brains knock d out: 
Our Windes are broke down in every 2 
And we, for fear, compell'd to ſhut our Shops 

Ener in Skirmiſh with bloody Pates. 

K. Henry. We charge you on Allegiance to our ſelves, 
To hold your ſlaughtering Hands, and keep the Peace: 
Pray, Uncle Glo er, mitigate this Strife. 

1 Serv. Nay, if we be forbidden Stones, we I fall to it 
with our Tecth. 

_ 2 Serv. Do what ye dare, we are as reſolute. 
[Skirmiſh again. 

ol You of my Houſhold leave this pecviſh broil, 
And ſet this unaccuſtom d fight aſide. 

3 Serv. My Lord, we know your Grace to be a Man | 
Juit, and upright; and for your Royal Birth, 

Inferior to none, but te his Majeſty : 

And ere that we will ſuffer ſuch a Prince, 

So kind a Father of the Common- Weal, 

To be diſgraced by an Ink-horn Mate, 
Ve, and our Wives and — all will fight, 
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And have our Bodies ſlaughter d by thy Foes. 
1 1 Serv. Ay, and the very 2 our Nails 
Shall pitch a Field when we are 
; And if you loye me, as you ſay you do, 

* me perſwade you to — a While. 

Henry. O how this Diſcord doth afflict my Soul! 
95 en my Lord of I incheſter, behold 
bs hs and Tears, and will not once relent ? 
55 d be pitiful, if you be not? 
| Or hot ſhould ſtudy to prefer a Peace, 
If Holy Church- Men take delight in Broils? 
Mar. Yield my Lord Protector, yield Wincheſter; 
ay uf you mean with obſtinate Repulſe 

your Sovereign, and deſtroy the Realm. 

— 195 a Miſchief, and what Murther too, 

Hath been enacted through your Enmity : 

b * be at Peace, except ye thirſt for B ood. 

He fhall ſubmit, or I will never yield. 

: — eons | on the King commands me ſtoop, 

Or I would ſee his Heart out, ere the Prieſt 
Should ever To that privilege of me. 

War. Behold Lord of Winchefttr, the Duke 
Hath banifh'd * y diſcontented Fury, 

And by his ſmoothed Bros it doth appear 
Why look yeu ſtill ſo Stern and Tragical? | 
Gt. Here, Wincheſter, 1 offer thee my Hand. 


K. Henry. Fie, Uncle Beaufard, 1 have heard you preach, | 


That Malice was a great and grievous Sin: 
And will not you maintain the thing you reach? 
But prove a chief Offender in the fame. | 
ar. Sweet King; the Biſhop hath a kindly gied: 
For Shame, my Lord of Vincheſter, relent; 
What, ſhall a Child inſtruct you what to do? 
in. Well, Duke of Gloſter, I will yield to thee, | 
Love for oy day and Hand for Hand I give, 
Sb. Ay, but 1 fear me with a hollow Heart. 
| See here, my Friends and loving Countrymen, | 
This Token ſerveth for a Flag of Truce, 
Betwixt our ſelves, and all our Followers: 


[Begin again. 


LF I OR 


ch; | 


80 


| 158 30780 am Im 


So help me God, as I diſſemble not. 
ay + So help me God as I intend it not. 
enry. Oh, loving Uncle, kind Duke of Gloſter, 
ca - by this Contract! 
Away, my Maſters, trouble us no more, 


But join in Friendſhi =o, as your Lords have done. 


1 Serv. Content, I'll to the Surgeons. 
2 Serv. And fo will I. 
3 Serv. And I will ſee what Phyſick the Tavern affords. 
[ [ Exennt. 
War. Accept this Scrowl, moſt gracious Sovereign, 
Which in "uy Right of Richard Plantagenet, 
We do exhibit to your _ 


ſty. 
Glo. Well urg'd, my Lord of Warwick; for,ſweet Prince, 


And if your Grace mark every Circumſtance, 
You have great reaſon to do Richard _ 
Eſpecially for thoſe Occaſions 

At Zlham Place I told your Majeſty. 

K. Henry. And thoſe Occaſions, Uncle, wereof force: | 
Therefore, my loving Lords, our pleaſure is 
That Richard be reſtored to his Blood, 

War. Let Richard be reſtored to his Blood, 

So ſhall his Father's Wrongs be recompens d. 
Win, As will the reft, ſo willeth Wincheſter. 

R. Hewy. If Richard will be _ not that alone, 
Bur all the whole Inheritance 
That doth belong unto the Houſe of York, 

From whence yeu ſpring, by lineal Deſcent. 

Rich. Thy humble Servant vows Obedience, 
And humble Service till the point of Death. 


K. Hewy.Stoopthen, 1 Foots 


And in reguerdon of that Duty done, 
I gird thee with the valiant Sword of York. 
Riſe, Richard. like a true Plantagenet, 
And riſe created Princely Duke of Tork. | 
Rich. And fo thrive Richard, as thy Foes may fl, 
And as my Duty ſprings, io periſh they 


That grudge one Thought againſt your Ma 
Al. Welcome, high Prince, the mighty — of 1 York. 
Som. Perilh, baſe 2 I Duke of Terk, -_ bs 
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Slo. Now will it beſt avail your Majefty, 
To croſs the Seas, and to be crown'd in France: 
The preſence of a King engenders Love, 
Amongſt his Subjects and his loyal Friends, 
As it 2 — DE 
XK. Henry. When Glo“ ys the word, King Henry goes, 
For Friendly Counſel cuts off many — n | 
Slo. Your Ships already are in readineſs. [ Exennt, 
Manet Exeter. 8 
Exe. Ay, we may march in England or in France, 
Not ſeeing what is likely to enſue; 
This late Diſſention grown betwixt the Peers, 
- Furns under feigned aſhes of forg'd Love, 
And will at laſt break out into a Flame, 
As feſter'd Members rot but by degrees, 
Till Bones, and Fleſh, and Sinews fall away; 
So will this baſe and envious Diſcord 3 | 
And now 1 fear that fatal Prophecy 85 
Which in the time of Henry nam'd the Fifth, 
Was in the Mouth of every ſucking Babe, 
That Henry born at Monmouth ſhould win all, 
And Henry born at Vindſor ſhould loſe all: 
Which is ſo plain, that Exeter doth wiſh, 


His days may finiſh ere that hapleſs time, [Exit, 
: SCENE Il. A 
Enter Joan la Pucelle gui“ d, and four Soldiers with . 


Sacks upon their Backs. 

Pucel. Theſe are the City Gates, the Gates of Roan, 
Through which our Policy muſt make a Breach, 
Take heed, be wary how you place your Words, 
Talk like the 3 ſort of Market- men, 
That come to gather Mony for their Corn. 
If we have entrance, as I hope we fhall, 
And that we find the ſlothful Watch but weak, 
Il by a Sign give notice to our Friends, 
That Charles the Dauphin may encounter them. 
Sol. Our Sacks ſhall be a means to ſack the City, 
And wg be Lords and Rulers over Roan, 

1 55 | Therefore 


ore 
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Therefore we'll knock, | _ 


Watch. da la? * 3 
Pucel. Faſſans de B 


Poor Market Folks that —4 to ſell their Corn. 


Watch. Enter, go in, the Market Bell is rung. 
Pacel, Now Roan, PIl make thy Bulwarks tothe Ground, 


[Exennt. 
5 Enter Dauphin, Baſtard, and Alenſon. 
Dax. St. Dennis bleſs this happy 
And once again we'll ſleep ſecure in Roan. 
Baſt. Here entred Pucelle and her Practiſants: 
Now ſhe is there, how will ſhe ſpecific, 
Where is the beſt and ſafeſt P in? 


Reig. By thruſting out a Torch from yonder Tower; 5 
Which once diſcern d, ſhews that her meaning is, 
No way to that (for weakneſs) which ſhe entred. 
Euter Joan la Pucelle onthe top, thruſting out a Torch burning. | 


- Pucel. Behold, this is the' happy Wedding Torch, 


That joineth Nuan unto her Countrymen, 
But burning fatal to the Talbonizes. - 


Baſt. See noble Charles, the Beacon of our Friend; 
The burning Torch in yonder Turret ſtands.” 
Dau. Now ſhines it like a Comet of Revenge, 
A rea to the fall of all our Foes, 
g. Defer no time, delays have d angerous Ends, 


wn and cry, The Danphin, pr 5 13 
And then do execution on 1 Wah 4 


[A Alarm, Aber! in an be 
| Tal. France, thou ſhalt rue this Treaſon with thy Tears, 
It Talbot but ſurvive thy Treachery. 


| Pucelle that Witch, that damned Sorcereſs, 


Hath wrought this heliſh Miſchief — | fg 
That hardly we eſcap d the Pride of France Exit. 
Az Alarm : Excurſions, Bedford brought in gel n in 4 


celle, Dauphin, Baſtard and Reignier on the Walls, 
Pucel. Good morrow, Gallants, want ye Cora for Bread 


11 think the Duke of Burgundy will faſt, 
| Before he'll buy again at ſuch a rate. 


Twas fall of De do you like the tale? 
4 : 14 we taner 


: - 
: * 
* 
1 Z 
L] ” 
5 
1 
* i 
Cl 
| 
: 4 
hs o 
| _Y + 
| "A 
: 
4 
: \ , g* 
' Lg 
\ Po 
| N * 
| of 
: 
' ” 
9 
0 
3 11 
| 4 
: 
: 
, 
: 2 
' K 
, p F 
| q 
| | A 
: ' 
l , l 
. | , 4 j 
1 
2 9? 
: g 
: 


— — 
_ : = A. 


Air 
Enter Talbot and Burgundy without; within ſoan la Gr 


Bug. 


* 
— 6 
n 


— 


Z . 


> LET? — 
. _—— 1 
ry = = 
— 


220 The Firſt Part of 
| «Burg: Scoff on, vile Fiend, and ſhameleſs Curtizan; 

I truſt ere long to choak thee with thin& en, 

And make thee curſe the Harveſt of that Corn. 
Dan Your Grace may ſtarve, perhaps, before that time: 
Bed. Oh let not Words, but Deeds, revenge this Treaſon. 
Pucel, What will you do, good gray Beard? 

Break. a Lance, and run a Tilt at Beach 

Within a CONE: 2 

Tal. Foul Fiend of France, and of all d 

Incompaſs d with thy luſtſul and Hay of » pight, - 

Becomes v.thee to taunt his valiant Age, 

And twit with Cowardiſe a Man half dead? 

Darmſel I'll have a Bout with you again, 

Or elſe let Talbot periſh with his Shame. 

Pucel. Are you ſo hot, Sir: Yet Pucelle hold thy Peace, 
nas | | 
. ider together in Counſel, 
od ſpeed the Parliament; who ſhall be the Speaker? 
Tal. Dare ye come forth, and meet us in the Field? 
sf Belike your Lordſhip takes us then for Fools, 
Te or no. | 
: I ſpeak not to that railing Hecate, 4 
But unto thee , and the reſt. 
Will ye, like Soldiers, come and fight it out? 


Alen © © r 
Tal. Seignior. : Baſe Muleteers of France, 
Like Peaſant Foor-boy do t keep the Walls, 
And dare. not take up Arms, like Gentlemen. 
Piucel. Captains away, let's get us from the Walls, 
For Talbot means no goodneſs. by his Looks. 
God be wi'you, my Lord; we came, Sir, ; bur to tel you, 
alls, 


That we are here. [Exexent the 
Tal. And there will we be too, ere 442 
Or elſe Reproach be Talbot s Fame. 


Vow Burgundy, by Honour of thy Houle, | 
Prick d on by ick Wrongs ſuſtain d in France, 
Either to Town again, or die. | 
And 1, as fure as Engliſh Henry lives, 2 
And as his Father here was Conquerer, 
«ds ure 2s in this late betrayed Town, 


The valiant Duke o 


For I have ſeen our Eaemies overthrow. 


This is a double Honour, Burgandyy . 
| K 3 Tet 


Great Cœurdelian's Heart was buried; 
So ſure | ſwear to get the Town or die. 
Burg. My Vows are equal partners with thy Vows. 
Tal. But ere we this dying Prince, 
Bedford: Come, my Lord, 


We will beſtow you in ſome better 8 


Fitter for Sic and for craz 


Bed. Lord Talbot, do not fo _ me: 


Here I will fit, before the Walls of Roan, 
And will be partner of your Weal or Wo. 


Burg. 8 ous Bedford; let us now perſuade you. 
Bed. Not to gone trom hence? For once | &T. 
That ſtout Pendragon, in his Litter ſick. 


Came to the Field, and v iſhed his Foes. 


Methinks I ſhould revive the Soldiers Hearts, 
| Becauſe I ever found them as my ſelf. 


Tal. Undaunted Spirit in a dying Breaſt, 

Then be it fo: Heavens keep old Bedford lafe... 
And now no more ado, brave Burgundy, 
But gather we our Forces out of band, 


And ſet upon our boaſting Enemy. | | [Exis 


: Ai Alarm: W Euter Sir john Fall, and 


# Captam 
on. Whither away, Sir John Falſtaff, i in ſuch haſte? | 
Fal. Whither away? to ſave my (cif by flight, 


We are like to have the Overthrow 


Cab. What! will you fly, and leave Lord Talbot? 

Fal. Ay, all the Talbots 1 in the World to ſave my Life: 
Exit. 

Cap. Cowardly Knight, ill Fortune follow thee. — 


Retreat: Excurſions. Pucelle, Alenſon, and Dauphin fy. | 


Bed. Now, quiet Soul, depart when Heaven picaſe, 


What is the truſt or ſtrength of fooliſh Man? 
They that of late were daring with their Scofls, - 
Are glad and fain by flight to fave themſelyes. 


[Dies, and is carried off in his Chair: 


An Alarm: Enter Talbet, Burgundy, and the r 
Tal. Loſt, ci ene ug, . 5 


— 2 
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Yet Heavens have Glory for this Victory. 

Burg. Warlike and Martial Talbot, Burgundy 

Inſhrines thee in his Heart, and there erects * 

Thy Noble Deeds, as Valour's Monuments. 

Tal. Thanks, , gentle Duke; but where is Pucelle now? 

I think her old Familiar is aſleep 

| Now where's the Baſtard's braves, and Charles his glikes ? 

What, all amort? Roan hangs her Head for Grief, 

That ſuch a valiant Company are fled. 

Now we will take ſome Order in the Town, 

Placing therein ſome expert Officers, 

And depart to Paris to the King. 

For there young Henry with his Nobles ho. 
Burg. What wills Lord Talbot, pleaſeth Burgundy, 
Tal. But yet before we go, let's not forget 5 

The Noble Duke of Bedford, late deceas d, 
- But ſee his Exequies fulfill d in Roan. 
A braver Soldier never couched Launce, 
A gentler Heart did rever ſway in Court. 
But Kings and mightieſt Potentates muſt die, Rn 
For that's the end of Human Miſery. „„ 


SCENE III. 


| Enter Dawphin, Baſtard: Alenſon, and Joan la Pucell. 
Piucel. Diſmay not, Princes, at this Accident, 
Nor grieve that Nas is ſo recovered. 
Care is no cure, but rather corrofive, © 
For things that are not to be remedy' 
Let frantick Talbot trivmph for a w ale 
And like a Peacock ſweep — his Tal, 
We'll pull his Plumes, and take away his Train, 
If Dauphin and the reſt will be but ruld. 
Dua. We have been guided by thee hitherto, 
And of thy Cunning had no difidence, 
One ſudden Foil ſhall never breed diſtruſt, 
Baff. Search out thy Wit for ſecret Policies, 


8 | And tee will allo aber fanning: the World. 


Auen. We'll ſet thy Statue in ſome Holy Place, | 
| And have thee reverenc like Mel Saint. 3 


* 


We will entice the Duke of Burgundy 


And not have Title of an Rondo 
To.bring this matter to the wiſhed end. 


There goes the Telbet with his Colours ſpread, 


5 2 . Ann, him. 


Stay, let thy humble Hand -· maid ſpeak to thee. 


And ſee the Cities — the Towns defac d, 


Lee, lee the piuing Malady of Fraxce: £4 
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thee then, ſweet Virgin, for our good. 
n_ Then thus it muſt be, this doth Foan deviſe: 
By fair Perſuaſions, mixt with ſugar d Words, 


To leave the Talbot, and to follow us. 

Dax. Ay, marry, Sweeting, if we could 40 that, 
France were no place for Henry's Warriors; 
Nor ſhall that Nation boaſt it fo with us, 

But be extirped from our Proyinces. 

Alen. For ever ſhould they be ls'd from = 

= 


Pucel. Your Honours ſhall perceive how I will work, 


[Drum beas: afar off- 

Hark, by the ſound of Drum you may perceive _ 

Their Powers are marching unto Faris ward. i” 
Here beat an Engliſu March. 


And all the Troops of Engliſh after him. [French March, 5 
Now in the Rereward comes the Duke and his 
Fortune in fayour makes him lag behind. wt | 
[Trumpets —— 
Dan. A Parley with the Duke of 
| Burg. Who craves a Parley with the B * 195 
2 The Princely Charles of France, thy Country: = 


| Jig. What fay'ſt thou, Charles? for I am marching 1 


Speak, Pucelle, and enchant him with thy Words. 
Pucel. Brave Burgundy, undoubted hope of France, 


Burg. Speak on, but be not over-tedious. 
Pucel, Look on thy Country, look on bene France, | 


By waſtiog Ruin of the cruel Foe, 
As looks 2 Mother on her lowly Babe, | 
When Death doth cloſe his — Eyes; 


is 7 | Behold 
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Behold the Wounds, the moſt unnatural Wounds, 
Which thou thy ſelf haft given her woful Breaſt. 
Oh, turn thy edged Sword another way, 
Strike thoſe that hart, and hurt not thoſe that rs | 
One drop of Blood drawn from thy Country's Bolom, _ 
Should grieve thee more than ſtreams of common Gore; 
Return thee therefore with a flood of Tears, f 
And waſh away thy Country's ftained Spots. 
Burg. Zither ſhe hath bewitch'd me with her Words, 
Or Nature makes me ſuddenly relenr. W 
Piucel. Beſides, alf French and France exclaims on thee 
Doubting thy Birth and lawful EE 
Whom join'ſt thou with, but with a Lordly Nation, 
That will not truft thee but for Profits ſake ? 
When Talbot hath ſet footing once in France, 
And faſhion'd thee that Inſtrument of Ill, 
Who then but Engliſh Henry will be Lord, 
And thou be thruſt out like a Fugitive? 

Call we to mind, and mark but this for proof; 

Was not the Duke of Orleans thy Foe? 
And was he not in England Priſoner? 
But when they heard he was thine Enemy, 

They ſet him free, without his Ranſom paid, 

In ſpight of Burgundy and all his Friends, 
See then, thou fight'ſt againſt thy Countrymen, 

And join'ſt with them will be thy Slaughter- men. 
Come, come, return, return thou wandring Lord, 
Charles and the reſt will take thee in their Arms. | 
Bag. I am vanquiſhed. Theſe haughty Words of hers 
Have batter'd me hke roaring Cannon-ſhot, : 
And made me almoſt yield upon my Knees. 
N moor me Country, and ſweet Country men; 

And, Lords, accept this hearty kind Embrace. 

My Forces, and my Power of Men are yours. 

So farewel Talbot, I'll no longer truſt thee. 

Pucel. Done like a Frenchman: Turn, and turn again. 

1 Welcome, brave Duke, thy Friendſhip makes us 
Baſt; And doth beget new Courage in our Breaſts. 
Alen. Pucelle bath brayely play'd her part ia this, 
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And doth deſerve 4 Coronet of Gold. 
Dan. Now let us on, my Lords, ad join or rege 
8 CEN E IV. 


na Ling Henry Glouceſter, Wincheſter, York, Suffolk, So- 
merſet, 3 Exeter: Io them Talbot with his Soldiers. 


Tal. M Prince, and honourable Peers, | 
/ ＋— in this Realm, 
1 have a ale 8 Truce unto my Wars. 
To do my Duty to my Sovereign. 
ln fign . this Arm, that hath reclaim d 
To your obedience, fifty Fortreſſes, 
Twelye Cities, and ſeven walled Towns of ſtrengths; * 
Beſide five hundred Priſoners of Efteem; 
Lets fall his Sword before your Highneſs Feet: 
And with ſubmiſſive Loyal'y of Heart 
Aſcribes the Glory of bis Corqueſt got, 
Firſt to my God, and next unto your Grace. 
E. Henry. Is this the fam d Lord Talbot, Uncle Gloſter, 
n ſo long been Refilent in France? 
es, if it pleaſe Majeſty, my Li 
X. Henry, Welcome, — on bows Lord- 
When I was young (as yet 4 5 — am not old). [ 
I do remember how my Father ſaid, 
A ſtouter Champion never handled Sword: 
Long ſince we were reſolved of your Truth, 
Your faithful Service, and your toil in- War: 
r3 Yet never have you tafted our Reward, 
Or been r on d with fo much as Thanks, 
Becauſe till now we never ſaw your * 
Therefore ſtand up, and for thels 
We here create = Earl of Shrew: N 
And in our Coronation take your place. . [kaum, 
| Manent Vernon and Baſt. Ke ; 
Fer. Now, Sir, to you that were fo hot at Sea, 
Diſgracing of theſe Colours that 1 wear, 
In honour of my Noble Lord of York, 
Dur it thou maintain the former Words thou a 


K Baſ.- 
| + 4 
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Baſ. Yes, Si Sir, as well as you dare patronage, 
The envious of your ſawcy Tongue, © 
Againſt the Duke of Somerſet. vob 75: 

Ver. Sirrah, thy Lord 1 bonour as he is. 

Baſ. Why, what is he? As goed a Man as York. 

Vo. Back ye; not ſo: In witneſs take you that. 

[Srrikes bim 
Baſ. Villain, thou knoweſt the Law of Arms is ſuch | 
That whoſo draws a Sword, *tis Death, | 
Or elſe this Blow ſhould broach e ©: 15975 
But I'll unto his Majeſty, and crave, 5 
I may have liberty to venge this M Nr 
| When thou ſhalt ſee, I'll meet thee to y Coft. | 
per. Well, Miſcreant, I'll be there as as you, 


ACT W. SCENE & 


; Enter King Henry, Glouceſter, Wincheſter, York, Suffolk, | 
Semerſet, Warwick, Talbot, and Exeter, Governor of Paris, 


Glo, 12 3 ſet the Crown upon his Head. | 
Ave King Henry, of that Name the Sixth. 
Glo. Now Governor of Paris art de your Oath, 
That you ele no other King but him; _ 
Eſteem none Friends, but ſuch as ore his Friends, 
And none your Foes, but ſuch as ſhall pretend 
Malicious practices againſt bis State. 
* ſo help you righteous God. 
Enter Fal 5 9 
Fol. My gracious Sovercign, as I rode from Calais, 
To haſte unto your Coronation; *' 
A Letter was deliver'd to my Hands, 
| Writ to your Grace, from the Duke of Burgundy. 
Lal. Shame to the Duke of Burgundy, and thee : 
I vow'd, baſe Knight, when I did meet thee next, 
To tear the Garter from thy Craven's Leg, 
Which have done; becaule, 3 


5 8 | 
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Thou waſt inſtalled in that high Degree. 

Pardon my Princely Henry, and the reſt; 

This Daſtard, at the Battel of Poictiers, 

When, but in all, I was fix thouſand ſtrong, 

And that the French were almoſt ten to one, 
Before we met, or that a ſtroke was given, 

Like to a trufty Squire, did run away. 

In which Aſſault we loſt twelve hundred Men. 
My ſelf, and divers Gentlemen beſide, 
Were there ſurpriz d, and taken Priſoners. 

Then judge, great Lords, if I have done amiſs 
Or, — that ſuch Cowards ought to wear 

This Ornament of Knighthood, yea or no? 

Glo. To fay the „this Fact was infamous, 
And il] beſeeming any common Man; 
Much more a Knight, a Captain, and a Leader. 

Tal. When firſt this Order was ordain'd, my Lords, 

Knights of the Garter were of Noble Birth; 

Valiant, and Virtuous, full of haughty Courage, 

Such as were grown to Credit by the Wars: 

Not fearing Death, nor ſhrinking for Diſtreſs, 

But always reſolute in moſt Extreams, 

Ne then, that is not furniſh'd in this fort, 

Doth but uſurp the ſacred Name of Knight, 
Prophaning this moſt Honourable Order, 

A , if 1 were worthy to be Judge, 

Be quite degraded, like a Hedge-born Swain, 
That doth preſume to boaſt of Gentle Blood. e. 
X. Henry. Stain to thy Countrymen, thou hear'ſt thy doom: 
Be packing therefore, thou that waſt a Knight; 
Hence we baniſh thee on pain of Death. {Exit Falſtaff. 
And now, my Lord Protector, yiew the Letter, = 
Sent from our Uncle, Duke of Burgandy, 
SIe. What means his Grace that he hath chang'd his ſtyle? 
No more but plain and bluntly, To the King (Reading. 
Hath he forgot he is his Sovereign? „ 

Or doth this churliſh Superſcription 

Portend ſome Alteration in good will? 3 

What's here? I have upon eſpecial Cauſe, [Reads. 

Mov'd with Compu ſion of my. Country Wrach, 5 
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Together with the pitiful Complaints 
— As your o eee feeds upon, 

2 n with Chee, the b King of 

| on 4 wit rles, King of France. 

O — Treachery ! nyt — 

That in Alliance, Amity, and Oaths, 

There ſhould be found ſuch falſe difſewbli uile? 
K Henry, What! doth my Uncle — revolt? 
Glo. He doth, my Lord, ay is become our Foe, 

i Is that the worſt this Letter doth contain ? 
2 Ie is the worſt, and all, my Lord, he writes. 

. Why then, Lord Talbot there ſhall talk with him. 

And give him Chaſtiſement for this Abuſe, 

How, ſay you, my Lord, are you not content ? 

g tent, my Liege? Yes: But that I am 1 

1 ould have begg'd | might hve been employ d. 

E. Henry, Then gather ſtrength, and march unto him 

Let him perceive how ill we brook his Treaſon, (freight, 

And what Offence it is to flout his Friends. 

Tul. Igo, my Lord, in Heart deſiring till 

| You may behold Confuſion of your Foes. 1 Talbot, 

| Buer Vernon and Baſſet. 
Ver. Grant me the Combat, gracious 
Baſ. And me, my Lord, grant me the Combat too. 
Tork. This is my Servant, hear him Noble Prince. 

Som. And this is mine, fweet Henry, favour him. 

K. Henn. Be patient, Lords, and give them leave to ſreak. 

Say, Gentlemen, what makes you thus exclaim ? 

And wherefore crave you Combat? or with whom? 

Per. With him, my Lord, for he hath done me wrong. 

=p And I with him, for he hath done me wrong. 

EX. Henry. What is the wrong whereon e 

Firſt let me know, and then 1'il anſwer vou. 

Baſ. Croffing the Sea, from England into France, 

Thus Fellow here with ſharp and carping — 

VUpbraided me about the Roſe „ 

Saying, the ſanguine Colour of the Leaves 

Did repreſent my Maſter's bluſhing Cheeks: 

When ubbornly he did the Truth, 

About a certain queſtion in the Law, 


Argu d betwixt the Duke of York and him; 
With other vile and ignominious Terms. 


In Confutation of which rude Reproach, 85 


And in defence of my Lord's Worthineſs, 
1 crave the benefit of Law of Arms. 


Ver. And that is my Petition, Noble Lord; | 


For though he ſeem, with forged quaint Conceit, 


To ſet a gloſs upon his bold intent, 
Vet know my Lord, I was provok'd by bim, 
And he firſt took Exceptions at this Bad 


ge, F 
' Pronouncing that the paleneſs of this Flower, 
Bewray d the faintneſs of my Maſter's Heart. 


York. Will not this Malice, Somerſes, be lefe? MEL 
Som. Your private grudge, my Lord of York, will out, 


Though ne er ſo cunningly you ſmother it. Men! 
T Wh t madneſs rules in Bra fick 
When for ſo {light and frivolous a Cauſe, SIA. 
Such factious Emulations ſhall ariſe! 
Goed Couſins both of York and Somerſer, 
Quiet your ſelves, and be at 


K. Henry. Good Lord 


Tork. Let this Diſſention firſt be try 4 by fight, © 


5 And then your Highneſs ſhall 88 a Peace. 


Som. The Quarrel toucheth none but us alone, 
Betwixt our ſelves let us decide it then. . 

York. There is my Pledge, accept it, Somerſet, | 

Ver. Nay, let it reſt — it began at firſt. 

Baſ. Confirm it ſo, mine honourable Lord. 

Glo, Confirm it ſo? Confounded be your Strife, 


And periſh ye with your audacious Prate; 


Preſumpt Vaſlals, are you not aſham'd 
With this immodeſt clamorous —_ 
To trouble and difturb the King and 


| And you, my Lords, methinks you do not well 


To bear with their peryerſe Objx&tions: 
Much leſs to take occaſion from their Mouths, 
To raiſe a Mutiny betwixt your ſelves: 


Let me perſuade you take a better courſe, 
ieves his Highneſs: ?: _ 

2 be Friends. 

. Ban. Come babe ou tt would be Cobras 
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Henceforth I ch u, as you love our Fayour; 
Quite to forget this I, and the Cauſe. 
And you, my Lords, remember where we are, 


In France, amongſt a fickle wavering Nation: 


If 28 Diſſention in our Looks, 
t within our ſelves we ; 
Stomachs be provok'd 


And 
How will their grudging 
To wilful Diſobedience, and Rebell ? 


Befide, what Infamy will there ariſe, 
oreign Princes ſhall be certified, 
That for a Toy, » ming of 22 nd; 
King Henry's Peers, and chief Nobility, 
Deſtrey'd themſelves, and loſt the Realm of France? | 
O think upon the Conqueſt of 12 — Father, 

A 


My tender Years, and let us not 


That for a trifle, that was bought wit > Blood. 
Let me be Umpire in this doubtful Strife: 

I ſee no Reaſon, if I wear this Roſe, 

That any one ſhould therefore be 

I more encline to Somerſet than York : 


Both are my Kinſmen, b 
_ As well they 


may upbraid me with my Crown, 
Becauſe, forſoeth, the King of Scots is crown'd. A 
But your Diſcretions better can perſuade, 
Than I am able to inſtruct or teach: 
And therefore as we hither came in Peace, 


So let us ſtill continue Peace and Love. 


Couſin of York, we inſtitute your Grace 

of France: 

And good my Lord of Somerſet, unite 
Your Troops of Horſemen, with his Bands of Foar; ; 


And like true Subjects, Sons of your Progenitors, 
Go chearfully t x. 

| Your angry Choler on your Enemies. 

Oiur ſelf, my Lord P 
After ſome reſpite wi 

From thence to England, where 1 hope ere long 
To be preſented by your Victories, 27 

With Charles, Alenſon and chat craiterous rout. 0 Ern. 

WIE | Manent 


her, and digeſt 


or, and the reſt, 
return to Calais; 
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Manent Vork, Warwick, Exeter, and Vernon. 
War. My Lord of York, 1 | promiſe you the King | 
Prettily, methought, did play the Orator. e 
Tork. And fo he did, but yet I like it not, 
In that he wears the Badge of Somerſet, 2 

Far. Tuſh, that r „ blame bim ß 
I dare preſume, ſweet Prince, he ought no harm. 
York, And if 1 with he did --But- let it reſt, 
[Exe 


Other Affairs muſt now be 
|  Flowriſh. Manet Exeter. 

Exe. Well didit thou Richard to ſuppreſs thy Voice: 
For had the Paſſions of thy Heart burſt out, | 
I fear we ſhould have ſeen decypher'd there 

More rancorous ſpight, more furious raging Broils, 
Than yet can be i 'd or fi . 
But e ns ple Man 
This 3j Jarrin lcord of Nobility, 
This of each other ia the Cort, 
This factious bandying of their Favourites, 
But that he doth preſage ſome ill event. 
Tis much, wben Scepters are in Childrens Hands 
But more, when Envy breeds unkind Diviſion: 
Then comes the Ruin, 4 s Confufion.  [Exis; 
Enter Talbot with * Drum before Bourdeaux. 
Tal. Go to the Gates of p end worn Trumpeter, 

- Summon their General unto the Wall. [Sounds 
| | Enter General | 
Engliſh Fobm Talbot, N calls you forth, + 

Servant in Arms to Harry King of England, 
And thus he would : Open your City Gates, 
Be humbled to us, call my Soy yours, 
And do him Homage as Obedient Subjects, 
And I'll wichdraw me, and my Bloody Power, 
But if you frown upon this proffer'd Peace, 
| You tempt the fury of my three Attendants, 
Lean Famine, quartering Steel, and climbing Fire, 
Wbo in a moment eyen with the Earth 
Shall lay your ſtately, and Air-braving Towers, 
If you forlake the Offer of their Le. 
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Cab. Thou ominous and fearful Owl. -of Death, - 
NETS 
e 0 | 
On = how — enter bur by Death: 
For | proteſt we _— fortified, bake. | 
And ſtrong enough to iſſue out 
If thou retire, the Dauphin well appointed, . 
Stands with the Snares of War to tangle thee. 
On either hand thee, there are Squadrons pitcht, 
To wall thee from the liberty of Flight; ol 4s 
And. no way canſt thou turn thee for Redreſs, 
But Death doth front thee with apparent ſpoil, | 
And pale deſtruction meets thee in the Face: 
Ten thouſand French have ta en the N 
To rive their dangerous Artillery  . 
Upon no Chriſtian Soul, but Engliſh Talbot : 
L there thou ſtand'ſt a breathing valiant Man, 
Of an invincible unconquer'd Spirit: 
This is the lateſt Glory of thy Praiſe, 
Thar I thy Enemy dew thee withal; 
For ere the Glaſs, that now begins to run. | 
- Finiſh the proceſs of his ſandy Hour, 
Theſe Ey on hon Ha NS mae coloured, 
Shall ee thee wither bloody. N 
Hark, hark, the Dauphin s Drum, a warning L 2 
* 4 beavy * 7 * 4 timoraus Soul, | 
ſhall ring thy ire departure. out: „„ bu. 
2 — _ | hear the Enemy: 9 
Out ſome light Ho men, and peruſe their Wi 
O — and heedleſs Diſcipine, os 
How are we park'd and bounded in a Pale 7 
A little Herd of England's timorous Deer, 
 Maz'd with a yelping kennel of French Cura 
If we be Engliſh Deer, be then in Blood, 
Not Raſcal· like to fall down with a 
But rather moody, mad, and deſperate 2 
Turn on the bloody Hounds, with Heads of Steel, 
| And make the Cowards ftand aloof at Bey: 


6d every Man iis Lite as dear as mine, 
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And they ſhall find dear Deer of us, my Friends. 
God and St. George, Talbot and England's Right, 
Proſper our Colours in this dangerous ehre Exeum. 
Enter a Meſſenger that meets Verk. Enter York with - 
Trumpet, and many Soldiers. 
York. Are not the ſpeedy Scouts return'd again, 
That dogg'd the mighty Army of the Dauphin? 
 Meſſ. They are return d, my Lord, and give it out, 
That he is march'd to Bourdeanx with his Power 
To fight with Talbor; as he march'd along, 
By your Eſpyals were diſcovered 
Two mightier Troops, than that the Dauphin led, 
Which join'd with him, and made their — for Bourdeanx: | 
Pork. A pla that Villain Somerſet, 
That thus [0s wy proctifed Supply 
Of Horſemen that were levied for this Siege, 
Renowned Talbot doth expect my Aid, 
And I am lowted by a Traitor Villain, 
And cannot help the Noble Chevalier: 
| God comfort him in this neceſſity: 
If he milcarry, farewel Wars in France, 
| Enter à ſecond Meſſenger. 
| 2M Thou Princely Leader of our 5115 Strength] 
Never ſo needful on — Earth of France, bay 3 
Spur to the Reſcue of the Noble Talbot, 
Who is now girdled with a waſte of Iron, 
And hem'd with grim Deſtruction: 
To Bourdeaux, warlike „to Bourdeanx, York, 
Elſe farewel Talbot, France, and England's Honour. 
Tork. O God! that Somerſet, who in proud Heart 
r y Cornets, were in Talbor's place, ; 
So ſhould we ſave a valiant Gentleman, 
By forfeiting a Traitor and a Coward: 
Mad ire, and wrathful fury makes me 
That thus we dye, while remiſs Traitors 9 
Meſſ. O ſend ſome Suecour to the diftreſs'd Lord: 
York. He dyes, we loſe; I break my warlike word: 
We mourn | ſmiles : We loſe, they daily get: 
All long ofthis vite n _— 
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Moſſ. Then God take mercy on brave Talbor's Soul, 

And on his Son, Toles who cap bones fince, 

In Tre eb ie Packer - 

This ſeyen did not Talbot ſee his Son, 

And now meet, where both their lives are done, 
York. Alas! What Joy ſhall Noble Talbot have, 

To bid his e 

Away, Vexation almoſt ſtops m 

That ſundred Friends greet un gp tg any of Death. 

Lucy farewel, ©» mare any Fortune can, 

But curſe the Cauſe, I cannot aid the Man. 

Maine, Bloys, Poitiers, and Tours are won away, 
b all of Somerſet, and his delay. LExi. 
Neſſ Thus while the Vulture of Sedition, 

Feeds in the Boſom of ſuch great Commanders, 
Sleeping neglection doth betray to loſs, 
The Conqueſts of our ſcarce cold Conqueror, 
That ever- living Man of Memory. 
Henry the Fifth. Whiles they 3 5 
Lies, Honours, Lands, and all, hurry to lols, [Ex#. 
: Enter Somerſet with bis u, 
_—— is too late, 1 conna ſend them now : 
— This yr was by Terk and Tales 
8 cog Bos 

ed with; the over-daring Talbot 


Som. How now, Sir William, whither were a ſent? 
Lucy. Whither my Lord i from Bought and Sold L. Tall, 
Who ringd about avich bold adverkiy, e 
ies out for noble York and Somerſet 


a 


W e e © ed, ai 


u, 


Let not your private Diſcord keep away 


King Hz nav VI. We 
Y his falſe Hopes, the truſt of England's Honour 
Keep off aloof with worthleſs Emulation: 


The levied Sccors tht full lend im i, 
While he, renowned noble Gen 
Yields up his Life unto'a World of 
Orleans the Baſtard, Charles, and Burgundy, 
Alenſon, Reignier, compals him about, 
And Talbot your Default. 
Som. York ſet him on, vert ſhould have ſent him aid. 
Lucy. And York as faſt upon — — 
Swearing that you with-hold his levied Hoſt, 


Som. York lies: He might haye ſent, and had the Horſe : 


Collected for this Expedition. 
I owe him little Duty, and leſs Love, \ 


And take foul ſcorn to fawn on him by ſending, 

Lucy. The Fraud of England, not the Force of "un 
Hath now entrapt the Noble-minded Talbot: 
Never to England ſhall he bear his Life, 
But dies betray'd to Fortune by your Strife. 5 
Som. Come, go, I will diſpatch the Horſemen fraght: £ 
Wirbin fix Hours, they will be at his aid. 8 

Lucy. Too late comes Reſcue, he's ten, or dein, 
For fly he could not, if he would have fled: 

And fly would Talbot never, though he might. 
9 ” If he be dead, brave Talbee then adieu. 
2 His Fame lives in n you. 


2 
| "a Enver Talbot and his Son. 
Tal. O 112 1 did fend for thes, 

To tutor of War, 


That Talbot's Name might be in thee reviv d, 

When fpleſs Age, and weak unable Limbs, 

Should bring thy Father to his drooping Chair. 

But O malignant and W-boading Stars, * 

Now art thou come unto a Feaſt of Death, 

A terrible and ungyoided danger, 
Therefore, dear Boy, mount on thy fwiſteſt Horſe, | 
And Ill direct thee how thou ſhalt eſcape 1 5 
2 Cone, cally yot, be gone, 
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Foln. Is my Name Talbot? and am 1 Son? 
And ſhall I fly? O! if you love my r . 
Diſhonour not her Honourable Name, 
To make a Baſtard and a Slave of m. 
The World will ſay, he is not Talbot's Blood, 
That baſely fled, when Noble Talbot ſtood... 
Tal. Fly, to revenge my Death, if I be ſlain. _ 
John. He that flies ſo, will ne er return again - 

Tal. If we both ſtay, we both are ſure to die. 
Fohn. Then let me ſtay, and, Father, do you fly; 
Your loſs. is great, ſo your R ſhould de; 

My Worth unknown, no loſs is known in me. 
Upon my Death, the French can little boaſt; 
In yours they will, in you all hopes are loſt. _ 
Flight cannot ſtain the Honour you have won, |. 
But mine it will, that no Exploit have done, 
You fled for Vantage, every one will ſwear: 
But if 1 bow, they'll ay it was for Fear. 
| There is no hope that ever I will tay, 
If the firſt hour I ſhrink and run away. 
Here on my Knee | beg Mortality,” 
Reuther than Life, 'd with Infamy, 
| Tal. Shall all thy Mother's Hopes lye ia one Tomb? 
John. Ay, rather then I'll ſhame my Mother's Womb, 
Tul. Upon my Bleſſing I command thee go. 
Folm To fight I will, but not to fly the Foe. 
| Tal. Part of thy Father may be ſav d in thee. 
John. No part of him but will be ſhame in me. 
Tul. Thou never hadſt Renown, nor canſt not loſe it. 
Fohn, Yes, your renowned Name; . ſhall flight abuſeit? 
Tal. Thy Father's Charge ſhall clear thee from the ſtain. 
 Fobn. You cannot witneſs for me, being ſlain. 
If Death be fo apparent, then both fly. N 
| Tal. And leave my Followers here to fight and die? 
My Age was never tainted with ſuch ſhame,  — 


No more can l be ſevered from your tide, 

Than can your ſelf your ſelf in twain divide: 
Stay, go, do what you will, the like do I; 
For live I will not; if my Father die, 


. And ſhall my Youth be guilty of ſuch blame? 
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Tal. Then here I take my leave of thee, fur Son. | 
Born to 22 b thy Life this Afternoon: 
Come, ſide together live and die, ä 
And Soul wich Soul — France to Heav'n fly. Lu 
Alarum: Excurſions, wherein. Talbot's Son is hemm d 
about, and Talbot reſenes him. 
Tal. St. George, and Victory, fight Soldiers, fight: 
The Regent hath with Talbos bro his Word, 
And left us to the rage of Frances Sword; 
Where is Fohn Talbot? Pauſe, and take thy Breath, 
] gave thee Life. and reſeu'd thee from Death. : - 
Fohn. O twice my Father, twice am 1 thy Son: 
The Life thou gav ſt me firſt, was loſt . 
Till with thy warlike Sword, deſpi t of Fate, 
To my determin'd time thou gav'ſt new date. | 
Tal. When from the Dauphin *Creſtthy Sword fruck fire | 
It warm'd thy Father's Heart wich proud defire 
Of bold-fac'd Victory. Then Leaden 
Quicken d with youthful Spleen, and warlike Rage, 
Beat down „Orleans, Burgundy, 
And from the Pride of Galla reſcued thee. 
| The ireful Baſtard Orleans, that drew Blood 
From thee, my Boy, and had he Maidenhood 
Of thy firſt fig A nets A 85 
And i ws, I quickly hed 
— — Blood, and i in 4 


Beſpoke him thus: Contaminated, 


it. And miſs-begotten Blood, 1 ſpill of thine, | 
it? Mean and right poor, for —.— —— 
in. Which thou did —— my brave Boy. 
I Here purpoſing the Baſtard to deſtroy, 
| Came in ftrong Reſcue. Speak, th Father's Care, 
? dun n ad [| thou fare? 
"4 Wilt thou yet leave n 
— —— + 
Fly, to revenge my Drake whey 1 inn fend, 
help of one fans mein tetls. Bead. = 
Oh, too much folly is it, well 1 wot, 
To hanced ol one Linen inane. Gaal Dove: 
1 If 1 to day dic not with ate Re. 
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To 1 _ die — 72 2 
me nothing gam, 1 Y» 
| "Bs bt the dea of may Life one Dy : 
In thee 2 Mother dies, our Houſehold's Name, 
th's Revenge, thy Youth, and England's Fame, 
| All chef theſe, and more, we hazard by thy ſtay; | 
All theſe are fav'd, if thou wilt fly away. 
 Fobn. The Sword of Orleans hath not made me ſraxr; 
| Theſe Words of yours draw Life-blood from my Heart, 
On that ad ; bought with ſuch a ſhame, 
To fave a paltry Life, and ſlay t Fame, 
Before young Talbot from old. Talbot fly, 
The Comard Horſe that bears me, fall and des 
And like me to the Peaſant Boys of France, | 
To be Shame's Scorn, and Subject of Miſchance. 
Surely, by all the Glory you have wor, ® © 
* And if 1 fy, I am nat Talbots Son: 
Then talk no more of flight, it is no boot, 
11 die at Talbot s Foot, 
Tal. Then follow thou thy deſp rate Sire of c. 
Thou cars, thy Life to me is ſweet: 5 
If thou wilt fight, fight by thy Father's fide, 
And commendable prov d Jer's dic in Pride. 
Alarum. Excurſions. Enter old Talbot led. | 
5 Tal. Where is my other Life? mine own is _ 15 
O! where's young Talbor? where is valiant Joh 
Triumphant Death, ſmear'd with Captivity, 


Exeuni. 1 


| Young Talber's Valour makes me ſmile at — D 
| When he perceiv d me ſhrink, and on my Knee, | 
His bloody Sword he brandiſh'd over mem T 
And like a hungry Lion did commence — By 
Rough deeds of Rage, and ſtern Impatience: _ = 
But when my angry Guardant ſtood alone, | 1 T 
Tendring my Ruin, and aſſaird of none! ] 
Dizzy- ey d Fury, and great Rage of Heart, RE” 
Suddenly made him from my fide to ſtart af Se 
Into he cluſtering'Battel of the French : ?: : 262 8 Mi 
And in that Sea of Blood, my Boy did drench' - 
His over-mounting Spirit; and there dy d | Vv 


Ny Tcarus, my Blo * 


Bare 


Whole life was Englan, » — Gallas Wonder, 


King HENRY VI. 239 


Enter John Talbot, born. 
Serv. O, my dear Lord! Jo where-your Son is born; 
Tal. Thou antick Death, which laugh ſt us here to — 


Anon from thy inſulting Tyranny, 


Coupled in Bonds of Perpetuity, 

Two Talbots winged _— the _— Sky, 

In thy deſpight ſhall —_— 

O thou, whoſe Wounds become had favoured Death; 
Speak to thy Father, ere thou yield thy Breath. 

Brave Death by ſpeaking, whether he will or no: 
Imagine him a Frenchman, and thy Foe. 
Poor Boy, he ſmiles, methinks, as who ſhould ſay, 
Had Death been French, then Death had died to Day? 
Come, come, and lay him in his Father's Arms, 

My Spirit can no longer bear theſe harms. 

Soldiers adieu: I have what I would have, | 
Now Fg old | Arme W * Talber'sGrave. [Dies, 


ACT V. SCENE "MW 


Enter Charles, Alenſon, Bargundy, Baſtard, aa Pacelle: 


Char. IAD York and Somerſet brought Reſcue in, 
N e of this | 
Baſt. How the young whelp of 7. Eng Bebo, | 
Did fleſh his puny — in Frenchmen 's Blood. 
Pucel. Once I encountred him, and thus 1 ſaid: 
Thou Maiden Youth, be vanquiſnt by @ Maid. 
But with a proud Majeftical high ſcorn 
He anfwer'd thus: Young Talbot was not born 
To be the Pillage of a Giglot Wench. | 
He left me proudly, as unworthy fight. 
Bur. Doubtleſs he would have made a noble Knight: 
Sec where he lyes inherſed in the Arms 
Ot the moſt bloody Nurſer of his harms. 
Baſt. Hew them to pieces, hack their Bones Ander 


che 


- 


— — 
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Char. Oh no, forbear : For that which we have fled 
During the Life, let us-not wrong it dead. 
| 7 Enter Lucy. . 
Lucy. Herald, conduct me to the Dauphin's Tent, 
To know who hath obtain d the Glory of the Day. 
Char. On what ſubmiſſive Meſſage art thou ſent ? 
Lacy. Submiſſion, Dauphin? tis a meer French word: 
We Evgliſh Warriors wot not what it means. | 
I come to know what Priſoners thou haſt ta en, 
And to ſurvey the Bodies of the Dead. 2 
Char. For Priſoners ask ſt thou? Hell our Priſon is: 
But tell me whom thou ſeck't? : 
Lucy. Where is the great Alcides of the Field, 
| Valiant Lord Talbot, Earl of Shrewsbury? 
Created for his rare Succeſs in Arms, 


— 
— 


FFP 
+ } . K 


_ — noe en 
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Great Earl of Waſhford, Waterford, and Valence, 

Lord Talbot of Goodrig and Urchinfield; 5 S 
Lord Strange of Blackmere, Lord Verden of Alton, _» 
Lord Cromwel of Wingfield, Lord Furnival of Sheffeild, | * 
The thrice victorious Lord of Falconbridge, ST = 
| Knight of the Noble Order of St. George, [ 
| Worthy St. Michael, and the Golden Fleece, 
Great Marſhal to our King Henry the Sixth, 
Of all his Wars within the Ream of France. 1 
|  Pacel, Here's a filly ſtately Style indeed: / 
The. Twrk, that two and fifty Kingdoms hath, 

Writes not ſo tedious a Style as this. 1 I 
Him that thou magnify' with all theſe Titles, | 1 
Stinking and fly-blown lyes here at our Feet, 8 

Lucy. Is Talbot ſlain, the Frenchmens only Scourge, 

Your Kingdom's Terrour, and black Nemeſis? = 4 
Oh were mine Eye-balls into Bullets turn'd, T 

T bat I in rage might ſhoot them at your Faces. A 
Oz, that I could but call theſe dead to life, Pi 
It were enough to fright the Realm of France. . 
Were but his Picture left among you here, 

It would amaze the . . A 
Give me their Bodies that I may bear them hence, T 
| Anil give chem Burial, as beſcerms their Wort. Y 


Pucel, 80 
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Fucel. I think this Upſtart is old Talbot's Ghoſt, 
| He ſpeaks with ſuch a proud commanding Spirit: 
For God's ſake, let him have him; to keep them here, 
They would but ſtink, and putrifie the Air. 
Char. Go take their Bodies hence. 
Lacy. I'll bear them hence; but from their Aſhes ft 
be rear'd 
A Phcenix that ſhall make all France afear'd. 
Char. So we be rid of them, do with them what thou wilt 
And now to Paris in this Conquering Ven, - 
All will be ours, now bloody Talbot's flain. Exeumt. 


SCENE II. 


Enter King Henry, Glouceſter, and Exeter. 


K. Henry. Have you perus d the Letters from the Pope, 

The Emperor, and the Earl of Amagnac? 
Glo. I have, my Lord, and their Intent is this, 

They humbly ſue unto your Excellence, 

To have a godly Peace concluded of, 

Between the Realms of England and of France. 3 
K. Henry. How doth your Grace affect this Motion? 
S!. Well, my good Lord, and 25 the only means | 

To ſtop effuſion of our Chriſtian Blood, 
And ftabliſh quietneſs on every ſide. PTE 

x. Henry. Ay marry, Uncle, for! always thought 
It was both impious and unnatural, 5 
That ſuch Immanity and bloody Strife 
Should reign among Profeſſors F one Faith, 

Glo. Behide, my Lord, the ſooner to effect, 

And ſurer bind t knot of Amity, 

The Earl of 1 near knit A Charles, 

A Man of great Authority in France, 
Proffers his only Daughter to your Grace 
In Marriage, with a large and ſumptuous Dowry. 

R. Henry. Marriage, Uncle! alas! my Yearsa are ug: 
And fitter 15 my Study, and my Books, 
Than wanton dalliance with a Paramour. 

Yet call th Ambaſſadors, and as you pleaſe, 
$0 let them have their Anſwers every * 
Vor. IV. : L 
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I ſhall be well content with any choice 
Tends to God's Glory, and my Country's weal. 
Enter Wincheſter, and three Ambaſſadors. 
Exe. What. is my Lord of Wincheſter iattall'd, 
And call'd unto a Cardinal's Degree? 
"Then | perceive that will be yerified 
Henry the Fifth did ſometime Propheſie. 
If once he come to be a Cardinal, 
8 Hel make his Cap coequal with the Crown. 
K. Henry. My Lords Ambaſſadors, your leyeral Suits 
Have been confider'd and debated —_ 
Your Purpoſe is both good and reaſonable; 
And therefore are we certainly refolv'd 
To draw Conditions of a friendly Peace, 
Which by Lord of Wincheſter we mean 
Shall be * & rted preſently. to France. 
Slo. And 2 the Proffer of my Lord your Maſter, 
1 have inform'd his Highneſs fo at large, 


As liking of the Lady's virtuous Gifts, 


_ Ther Beauty, and the value of her Dower, 
- * doth ey ſhe ſhall be England's Queen. 


wks edge of my Affection. 
= ſo, my 1500 Lo: or, ſee them guarded, 

And ſafely brought to Dover, where inſhipp'd 

Commit them to the fortune of the Sea. [Exeunt, 

Un. Stay, my Lord Legate you ſhall firſt receive 
The fum of Mony which I promiſed 

Should be delivered to his Holineſs, 

For cloathing mein theſe grave Ornaments. 

| Legate. I will attend upon your Lordſhip's leiſure. 

Hm. Now Nincheſter will not ſubmit, I tro, 

Or be inferior to the proudeſt Peer. 

Humphrey of Gio ſter, thou ſhalt well perceive, 

That neither ia Birth, or for Authority, 

The Biſhop will be over-born by thee, 2 

IIl either make thee ſtoop, and bend thy Knee 


Or ſack this e WA 3 | Me. 25 


SCP NE 


1 and proof of which Contra, 
is Jewe 


45 


Tis ſaid, the ſtout Pariſcans do — 


Into two Parties, is now conjoin'd in one, 
And means to give you Battel preſently. 


But we will preſently 


SCENE Ii. 


| Enter Dauphin, Burgundy, Alenſon, Baſtard, Reignier; 
and Joan la Pucelle. * 


Dau. This News, my Lords, may cheer our drooping 


[Spirits a 

And return again unto the warlike French, 

Alen. Then march to Paris, Royal Charles of France, 
And keep not back your Power in dalliance. | 

Pucel. Peace be amongſt them, if they turn to us, 
Elſe Ruin combat with their Palaces. 

Enter Scout. 

Scout. Succeſs unto our yaliant General, 

And happineſs to his Accomplices. 


Dau. What tidings ſend our Scouts? I prethee ſea: 


Scout. The Engliſh Army, that divided was 


Dau. Somewhat too ſudden, Sirs, the warning is 
provide for them. 
Burg. I truſt the Ghoſt of Talbot is not there; 
Now he is gone, my Lord, you need not fear. 
Pucel. Of all baſe Paſſions, Fear is moſt accurſt; 
Command the Conqueſt, Charles, it ſhall be thine: : 
Let Henry fret, and all the World repine 
Dau. Then on, my Lords, and France be fortunate. — 
Alarm: Excurſions. Enter Joan la Pucelle. 
Pucel. The Regent conquers, and the Frenchmen fly. 
Now help ye charming Spells and Periapts, 
And ye 9 1 admoniſh me, 
And give me ſigns of future Accidents. 
You ſpeedy helpers, that are Subſtitutes 
Under the Lordly Monarch of the North, 
Appear, and aid me in this Enterprize. Fes 
This indy wad ee 
is y 2 ick a ce 
— L N er to 28 1. 
8 familiar Spirits, that are cull'd 
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Help me this once, that France may get the Fi Field. 1 
[They walk and ſpeak not. 
Oh hold me not with Silence over long: 

Where I was wont to feed you with my Blood, 

Ill lop a Member off, and give it you 

In carneſt of a further Benefit : 
Fo 
; — | 
No hope to have Redreſs? My Body ſpall 
Pay recompence, if you will grant my Suit. 
[Thy ſhake ths oak 
Dm me eto. at 

Intreat you to your wonted furtherance ? 

Then take my Soul; my Body, Soul, and all, 

DO AT e EE: 

[They depart 


See, they forſake me. Now the time is come, A 
| That France muſt yail her lofty plumed Creſt, 257 
And let her Head fall into England's Lap. 
My ancient Incantations are too weak, 
| And Hell too ſtrang for me to buckle with: 25155 
| Now France thy Glory droopeth to the Duſt. [ Exit. 
[ Excurſions. Pucelle: and York fight Hand m Hand. | 
Pucelle is taken. The French fly. 
on fu. ; 
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Tork. Damſel of France, I _ I have 
Dachain Spirits now with ſpelling 
And tr i chey can can gain your Liberty, 
A gcodly prize, fit for the Devil's Grace, 
See how the ugly Witch doth bend her Brows, 
As if, with Circe, ſhe would change my Shape, 
Pucel, Chang'd to a worſer Shape they can'ſt not de. \ 
Tork. Oh, Charles the Dauphin is a proper Man, F 
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No Shape but his can pleaſe your dainty Eye. 
Pucel. A plaguing e light on Charles and mow 
And may ye both be ſuddenly ſurpris g 
By * Hands, in ſleeping on your Beds, : 
5 15 Pell banning Hag. Inchanireſs, hold thy Tongue. 8 
give me leave to curſe a while. _ 
— c A 
Thom 
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Alarm. Enter Suffolk with Margaret in bis Han 


S. Be what thou wilt, thou art my Priſoner. 
[Gaxes on her. 


| Oh faireſt Beauty, do not fear, nor fly: 


For I will touch thee but with reverend Hands, 


1 kiſs theſe Fingers for eternal Peace, 


And lay them gently on thy tender Side. 
Who art thou, ſay? that I may honour thee. 
Mar. Margaret my Name, and Daughter to a Ling, 


The King of Naples, vhoſoe er thou art. 


Suf. An Earl I am, and Suffolk am I call'd. 
Be not offended, Nature's Miracle, 
Thou art alotted to be ta en by me: 
So doth the Swan her downy Cigners fave, 
Keeping them Priſoners — her Wings: 
Yet i 7 ſervile Uſage once offend, 


Go. and be free again, as Suffolk s Friend. [She is going. = 


Oh fay! I have no Power to let her pals, Th 
My Hand would free her, but my Heart ſays no. 
As plays the Sun upon the glaſſy Streams, 5 


Twinkling another counter feited Beam, 


So ſeems this gorgeous to mine E "7 
Fain would I woe her, 2 
II call for Pen and Ink, and write my Mind: 
Fie De la Pole, diſable net thy ſelf: | 
Haſt not a Tongue? Is ſhe not here thy Priſoner ? 
Wilt thou be daunted at a Woman's Sight? 
Ay, Beauty's Princely 1 is — 
2 — the 22 makes the Senſes r 
Mar. Say, Earl of Suffolk, 


if thy Name be fo, 
What om muſt I pay. nt 


before I paſs? 
For | perceive I am thy Priſoner. | 
Suf. How cant thou tell ſhe will deny thy Suit, 


Before thou make a Trial of her Love? | ; 
Mar. Why ſpeak ſt thou not? What Ranſom muſt ! pay? 


Suf. She's Beautiful; and therefore to be w 
She ib a Woman, therefore to be w won. 

Mar. Wilt thou accept of Ranſom, 3 

Sf Fond Man, remember that thou haſt a Wife, 
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Mar. 1 were beſt to leave him, for he will not hear. 
Swf. There all is marr d; there lies a cooling card. 
Mar. He talks at random; ſure the Man is mad. | 
Suf. And yet a Diſpenſation may be had. 

Mar. And yet I would that you ' would anſwer me? 

SuF. I'll win this Lady Margaret. For whom? 

Why, for my King: Tuſh, that's a wooden thing. 

Aar. He talks of Wood: It is ſome — 

Suf. Yet ſo my Fancy may be ſatisfied, 
And Peace eftabliſhed between theſe Realms; 
But there remains a ſcruple in that too: 
For though her Father be the King of Naples, 
Duke of 4njow and Main, yet he is poor, 


And our Nobility will — the Match. 


Mar. Hear ye, Captain? are you not at ſeiſure ? 
Swf. It ſhall be fo, diſdain they ne er ſo much: 


Henry is youthful, and will quickly yield. 


Madam, I have a Secret to reveal. 
Mar. What, tho' I be inthrall'd, he Sven a eight, 


7 * * _— any way diſhonour me. 


vouchſaſe to liften what I ſay. 
3 Te I ſhall be reſeud by the French, 

And then I need not crave his Courteſie. 
Suf. Sweet Madam, give me hearing in 8 cauſe, 
Mar. Tuſh, Women have been captivate ere now. 
Suf. Lady, wherefore talk you ſo? 
Mar. I cry you mercy, tis but Quid for Ono. 
Suf. Say, gentle Princeſs, would yau not ſuppoſe 


Your bondage happy to be made a Queen? 


Mar. To neen in Bondage, . 4 


Than is a Slave in yr ſervility: 
For Princes ſhould be fre. 


15; 3 * 

happy Englane's King be i mw 

Mar.” Why, what concerns his freedom unto me? 
Suf. I'll undertake to make thee Henry's Queen, 


| To put a Golden Scepter in thy Hand, 
Ard ſet a precious Crown upon thy Head, | 


If thou wilt enen 
Mr. What? 
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Suf. His Love. 
Mar. I am unworthy to be Heny's Wife. 
Sa No, gentle Madam, I unworthy am 
To woo ſo fair a Dame to be his Wife, 
And have no Portion in the choice my ſelf. 
How fay you, Madam, are you ſo content? 
Mar. And if my Father pleaſe, I am content. 
Suff. Then call our Captains and our Colours forth, 
And, Madam, at your Father's Caſtle Walls, 
W e'll crave a Parley to confer with him. 
Sound. Enter Reignier on the Halli. 
See Reignier, ſee, thy Daughter 1 — 
Reig. To whom? FY 
Suf. To me. 
| Reig. Suffolk, what am. 
I am a Soldier and unapt to 
Or to exclaim on Fortune's Rckloneſs, 
Cone Yes, there is remedy enough, my Lord, 
ent, and for thy Honour give —_— 
hy Daughter ſhall be to my Ki 
wn 1rd ants deve wan 'd and won t ereto! 
And this her eaſie-held Impriſonment 
Hath gain'd thy Daughter Princely Liberty. 
1 Speaks Suffolk as he thinks? 
Fair Margaret knows, 
Thas 18 doth not flatter, face, or a 


thy Princel Warrant, I 1 
72 85 give 2 ae of thy juſt 


Reig. Welcome, brave Par], into our Territories, 
Command in Anjou what your Honeur pleaſes. 
Reig. Thanks, 4. Keignier, for ſo Weet a Child, 
Fit ro be made Companion Sh a Kine 
What anſwer makes your Grace 2 my ſuit / 
Reig. Since thou doſt daign to woo ber little _ 
To be the Princely Bride of ſuch a Lord: 
| Upon condition I may quietly 
Enjoy mine own, the Country Main 5 Avjew, 
Free from opgraticn, « or IT of War, 
| 4. = 


* 4 
mu 


" 
7 
* 4 
”" ® 
1 
F 
1 
N * 
= 
= 
= 
1 
+2 
. 


Thou mayeſt not wander in that Labyrin 
There Minotaurs, and ugly Treaſons = 
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ox, 7 ſhall be Henry's, if he pleaſe. 
t is her Ranſom, I ens her; 


And 1 two Counties, I will undertake, 


Your Grace ſhall well and quietly - 
| 1 And I again in Henry's Royal N 

＋ unto that gracious King, 
Give thee her Hand for ſign of plighted Faith, 
Suff. Reigriey of France, I give thee Kingly Me: 
Becauſe this is in Traffick of a King, 


And yet methinks I could be well content 
To be mine own Attorney in this caſe. [Afide 


I'll over then to England with this News, 
And make this Marriage to hu ſolemniz d: 
So farewel Reignier, bet this Diamond ale 


| he _— Palaces as it becomes, 


I do embrace thee, as I would . . 


| The hriſtian Prince King Henry, were he here. 


Mar. Farewel my Lord, good wiſhes, praiſe, and prayers, 


Shall Suffolk ever have of Margaret. | [She is going. 
Suf. Fare wel, ſweet Madam; but hark you, Margaret, 
No Princely Commendations to my King? 


Mar. Such Commendations as becomes a Maid, 


A Virgin and his Servant, ſay to him. 


Suf. Words ſweetly plac, and modeſtly directed. 


But, Madam. I muſt trouble you again, 
No loving Token to his Majeſty ? 


Mar. Yes, my good Lord, a pure unſpotted Heart, 
Never yet taint with Love, I ſend the King. 

Suf. And this withal. [ Kiſſes her 

Mar. That for thy ſelf —1 will not fo preſume, 


To ſend ſuch peeviſh Tokens to a King. 


Sf. O wert thou for my ſeli . but — yy 


_ Sollicit Henry with her wondrous = 

' Bethink thee on her Virtues that ſfurmount, 

Made natural Graces that extinguiſh Art, 

Repeat their ſemblance often on the Seas, 

That when thou com'ſt to knee) at Henry's Feet, 

33 of 5. [Exeunt. 
7 Ne 


E 
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urer York, Warwick, a Shepherd, and Pucelle. 
York. Bring forth that Sorcereſs condemn'd to burn. 
Shep. Ah, Foan, this kills thy Father's Heart out- right; 
Have I ſough every Country far and near, | 

And now it is my chance to "find thee out, 

Muſt I behold thy timeleſs cruel Death! 

Ah Joan, ſweet Da hter, 1 will die with thee. 

Pucel. Decrepit Miſer, baſe ignoble Wretch, 
1 am deſcended of a gentler Blood. 
Thou art no Father, nor no Friend of mine. 8 
Shep. Out, out —-My Lords, and pleaſe you, tis not ſo, 
ä I did beget her all the Pariſh knows: 
Her Mother liveth yet, can teſtiſie | 
She was the firſt Fruit of my Batch lor. ſhip. 1 
War. Graceleſs, wilt thou deny thy Parentage? 
York. This what her kind ot Life hath been, 
Wicked and vile, and ſo her Death concludes. 
Shep. Fie. Foan, that thou wilt be ſo obſtacle: 
, God knows thou art a Collop of my Fleſh, 

. And for thy fake have I ſh 1 . 
„ Deny me not, I pray thee, gentle 
| Pucel. Peaſant, avant. You have ſuborn'd this Man | 

Of purpoſe to obſcure my noble Birth. 
Shep. Tis true, 1 gave 2 Noble to the Prieſt, 
The Morn that I was wedded to her Mother. 

Kneel down and take my Bleffing, good my Girl. 
Wilt thou not ſtoop ? Now curſed be the time 
Of thy Nativity; I would the Milk 
Thy Mother gave thee, when thou ſack'dft her Breaſt, | 
Had been a little Ratsbane for thy fake: 

Or elſe, when thou didſt keep my Lambs afield, 

I wiſh ſome rayenous Wolf had eaten thee, 

Doſt thou deny thy Father, curfed D:ab? * 

O burn her, burn L. is too good. [Exit 
Tork. Take her away, pA e hath liv'd too long, 

o fill the World with vitious Qualities. 

Pucel, Firſt, let me tell you whom you have condemn'd, 
Not me, begotten of a Shepherd Swain, 
But iſſued from the Progeny of Kings, 
Virtuous and Holy, choſen from ove, 
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Corru 


5 N 
Cbaſte, and immaculate in very 


| Then Jas diſcover thine 
That warranteth by Law, to be thy Privilege. 
| J am with Child, ye bloody Homicides: 
' Murther not then the Fruit within my Womb, 


Ls all your ſtrict preciſeneſs 
Elpecially fince Charles mult Father it. 


| It dies, and if it had à thouſand Lives. 
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By inſpiration of Celeſtial Grace, 

To work exceeding Miracles on Earth. 

I never had to do with wicked Spirits. 

But you that are polluted with your Luſts, 

Stain'd with the guiltleſs Blood of Innocents, 

and tainted with a thouſand Vices, 

Becauſe you want the Grace that others have, 

ny judge it ſtreight a impoſſible 

_—_— as. why but by help of Devils. 
conceived Foan of = hath been 

A Virgin from her K Infancy, 


thought, 
Whoſe Maiden-blood thus rigorouſly effus'd, 
Will cry for Vengeance at the Gates of Heavy n. 
York, Ay, ay; away with her to Execution. 
= r 
e for no Fagpots, let there be enow: :- 
? Barrels of Pitch upon the fatal Stake, 


That fo her Torture — be ſhortned. 


Prucel. Will noth moaning Hearts? 


ye hale me to a violeat Death. | | 
Tork. Now Heav'n forfend! the boly Maid with Child? 


War. The — deeds A 
York. She and the 


a have been li 
1 did har gd ef 1p Ser * 
War. Well, go to, we will have no ) Baſtards le, 


td) „ ae eG. 


| Pucel. You are deceiv'd, my Child is none of his, 
It was Alenſon that enjoy d my Love. 
York. Alenſon, that notorious Machevile! 


22 


Pucel. O give me leave, I have deluded you; 
"Twas neither Charles, Jorg pr Duke 1 nam d, 
But Reignier King of Naples that prevail 0. 

War. A married Man! that's moſt iatolerable, 


un 


King HENRY VI 251 
York, Why here's a Girl; I think ſhe knows not well 
here were ſo m ) whom ſhe may accuſe, 
Har. Its fign ſhe had been liberal — free. 
York, And yet forſooth ſhe is a Virgin pure. 
Strumpet, thy 7 words condemn thy Brat, and thee. 
Uſe no — for it is in vain. | 
Pucel Then lead me hence; with whom I leave my curſe, | 
May never glorious Sun reflex his Beams 
Upon the Country where you make abode; 
But darkneſs, and the he gloomy ha y ſhade of death |; 
Inviron you, till Miſl 
Drive you to break your Necks rang your ſelyes, [Exits | 

Enter Car 


Vork. Break thou in pieces, and DAR Aſhes, 
hay _ wy Miniſter of Hell. 
t, I do greet your Excellence 
win Lo of mmiſſion from the 
For know, my Lords, the States of Chriſtendom, | 
Moy'd with remorſe of theſe outrageous broils, 
Have earneſtly implor'd a _ Peace, 
Betwixt our Nation and th af French; 
And here at hand, the Dauphin and his Train - 
Approacheth, to confer about — matters. 
York. Is all our Travel turn d to this Effect? 
After the ſlaughter of ſo many Peers. 
So many Captains, Gentlemen, and Soldiers, 
That in this Quarrel have been overthrown, 
And fold their Bodies for cheir Countries Benefit, 
Shall we art laſt conclude effeminate Peace? 
Have we not loſt moſt part of all the Towns, 
By Treaſon, Falſhood, and by Treachery, 
Our great Progenitors had conquered ? 
Oh Warwick, Warwick, 1 foreſee with 
The utter loſs of all the Realm of — 7 — 
War. Be patient, York; if we conclude a Peace, 
It ſhall be with ſuch ſtrict and ſevere Covenants, | 
As little ſhall the Frenchmen gain thereby, 
Enter Charles, Alenſon, Baſtard and Reignier, 
Char. Since, Lords of England, it is thus agreed, 
That peacetul Trucs He be proclaim'd i in — 
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And till enjoy thy regal Dignity. 
t 


This Profler is 
Cbbar. "Tis known already, that I am poſſeſt 
Of more than half the Gallian Territories, 
And therein reverenced for their lawful King. 


| Stand'ſt thou aloof upon Com 
Either accept the Title thou uſurp'ſt, 
Of benefit proceecing from our King, 


252 The Firſt Part of 


We come to be informed by your ſelves, 
What the Conditions of that League muſt be. 


York. Speak, Wincheſter; for boiling Choler chokes 


The hollow paſſage of my poiſon'd Voice, 


By fight of theſe our baleful Enemies. 


in. Charles, and the reſt, it is enacted thus: 


Tbat in regard King Henry 2 conſent, 


and of lenity, 
of diſtreſs 


Of meer com 


To eaſe your Country War, 1 


And ſuffer you to breath in fruitful Peace, 


You ſhall become true Liegemen to his Crown. 
And Charles, upon condition thou wilt ſwear 
To pay him Tribute, and aanetragires ſelf, 
Thou ſhalt be plac'd as Viceroy under him, 


of himſelf 


Alen. Muſt he be 2 ſhadow 


Adorn his Temples with a Coronet, 


And yet in Subſtance and Authority, 
Retain but privilege of a private Man ? | 
and reaſonleſs. 


Shall I for lucre of the reſt un-vanquiſh'd, 


Detract ſo much from that Prerogative, 


As to be call'd bur Viceroy of the whole? 


No, Lord Ambaſſador, TI! rather keep 
That which I have, than coveting for more, 
Be caſt from poſſibility of all. at 
York. Inſulting Charles, haft thou by ſecret means 


Us'd interceſſion to obtain a League, 
And now the matter grows to compromile, 
pariſon? 


And not of any challenge of Deſert, 
Or we will plague thee with inceſſant Wars. 
Reig. My Lord, you do not well, in obftinacy 


To cavil in the courle of this Contract: 
It once it be neglected, ten to one 


| We 


© 5 7%. hoy os 


SeSgaeag gr. 


Of beauteous Margaret hath aftoniſh'd me: 


King Hur VI. 


We ſhall not find like 7 
Alen. To ſay the 1 it is 28 Policy, 
To ſave your Subjects from ſuch maſſacre 
And ruthleſs ſlaughters as are daily ſeen 
By our proceeding in Hoſtility, 
And therefore take this compact of a Trace, Re 
Although you break it, when your pleaſure ſerves. 


Mar. How ſay ſt thou Charles 'E 
Shall our Condition ſtand? 
Char. It ſhall: 

Only reſery'd, you claim no > intereſt 
In any of our Towns of Garriſon. 

ork. Then ſwear Allegiance to bis urge. 
As thou art Knight, never to 
Nor be Rebellious to the Crown of England, 
Thou nor thy Nobles, to the Crown of England. 
So, now diſmiſs your r when you pleaſe: 


* your Enfigns ; ler your Drums be fill, 
For ere we entertain 2 ſolemn Peace. 


| Zreumt. 
5 a 


and Exeter. 
K. Henry. Vour wondrous rare 


Her Virtues graced with external Gifts, 

Do breed Loves ſettled Paſſions in my Heart. 
And like as rigour of tempeſtuous Guſts 
Proyokes the e might Hulk againſt the Tide, 
$0 am I driven breath of her Renown, | 
Either to ſuffer Skipworack, or arrive 
Where I may have fruition of her Love. 


 Tuſh, my Lord, this ſu Tale 
1 Preface 2 — 2 : 


| The chief Perfections of that Jovely 1 Dame, 


Had 1 Gafficient Skill to utter them, 

Would make a Volume of i mocng lines, 

Able to raviſh any dull Conceit. 

_ which is more, ſhe is not ſo Divine, 
So full repleat with choice of all Delights, 

2992 3 


Liv he Dauphin: 
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And not deface 


A Earl's Daughter in un odds, 
1 er in nncgual odds, = 


"== x 1 


The King of Naples and 
And of great Authority in France, 

That bis Alliance will confim our Peace, 

And keep the Frenchmen in Allegiance. 


And not to ſeek a 1 
So worthleſs Peaſants bargain for their Wives, - 


254 The Firſt Part of 
She is content to be at your command: 
Command, I mean, of virtuous chaſte intents, 


To love and honour Henry, as her Lord. 


K. Henry. And otherwiſe, will Henry acer elmer 
2 my Lord Protector, 14 © ene 
That Margaret may be England's 
Glo. So ſhould I give conſent to 
You know, my . 
Unto another Lady of eſteem. 
How hel we then agent enn de os. 
Honour with 
Suf. As doth a Ruler with unla — 


Or one that at a Triumph, having vow'd 


To try. his rength, forlaketh yet the Liſts 


By reaſon of his Adverfary's odds. 


Her Father is no better than 


Although in glorious Titles he excel. 


Si. Yes, my good Lord, ber Puther is a King, 


Glo. And ſo the Earl of Armagnac may do, 


| Becauſe he is near Kinſman unto Charles. | | 
Exe. Belide his Wealth dech warrant liberal Dower; 


Where Reignier ſooner will receive than give. 
Suf. A Dower, my Lords! 


Henry is able to enrich his 
_ him rich; 


As Market-men for Oxen, Sheep, or Horſe. 


But Marriage is a matter of more worth, . 
Than to be dealt in by Attorney-ſhip: - 
Not whom we will, 

Eve comers e Bd, 


t whom his Grace ales . 


Diſgrace not ſo your King, 
That be ſhould be fo abject, baſe, and-poor, 
To chuſe for Wealth, and not for perfect Love. 
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And therefore, Lords, fince he affects her moſt, 

It moſt of all theſe Reaſons bindeth us, 

In our Opinions ſhe ſhould be preferr d; 

For what is Wedlock forced, but a Hell, 

An age of Diſcord and continual Strife? | 
Whereas the contrary bri forth bliſs, 

— DD 2 being | King; 
Whom ſhould we match with Hey, being a King; 
But Margares, that is Daughter to a King? 

Her peerleſs Feature, joined with ber Birth, 
Approves her fit for none, but for a King. 

Her valiant Courage, and undaunted Spirit, 

More than in Woman commonly is feen, 

Will anſwer our hope in Iſſue of 6 King: 

For Henry, Son unto a Conqueror, 

Is likely to beget more Conquerors, 

If with a Lady of fo high reſolve, 

As is fair Margaret, he be link'd in Love, 
Then yield my Lords, and here conclude with me; 
That Margaret ſhall be Queen, and none but ſhe. 


K. Henry. Whether it be through force of your report} 


My noble Lord of Suffolk; or for that 

My tender Youth was never yet attaint- 
With any Paſſion of inflaming Love, 
cannot tell; but this 1 am aſſur d, 

1 ſcel ſuch ſharp diſſention in my Breaſt, 
Such fierce alarums both of Hope and Fear, 
As I am fick with working of my Thoughts; 
Take therefore Shipping; poſt, my Lord, to Fraxce; 
Agree to any Covenants, and 8 

That Lady Margaret do vouchſafe to come 
To croſs the 1 and be Crown'd, 
King Henrys faithful and anointed Queen, 

— Expences and ſufficient Charge, 

Among the People gather up a tenth. 

Be gone, I fay, for till you do return, 

I reſt perplexed with a thouſand Cares. 

And you, good Uncle, baniſh all offence : 

If you do cenſure me, by what you were, 

Not what you are, 1 know it will excuſe | 3 
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This ſudden Execution of my will.” 
And ſo conduct me, where from 
I may revolve and ruminate my Grief. 


Glo, Ay, Grief I fear me, bath ar it nd Lit. e 


Thus Su 
the 


NN. ful Paris once to Greece, 
With 
But 


dan n ſan did: 


But I will rule both l 


- 
* 


aret ſhall now _— OT $i rele tht ide: 


[ Exit Glouceſter; 


hath prevail'd, and FO 
to find the ſike event in Love, | 
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King HENRY VI, 


With the Death of the 


Printed in the VA MDCC XIV, 


Dramatis Perfone: 


ING Henry VI. 
Humphry Duke of Glouceſter, 


Cardinal Beaufort, Bp. of Wincheſter, "RO the King 
Duke of York, pretending to the Crown. | 
Duke of Bu 
Duke of Som 


ham, 
I Of the King's Party. 


— of Suffolk, 

220 Warwick, Of the York Fatton = 7 
Lord Clifford, of King's Party. 

Lord Say. 

Lord Scales, Governor * Tower. 

— Hum Stafford. 


AE er Iden, 4 Kentiſh Gentleman. 
„ 
2 2 
Van. Sea Captain, and Walter Whitmore fir 
— 2 Prigfs, == =» 1 
Bullingbrook, an Aftrologer. 
| A Spirit attending on Jordan the Witch, 
Thomas Horner, an Armorer. 
Peter, his Man. | 
Mayor of St. Albans. 
— 4 an Impoſtor. 3 
Jack Cade, Bevis, Michael, John Holland, Dick te Butcher, 
Smith the Weaver, and ſeveral Others — Rebels, 
2 — EE. 
| Dame Elinor: Wife to the Duke of Glouceſter. 5 
— 74 warns eWochentyloy 6ty rey. 4 of Glouceſteri 
Wife to Simpcox. 


Petitioners, Aldermen, a Buadle,sS and Officer abe 
Meſſengers, and other — , 
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Make me from wondring, fall to weeping 
Such is the felnebs of wr Heart's — 
3 Lords, with one chanks Voice, welcome my Love. 


— — ß 


To your moſt Hand, that are the Subſtance | 
Of that great ow I did repreſent: 
The happieſt Gift that ever Marquiſs gave, 


| The faireſt Queen that ever King receiv'd. 


K. Henry. Suffolk ariſe. Welcome, Queen Margaret, 


I enn ex preſs no kinder ſign of Love 


Than che kind Kiſs. O Lord, that lend'ſt me Life, 
Lend me a Heart repleat with thankfulneſs: Ml 
For thou haſt given me, in this beauteous Face, 


A World of Earthly Bleſſings to my Soul, 
If ſympathy of Love unite our Thoughts. 


Mar. Great King of England, and my gracious Lord, 
1. —— that my Mind hath had, , 


By Day, by Night, waking, and in 4 Dreams, 
In courtly Company, or at my 
With you mine Alder liefeſt Sovereign, IE 
| Makes me the bolder to ſalute my King, 
Witch ruder terms, ſuch as my Wit affords, 


And 8 of Heart doth minifter. | | 
K. H Her fight did nm bur her Grace in Speech, 
ner W yelad, with Wiſdom's Majeſty, - | 


All kneel. Longlive Queen Margaret, 9 Happineſs. 
L. Mer. We thank you all. _ [Flowiſh, 
+ My Lord Protector, fo it 

Here are the Articles of con 
For eighteen Months concluded by — A 
Glo. Reads.) Imprimis, It is agreed between the French 


King, Charles, William de la Pole, Marquiſe 


item. That the Dut feds atten 
n 2 


l * 
Gld, 


Ferraro 


fd dd th. 6. 


Tarly and late, debating to and fro, 24 


King Henry VI. 26 
Olo. Pardon me, gracious Lord. AP 


Some fadden quaim hath rack mae to the Heart, | 


And dimn'd mine Eyes. that I can, read. no further. 
K. Henry. Uncle of Wincheſter, I pray read ou. 
Win. Item, It is further agreed between them, That the 


' Dutchies of Anjou and Main ſhall be releaſed and delivered 


over to the King her Father, and ſhe ſent over of the King of 
England's own proper Coſt and Charges, without having any 


K. Henry. They pleaſe us well. Lord Marquiſs, kneeldown; 

We foams tabs} angry yore jv 9 

And girt thee with the Sword. Couſin of Tork, 

We here diſcharge your Grace from being Regent 

Fth' Parts of France, till term of eighteen Months 

Be full expir d. Thanks, Uncle Wincheſter, 

Glouceſter, York, Buckingham, and Somerſet, 

Salisbury and Warwick, N 

We thank you all for this great Favour done, 

In Entertainment to my Princely Queen. 

Come, let us in, and with all ſpeed provide | 

To ſte her Coronation be perform d. ao 

1 gl Manent the veſt. | 

Glo. Brave Peers of England, Pillars of the State, 

To you Duke Humm muſt unload his Grief: 

Your Grief, the common. Grief of all the Land. 

What? did my Brother Henry ſpend his Youth, 

His Valour, Coin, and People in the Wars? 

Did he ſo often lodge in open Field, | 

In Winter's Cold, and Summer's parchiag Heat, 

To conquer France, his true Inheritance? 

And did my Brother Bedford toil his Wits 

To keep by Policy what Henry gott: 

Have yon your ſelves, Somerſet, Buckingham, 

Brave Tork, Saliabury, and victorious Warwick, 

Receiv'd deep Scars in Franes and Normandy: : 

Or hath mine Uncle Bedford, and my ſelf, 

With all the learned Council of the Realm, 

Studied ſo long, fat in the Council-houſe, 
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Undoing all, as all had never 
This peroration with ſuch Circu 
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Dr 
And was his Highneſs in his Infancy 


Crowned in Pars, in deſpight of Foes? 


And ſhall theſe Labours, r 
Shall H s Conqueſt, Be s Vigilance, 
NN 
O Peers of England, ſhameful is this League, 


Fatal this Marriage, cancelling your Fame, 


Blotting your Names from Books of Memory, 
the Characters of your Renown, 
Defacing Monuments of co d France, 


Car. N 


? 
For France, tis ours; and we will keep it ſtill. 6 
Glo. Ay, Uncle, we will keep it if we can: 


But now it is impoſſible we ſhould. 


Suffolk, the new g 
Hath given the Dutchy of Aujen and Man, 
Unto the poor King Reignier, whoſe large Style 
Agrees not with the leanneſs of his Purſe, 
Sal. Now by the Death of him who - "ol for al, 


Theſe Counties were the Keys of Ne 


But wherefore weeps Warwick, my valiant Son ? 
Mar. For Grief that they are paſt Recovery. 


For were there hope to conquer them again, 
My Sword ſhould ſhed hot Blood, mine Eyes no Tears, 


and Main! My ſelf did win them both: 


Thoſe Provinces theſe Arms of mine did colquer. 


And are the Cities that I got with Wounds | 


Delivered up again with peaceful Words? 
Mort Dieu! 


Tork. For Suffolk's Duke, may he be ſaffocate, 


| That dims the Honour of this warlike' Ile: $ 
| France ſhould have torn and rent my very Heart, g's. 
Before I would have yielded to this League, © 
I never read but England's Kings have had 
Large ſums of Gold, and Dowries with their wires! | 
And our Henry gives away his own, 


To match 9 * 


Diſcourler | 
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Nay more, an Enemy unto you all, 
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Glo. A „and never heard before, 
That Suffolk demand a. whole — 
KM For Coſt and Cha 


c = 
She ſhould have fiaid in France, aul herd in France 
Before 

Car. My Lord of Glo fr, now ye grow too hot: 
It was the Pleaſure of my Lord the King. 

Glo. My Lord of Wi » I know our Mind, 
"Tis not my Speeches that do mi 4 
But tis my Preſence that trouble Is 
Rancou will ont, Fre, in thy Face 
I ſee thy Fury: If I longer ſtay, 
bo hs 

rdings farewel, and ſay when I am 

I prope, France will be loſt ere long, | 
Car. So, there goes our Frotector in a Rage: 
'Tis known to you he is mine Enemy; 


08 


257 * 

Conſider, rr. 
an 

2 
And all the weakdy Ki diſpleas'd at it; 
Look to it, Lords, let net-his ſmoothing Words 
Bewitch your Hearts, be wiſe and circum] 
What though the common People favour him, 
Calling him Humphry, . 


| Clapping their Hands, and crying with Jod Voice, 


Teſu maintam 


Nuyal Excellence, 


With, God preſerve the gad Duke Humphr 


I fear me, Lords, for all this flattering ph 

He will be found a ous Protector. 
Buck. Why ſhould he then protect our Sovereign, 

He being of age to govern of himſelf? 

Couſin of Somerſet, join you with me, 

And all together with the Duke of Suffolk, 

we'll quickly hoiſe Duke Humphry from his Seat. 
Car. This weighty Buſineſs will not brook delay, 


n to the Duke of Swffl preſently, | (Ex#. 
Se W. 
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Som. Couſin of B 
And greatneſs of his Place be Grief to us, 
Yet let us watch the haughty Cardinal: 
His Inſolence is more intolerable -  - 
Than all the Princes in the Land befide; 
If Gl ſter be diſplac d, he'll be Protector. | 
Buck. Or thou, or I, Somerſet, will be ProteQor, 


Deſpight Duke Humphry, or the Cardinal. 


| Hove wen — Faveur 
Excepting none but Good Duke Humpbry. - 
And Brother York, thy Acts in | 
In bringing them te civil Diſcipline; 
Thy lue Explis doe in te r bse 
When thou wert R for our 
Have made thee fear'd and honour d of 
Join we for the publick Good, 
Jn what we can, to bridle and 

The Pride of , and the Cardinal, 
With Somerſet's and Buckingham Ambition, 
And as we may, cheriſh Duke Hwumphry's Deeds, 

While they do tend the Profit of the Land. 


Mar. So God help Warwick, as he loves the Land, 


And common Profit of his CODE 
|  Tork. And fo fays York, 
| For he hath greateſt Cauſe. 8 
44, Then ker make haſte away, 
_ And look unto the amin. * 


uckingham, though Humphry's Pride 


Nor wear the Diadem upon his Head. 
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Mar. Unto the main? 

Oh Father, Main is loſt, F e 
That Main, which by main Force Warwick did win, 
And would have kept, fo long as Breath did laft: R 
Main-chance, Father, you meant, but I meant Main, 
Which I will win from France, or elſe be ſlain. 

IEx. Warwick and Salisbury. Manet York. 
York. „ ＋ and Main are given to the French, 
Paris is loft, the State of Normandy hi 
Srands on a tickle point, now they are gone: 
Suffolk concluded on the Articles, 
The Peers agreed, and Henry was well d. E 
To change two Dukedoms for a s fair Daughter, 
cannot blame them all, whart is't to them? 


tad mes Friends, n 
| all be gone. 


Still revelling like Lords ti 


As did the fatal brand 

Unto the Prince's Heart of Calidin: 

ce ee | 
Cold News for me: For I had hope of France, 
Even as I have of fertile England's Soil. 
A day will come, when York ſhall claim his own; 
And therefore I will take the Nevills parts, 
And make a ſhew of Lore to proud Duke Hamphry, ' 
And when I ſpy Advantage claim the Crown; 
ood yoga 3 bo * 
or ſhall proud Lanc uturp my Right, 

Nor hold the Scepter in his childiſh Fit 5 


Whoſe Church-like Hamour fits not for z Comm. 
Ver. IV, 7 
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Then Tork be till a while, till Time do ſerve: 
Watch thou, and wake when others be Ds 
ry into the Secrets of the State, 

Til aa ſurfeiting in joys of Love, 
With his new Bride, and England's dear bought Queen, 
And Humphry with the Peers be fall'n at Jars. « 
Then will 1 raiſe aloft the Milk-white Roſe, 
With whoſe ſweet ſmell the Air ſhall be perfum'd, 
And in my Standard bear the Arms of York, 
To — with the Houſe of Lancaſter, 
And force perfurce Ill make him yield the Crown, 
Whoſe Bookiſh Rule hath pull d fair England down, 
[Exit York, 
Enter Duke Humphry, and his Wife Eleanor. 
Elan. Why droops my Lord, like over. ripen d Corn, 
Hangin * Head at 7 0 plenteous Load 4 Wa 
| * t e Humphry knit his ohm. 
1 wing —_ Favours of the World? _ 
wh are thine Eyes fixt to the ſullen N ts | 
—_ at that which ſeems to dim th Sight? 
eſt thou there? King Henry B | 
| fee wth — the —— of 8 = —_ .. - | 
If lo, grovel on thy Face, - | EY 
Until ee Se win 1 _ 
Put forth thy Hand, reach at the glorious Gold. 
Wbat, ist = mort? Ill lengthen it with mine. 
And having both together heav'd it 
We'll both together lift our Heads to caven, 
And never more abaſe our Sight ſo low, 
As to vouchſaſe one glance unto the Ground, _ 
| Glo. O Nell, ſweet Nell, if thou doſt love oy Lord, 
| Baniſh the Canker of Ambitious Thoughts: 
Aud may that Thought, when I i imagine III 
Againſt my, King and Nephew, virtuous How 
Be my laſt breathing in this Mortal World. | 
My troublous Dreams this Night do make me fad. Fo 
Elean. What dream'd my Lord? tell me, and I requite i V. 
With ſweet Rehearſal of my Mornings Dream. W. 
1 Methought | this Staff, mine Office badge in Court, I v 
Was broke in dwain; by whom, I have „ 


2 


2 „ 


Ls 1 
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But as I think, it was by th' Cardinal, 

And on the pieces of the broken Wand Tr | 

Were plac'd the Heads of Edmond, Duke of ae 

And William de la Pole, firſt Duke of Suffolk. | 

This was the Dream, what i it doth bode, God knows; 
Elean. Tut, this was nothing but an Argument, 


That he that breaks a Stick of Glo ters Grove, 


Shall loſe his Head for his Preſumption. 


But liſt to me, my Humpbry my ſweet Duke: 
Mlethought I fate in Seat of Majeſty. 


In the Cathedral Church of Weſtmmſter, 


And in that Chair where Kings and Queens enen d, 
Where Henry and Margaret kaecl'd to me, ö 


And on my Head did ſet the Diadem. * 
Glo. Nay, Bleanor, then muſt I chide outright: 

Preſumptuous Dame, ill natur d Eleanor, | 

Art thou not ſecond Woman in the Realm? 

And the Protector's Wife, beloy'd of him? 

Haſt thou not worldly Picafure at command, 

Above the reach or —.— of thy Thought? : 

And wilt thou ſtill be hammering Treachery, 88 

To tumble down thy Husband and thy ſelf, 

From top of Honour, to Diſgrace's feet? 


Away from me, and let me hear no more. 


Elean. What, what, my Lord, are you fo Cholerick: 
With Zleanor, for telling bur her Dream? 
Next time, III k =4 my Dreams uato my ſelf, 
And not be check 
Glo, Nay, be not angry, I am pleas'd again. | 
Enter Meſſenger. 
1 My Lord Protector, tis his Highneſs Pleaſi afure, 
You do prepare to ride unto St. Albans, 
Whereas. the King and Queen do mean to Hawk. 
Glo. 1 go: Come Nel, thou wilt ride with us? : 
(Ex. Glo. 
 Elean, Yes, my good ler, in fallow fekt, s 


Follow 1 muſt, 1 cmnor before, 


While Glofter bears this baſe and bumble Mind. 


Were I a Man, 4 Duke, and next of Rlood. __ 
would remove theſe 12 Rumibling Blocks, — W 
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And ſmooth my way upon their headleſs Necks, 
And being a Woman, | will not be ſlack. 
Tc play my part in Fortune's Pageant. 
Where are you there? Sir Jahn; nay ** Man, 
We are alone, here's none | t thee and 1. 
Enter Hume. 
Hume, Jeſus preſerve your Rayal Majeſty. 
Elean. What ſay ſt thou? Majeſty: I am but Grace. 
Hume. Bur by the Grace of God, and Hume's Advice, 
- Your Grace's Title ſhall be multiply d. 
Elean. Whet ſay ſt thou, Man? Hg thou as yet conferr'd 
With Margery Jordan, the cunning Witch; 
With Roger Bullingbrook, the Conjurer, 
And will they undertake to do me good? 
Hume. This they have promiſed, to ſew your Highnel 
A Spirit rais'd „ ; | 
| by > ſhall make er 1 — yoo | 
As by your Grace 
Elean. tc is enongh. I think upon the e, | 
hen from St we do make return; 88 - 


* We'll ſee thoſe things effected to the full. f 
Here Hume, take this Reward, make merry Man | 

With thy Confederates in this weighty Cauſe _ 1 

| [Exit Eleanor. 
Hume. Hume muſt make merry with the Dutcheſs's Gold: MW 
Marry and ſhall; e A 
Seal up your Lips, a no Words, 3 N 
The batncſs acketh filene fe "5 
Dame Zener gives Gold, $0 bring the Witch: oy” 7, 


Gold cannot come amiſs, were ſhe a Devil. 
Vet have I Gold flies from another Coaſt: 
I dare not fay, Arg er fad cr 54 : q 
And from the great new-made Duke o mw « 
| Yer 1 do find it ſo: For, to be plain, he 


7 e : 
Ee 1 * 
And buꝝ theſe Conjurations in ber Brain. 

They fay, a crafty Knave does need no Broker; Tak 


pod |. . and the Cardinal's Broker. 
® if you take not heed, you ſhall go near 
T0 all them both a a pair of crafty Knayes, | 


= 


King HENRY VI. 
Well, fo it ſtands; and thus I fear at laſt, 
Hume's Knavery will be the Dutcheſs's Wrack, 
And her Attainture will be Humphrys Fall: 

Sort how it will, I ſhall have Gold for all. [Exis. ” 
Enter three or four Petitioners, the Armorer's Man being one.. 

1 Pet. My Maſters, let's = cloſe, my Lord Protector 
will come this way by and by, and then we may deliver 
our Supplications in t il 

2 Pet. Marry, the Lord protect him, for he's a 1 95 | 
* Jeſu bleſs him. 

| Enter Suffolk. and 

1 Pet. Here a comes methinks, and © he Queen with him: 
Tl be the firſt ſure 

2 Pet, Come back, fool, this is the Duke of Suffolk, and 


not my Lord Protector, 


Suff. How now, Fellow; would'ft any thing with me? 


1 Fer. I pray, my Lord, pardon me, I took ye for my 
Lord Protector. | 


9. Mar. To my Lord Protector: [reading] Are your Sap- 


plications to his Lordſhip? let me tee them; what is thine ? 
1 Pet. Mine is, and't pleaſe your Grace, againſt 7chn Good. 
mas, my Lord Cardinal's Man, for keeping my Houſe, and 
Lands and Wife, and all from me. | 
suf. Thy Wife too? That's ſome wrong indeed. What's 
yours? What's here? [Reads.] Againſs the Duke of ' 
Suffolk, for mcloſmg the Commons of velford. How now, 
Sir Knave ?. 


2 Per. Alas, Sir, I am buta poor Petitioner ofour whole 
Townſhip. NET 21 

3 Pet. Againſt m a Thomas Horner, or 1a 
That the Duke of 171 was rightful Heir to the x i | 

2. Mar. What ſay ſt thou ? did the Duke of York lays. 
he was reightful Heir to the Crown? © 

3 Pet. That my Miſtreſs was? No, forſooth ; 
lier ſaid, that he was; and that the * was an e. 

Sh. Who is there? 

©, Enter Servant. 
Take this Fellow in, and ſend for his Moſter with a Por- 
ſuivant preſently ; well bear more of your Matter before 
the Ki * $$. Leu serr. 
M oF 2 Mar. 
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2. Mar. And as for you that love to be protected 


Under the Wings of . Protector's Grace, 
Begin your Suits anew, and ſue to bim. 
Tears the —_— 
Away, baſe Cullions: Suffolk, let them go. 
AU. Come, let's be gone. Exenus, 


Q. Mar. My Lord of Suffolk, ſay, is this the wiſer 


Is this the Faſhion in the Court of England? 
Is this the Government of Britain's le? 
And this the Royalty of Albion's ro 


What, ſhall King Henry be a Pupil ſti 
Under the ſurly Glo ſters Governance? 
Am I a Queen in Title and in Style, 

And muſt be made a Subject to ; Duke / 
I reil thee, Pool, when in the City Tours 


Thou ran'ſt a Tilt in Honour of my Love, 
| And ſtol'ſt away the Ladies Hearts of France; 
I thought King Henry had reſembled thee, 
In Courage, Courtſhip, and Proportion: 
But all his Mind is bent te Holineſs, 


To number Ave Maries on his Beads: 


His pa ay 5 the Pro 1 and Apoſtlet, 


His Weapons Saws of facred Writ, 
His Study is bis his js Lis yard, and his Loves 
Are brazen Images of Canonized Saints. 


I would the College of the Cardinals 
Would chuſe him Pope, and bim to Rome, 


And ſet the Triple Crown upon his Head; 
That were a State fit for his Holineſs, 
Suf. Madam, be patient; as I was the cauſe 


| Your Highneſs came to England, fo will l 
In England work your Grace's full Content. 


.9. Mar. Beſide the haughty 2 kd 8 


the lan ar 


And grumbling York; and not the 


| But can do more in England than the King. 


Su. And he of theſe that ean do moſt of all, 


Cannot do more in England, than the Nevils; 
Salisbury and Warwick are no ſimple Peers. 


. Not allcheſe Lords do ver me half o mach, 


— 
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As that proud Dame, the Lord Protector's Wife: | 
3he ſweeps it through the Court with troops of Ladies, 
More like an Empreſs, than Duke Hwumphry's Wife: 
Strangers in Court do take her for the Queen; 
She bears a Duke's Revenues on her Back, 
And in her Heart ſhe ſcorns our Poverty: 
Shall I not live to be aveng'd on her? 
Contemptuous baſe-born Callot as ſhe is, 
She vaunted mongſt her Minions t'other day, 
The very train of far worſt wearing Gown 
Was better worth than all my Father's Lands, | 
Till Suffolk gave two Dukedoms for his Daughter. Ei 
 Suf. Madam, my ſelf havelim'd a buſh for ber. 7 
And plac'd a Quire of ſuch enticing Birds, = 
That ſhe will light to liſten to their Lays, 
And never mount to-trouble you again. 
So let her reſt; and, Madam, liſt to me, 
For I am bold to counſel you in this; „ 
Although we fancy not the Cardinal. "2 * 
Yet muſt we join with him, and with the Lordss _— 
Till we have brought Duke Humphry in diſgrace. | | 
As for the Duke of York, this late Complaint 
Will make but little for his benefit; 
So one by one we'll weed them all at laſt; 
And you your ſelf ſhall ſteer the happy Helm. 
Enter King Henry, Duke Humphry, Cardinal, Buck ingham, 
Tork, Salisbury, Warwick, and the Dutcheſs. 1 
K. Henry For my part, Noble Lors, I care not which,” 
Or Somerſet, or York, all's one to me. 
York, If Tork have ill demean'd himſelf in France, 
Then let him be deny'd the Regentſhip, n 
Som. If Somerſet be unworthy of the place, 
Let Tork be Regent, I will yield to him. 1 
Har. Whether your Grace be worthy, yea or no. 
| Diſpute not that, York is the worthier. ; 
Car. Ambitious Warwick, let thy Betters ſpeak. 
Mar. The Cardinal's not my Better in the Field. 
Buck. All in this Preſence are thy Betters, Warwick, - 
. War. Warwick may live to be the beſt of all. 


——— — —— — — 
. . 
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Sal. Peace, Son; and ſhew ſome reaſon, Buckingham, 
Why Somerſet ſhould be preferr'd in this? 
Mar. Becauſe the King forſooth will have it ſo. 
Madam, the King is old enough himſelf 
ar ive this Cenſure: Theſe are no Woman's Matters. 
X . May. If he be old enough, what needs your Grace 
3 be Protector of his Excellence? | 
| Glo, Madam I am Protector of the Realm, 
And at his pleaſure will reſign my place. 
Suf. Reſign it then, and leave thine Infolence. 
Since thou wert King, as who is King, but thou? 
The Commonwealth hath daily run to wrack. 
The Dauphin hath prevail'd beyond the Seas, 
And all the Peers and Nobles of the Realm 
Have been as Bond-men to thy Sovereignty. 
Car. The Commons haſt thou rack'd, the 2 3 ag 
Are lank and lean with thy Extortions. | 
Som. Thy ſumptuous Buildings, and thy Wife's Attire, 
Have coſt a waſs o& publi-k Treaſure, 
Buck. Thy 9 in Execution 
| Upon Offenders hath exceeded Law, ; 
And 59 left thee to the mercy of the Lax. 4 2 | 
2. May. Thy ſale of Offices and Towns in France, | 
It they were ons, as the ſuſpect is great, | 
Would make thee quickly hop without thy Head. - 
. Gire me my Fan; what, Minion, can ye not? ? ITY 
[he res the Date dx on he . 
I ery you mercy, Madam; was it you? 
Was't 1? yea, I it was, proud French-woman: 


Could 1 come near your Beauty with my Nails, | | 
1 could fer my Ten Commandments in your Face. | " 1 
"+ l Sweet Aunt, be quiet, 'twas her Will. 
Hoes 4 her Will, mW 1 * 

1 

J 

Ee Eleanor, } 


\ Buck, Lord Cardinal, 1 el ls 
And ien iter Hamphry, how he proceeds: | 


King HENRY VI. 
She's tickled now, her Fume can need no ſpurs, 


r | 
M [Exit Buckingham. 
Enter Hum ; 


Gb. Now, 1 my . over-blown, | 
" With once about the 7 17 4 
come to of Commonwealth 
— for ſpightful falſe Objections, 
ve t YH I lye open to the Law: 
hr Ges deal fo with my Soul, 
As I in Duty now oa Bin and Country, oo 
But to the Matter that we haye in hand: 
I fay, my Sovereign, York is meeteſt Man 
To be ycur Regent in the Realm of France. 
Suf. Before we make Election, pive me leave 
To thew ſome Reaſon, of no little force, 
8 That Tork is moſt unmeet of any Man. : 
yo York, II tell thee, Suffolk, why I am unmeet: 
Firſt, for I cannot flatter thee in Pride; 
Next, if I be appointed for the Place, 
My Lord of Somerſet will keep me here, . 
Without Diſcharge, Mony, or Furniture, 
Till France be won into the Dauphin's Hands. 
Laſt time I dane d attendance on his will, 
Till Paris ws beſieg d, famiſh'd and loſt. 
% Mar. That I can witneſs, and a fouler Fact 
* Did never Traitor in the Land commit. 
4 Suf. Peace, head - ſtrong Warwick. 
i. Mur. * ot 12, why ſhould 1 hold m Peace? 
f rner the pw Bo and his Man 
Su. Becauſe here is a Man accuꝰd of Treaſon, © 
| Pray God the Duke of York excuſe himſelf. 
u. York. Doth any one accuſe York for a Traitor ? : 
-* B be ys mean ſt thou, Swffolk? tell me, what are 
Is our Majeſty, this is the Man (theſe? 
* That acc yu, his Maſter of High Treaſon: 
His Words were theſe; That Richard Duke of York, 
Was rightful Heir unto the Engliſh Crown, 
* And that your Majeſty was an Uſur = | | 
K. 2 Say, Man, \ yay wy Words ? 
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Arm. An' t ſhall pleaſe your Mazeſty, I never faid nor 
Matter; God is my witneſs, I am falſiy 


thought any ſuch 

accus d by the Villain. 

Pieter. Ny che ten Bones, my Lord, he did ſpeak them 

to me in t 

Lord of York's Armour. 

Tork. Baſe Dunghil Villain, and erbeten, 

Til have thy Head for this thy Traitor's Speech: 

I do beſcech your Royal Majeſty, 

Let him have all the rigor of the Law. 
Arm. Alas, my Lord, hang me if ever I ſpake the Words: 


my Accuſer is my, Prentice, and when I did correct him for 


his Fault the other Day, he did vow upon his Knees he 
would be even with me. I have good witneſs of this; there · 
fore 1 beſeech your Majeſty, do not caft away an honeſt 


Man for a Villain's Accuſation. 


K. Henry. Uncle, what ſhall we fay to this in Law? 
Glo. This doom, my Lord, if 1 ma uy judge: 206: 


Let Somerſet be Regent o'er the Frenc 


_ Becauſe in York this breeds ſuſpicion; 
And et theſe have a Day appointed them 
For fingle Combat, in convenient place, 
For he hath witneſs of his Servant's Malice: 
This is the Law, and this Duke Hwmphry's doom. 
Som. I humbly thank your Royal Majeſty. 
Arm. And I accept the Combat willingly. 
Peter. Nas, my Lord, I cannot fight; for God's fake pity 
my Caſe; the ſpight of my Maſter prevaileth againſt me. O 


Lord have mercy upon me, I ſhall never be able to fighta 
tlow: O Lord, my Heart. | 


Glo. Sirrah, or you muſt fight; or elſe be han 4. 
XK. Hemy. Away with them to Priſon ; and the day of 
Combat, ſhall be the laſt of the next Month. Come $6 


merſet, we'll ſee thee ſent away. [ Exemnt, 
1 Enter Mother Jordan, ante Southwel, and 
Bullingbrook. 


Hume, Come, my Maſters, the Dutcheſs, I tell you, ex- 


pecte performance of your Promiles. 


Bulling. Maſter Hume, we are therefore provided: Will 
ber . behold and hear our Exorciſms? 


e Garret one Night, as we were ſcow ring my 


ity 
” 


King HzN KY VI. 275 
Hume. 1 hat elſe? Fear yau not her Courage. 
Balling. Lhavg hearg ber rep ted to be a Woman of an 

invincible 2 15 5 ſhall be. convenient, Maſter Hume, 

— — be by ft, while we he buſie below ; and fo, 1 

44 — 1255 s Name, and leave us, [Exit Hume. 
Mater Ford, be proſtrate, and grovel on the Earth; Jobs © 
read you, and let us to our work. 
Enter Eleanor above, - 
Elean. Well faid, . T6 - 
this 5 geer, the ſooner the 
Alling. Patience, good Lady, Wizards knay their times: 

— Nig 0 ark Night, the filegt of the Night, 

The time of Night when Troy vras ſet on Fire, Wok 

The time when Screech-owls cry, and Ban- -dogs how! ; 

When Spirits walk, and Ghoſts break up their Graves; 

That time beſt fits the work we have in hand. 

Madam. fit you, and fear not; whom we raiſe - 


Wie will make faft within a ballow'd Verge. 
| [Here they do the Ceremonies belonging, and 4. Cheb. 


ZBullingbrook, or Southwel reads, Conjuro te, G. : 
Thunders and Lilien terribly; then Ws * * 
Spirit. Adſum, 
M. Ford. Aſmath, by the eternal God; 
Whoſe Name and — thou trembleſt at, 


Anſwer that I ask: For till thou ſpeak, 


Thou ſhalt not paſs. from hence. | 
_ Spirit. Ask what thou wil:. kat I had faid, and done! | 
Bulling. Firſt of the King: What ſhall of him become. 
Spirit. The Duke yer lives, that Heary fhall depoſe: 

But him out- live, and ot a violent _ v 

{ As the Spirit they write t wer. 
Bulling. What Fates nb ks of > p > 
Spirit. By Water ſhall he die, and take his End. 


Bulling, What ſhall befall the Duke of 2 
Spirit. Let him ſhun Caſtles. 


Safer ſhall he be upon the ſandy Plains, 


Than where Caſtles mounted ſtand. 


wo done. for more I hardly can codure; | 


Bulling. Deſcend to Darkneſs, and the burning Lake, | 
Falſe Ficnd jayoid, [Thunder and Lightning. Spirit Se. 
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Enter the Duke of York, and the Duke of N 
with their Guard, and break un. 
York, Lay Hands upon theſe Trators and their traſh: 
Beldat, I think we watch'd you at an Inch. Þ 
| What, Madam, are are youthere? The King and Common wen 
Are deep indebted for this piece of Pains; 
My Lord Protector will, I doubt it not, 
See you well guerdon'd for theſe good deſerts. 
Not half ſo bad agthine to England's King, 
Injurious Duke, that threatn'ft where's no cauſe. 
Buck. True, Madam, none at all: What call you this? 
Away with them, let them be clap'd up cloſe, 
| And kept aſunder : You Madam ſhall with us. my 
= Z inks tie vo thee. ft 
We l ſee your Trinkets here forth-coming all. 
Away. [Exennt Guard with Jordan, Southwel, c. 
Tot. Lord Buckingham, methinks you watch d her well; | 
A pretty Plot, well | choſen to build upon, 
Now, pray my Lord, let's fee the Devil's Writ. Ref, 
To ner nem. 
| Duke ; | 
But 22 violent Death. 
Why, this is Juſt, A te Aacidem Romano, vincere e poſſe. 
Well, to the reſt: 
Tell me what fate awaits the Duke of Suffolk ? 
By Water ſhall he die and take his End. 
_ What __ beride the Duke of Somerſet ? 
| Tet him ſhun Cafiles. 
Sf ſhall be be ap he ny Plain, 
where Caſtles mounted ſtand. 
Come, come, my Lords, ) 
| Theſe Oracles are hard ly attain'd, 
And hardly underſtood. | 
The King is now in progreſs towards St. Albans, 
With him the Hucband of this e 185 8 
Thither go theſe News, 


As faſt as Horſe can carry them 

A ſorry breakfaſt for my Lord . . 1 
Buck. Your Grace ſhall give me leave, my Lord of lr, 

J 0 be the Poſt, 8 5G: 

7 Tut, 


_ _ Eons VE 
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With ſuch Holineſs can you do IE 15 
Suf. No malice, Sir, no more than well becomes 
2 ood a and fo bad a Peer. mW” x 
lo. As who, my Lord? 

1 P $ 
k, Ant like Lordly Lord Protectorſhip. 5 
= Why, Sefolk,Baglns knw thine laben. 1 
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Aue, And 2 Ce der 4a? | 
Henry. | prithee g aan ood 
And whet not on 2 too furious Peers, = 

For bleſſed are the Peace- makers oh EATth h 
C. Let me be bleſſed for the Feaco 1 — 7 of 
this proud Protector, with my Sword. ...: .. -- 
Glo. Faith, Holy Uncle, would *twere.come to 1 
Car. Marry, when thou dar ſt. I.tat. 
Glo. Make up no factious Numbers for that 


In thine own Ferſon anſwer thy Abuſe. le. *. 


Car. Ay, AS eee 
And if thou dar'ſt, this * 
On the Eaſt ſide of the Grove, if #4 . 4.3 | 
K. Henry. How' now, my Lords?  - , 


Car. Believe me, Couſin Gloſter, 
Had not your Man put up the Fowl fo ſuddeoly, 
We had had more fport—— 


Come with thy two-Hand Sword. Ae. to Glo 
Slo. True, Uncle, are ye aid riet 2h 
The Eaſt ſide of the Grove: of [di <9; 
Cardinal, I am with you. - - .. . l 


K. Henry. Why how now, Uncle Gl, 

Glo. Talking of Hawking, nothing elle, my. Lord— 
Now by God's Mother, Prieſt, 
III have your Crown for this Em A. 
Or all my 'fence ſhall fail. 62.0 {Afde. 

2 Aide.) Medice cura teipfum, Proteftor {ts too' well, 
EK. Henry. The Winds grow high, {proce n clk. 
80 ** your Stomachs, Lords. 0 41 
How irkſome is this Muſick to my Heart? 


When ſuch Strings jar, 'what hope of Harmony? : } 


- pray, my Lords, let me compound this ſtrife, - 
Enter One, crying A Miracle. i 
1 Gb. What 1 N. Noiſe? 
cllow, what o ſt thou prochim? - 
One. A Miracle, a Miracle, 2 
Suf. Come to the King, and tell him whe Miracle; 
One. Forſooth, a blind Man at St. Album Shrine, 
Within this half hour hath receiv'd his ſight, 
A Man _ er law in his Life before, 


X na 
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KR. H Now God be prais'd, that to be Souls 
Gives Light i in Darkneſs, — in Ting 
Enter the Mayor of St. Albans, and bis Brethren. 
Simpcox between two ina Chair, are, fünf 
Car. Here come the Townſmen on proceſſion, 
Jo preſent your Highneſs with the Man. 
K. Henry. Great is his comfort in this Earthly vile, 
Although by his ſight his Sin be multiplidd. 
Glo Stand by, my Maſters, bring him near the King, 
His Highneſs pleaſure is to talk with him. 
K. Hemy. Good-fellow, tell us here the C 
That we for thee may glorifie the Lord. 
What, haſt thou been long blind, and now reſtord? 
Simp. Born blind, and't pleaſe — Grace. 
Mie. Ay, indeed was he. 
Suf. What Woman is this? | 
Mie. His Wife, and't like your Worſhip. 
S6 io. Hadſt thou been his Mother, thou enn have 
better told, 
EK. Henry. Where wert thou dont 


Smp. At Berwick in the TE andt the . 
Grace. teu 


. Henry. poor Soul, 
God's Goodneſs hath been * to thee: 
Let never Day nor Night unhallowed 
But ſtill remember what the Lord hath done... 
ö Queen. Tell me, Good-fellow, _ 
Cam ſt thou here by Chance, or of Devotion, 
To this holy Shrine? 
Simp. Gcd knows of pure Devotion, 
Being call'd a hundred times, and ofrner, 
In my ſleep, by good Saint Alban: 


Who ſaid; Simon, come, come omar at my Shrine, 
And 1 will help thee. 


M iſe. Moſt true, forſooth; 


Ard many a time and oft my KiF hav heard, a Voice, 
To call him fo. 


Card What art then he? COTS 
Simp. Ay, God Almighty help me, bs 
MP How cam it thou ſo? 


179 
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imp. A fall off a Tree. 
7 A Plum-tree, Mafter. 
1 haſt thou been blind? 
Maſter. 
— es . would't climb a Tree? C 
But that in all my Life when 1 was a Youth, 
1h, Too true, and bought his climbing very dear. 
Ma, tho lov Þ Plums well, that wouldſt yen- 
== 
Alas, good Maſter, my Wife deſired ſome Dam- 
8 0 and made me climb, wich danger of my Life, 
Silo. A ſubtle Knave, but yet it ſhall not ſerve: _ 
Let me ſee thine Eyes, wink now, now open them, : 


In my Opinion, yet thou ſeeſt not well, 1 1 
. Yes, Maſter, clear as day, 1 thank God and Saint 


— 9 Say ſt thou me ſo; what Colour is this Cloak of ? 
Simpe Red, Maſter, red as Blood. 
ou Why that's well fad: What Colour is my Gown 
of; N 5 
Simp. Black, forſooth, coal- black, as jet. 
E. Henry. Why then, thou know ſt what colour jet wof? 
; — And yet, I think, Jet he did never fee. 
Glo. But oaks and Gowns, before this Day, a many. 
| wif Never before this Day, in all his Life. 
| — Tell me, Sirrah, what's my Name 7 
Alas Maſter, 3 Le 
| 05 What's his N | 
. I know not. 
Gb. Nor bis? t 5 f 
Simp. No indeed, Maſter. | | 17 
_ Glo. What's thine own Name? 53 .q 
St Sounder Simpeox, and it it pleaſe Maſter, | 
| K ſit there, 225 „55 f 
The lyingſt Knave in Chriſtendom. | OS ] 
If thou hadſt been born blind, Te y 
Thou might'ſt as well have kbows all car Names ” 2 
| Fr 
Sight may diſtinguiſh Colours: 
But faddcaly to nominate dem an, 
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It is impoſſible. _ 
My Lords, Saint Alban here hath done a Miracle: 
And would ye not think that Cunning to be great, 
That could reftare this Cripple to his Legs _ 
Simp. O Maſter, that you could? 
Glo. My Maſters of Saint Albans, 
Have you Do Beadles in your Town, 
And things call'd 1 70 __ 
Mayor. Yes, my Lord, i Grace, 
Glo. Then lend for one —_ your 
Mayor. Sirrah, go fetch tos Beadle hither fright Leis 
Glo. Now fetch me a Stool hither b 
Now Sirrah, if you mean to {aye your Lit bs — Whipping: 
leap me over this Stool. and run away, 
Simp. Alas Maſter, Lock not able-ye- fend: clone: / 
You go about to torture me in vain... ü 
Enter a Beadle with Whips, by 
Slo. Well Sir, we muſt have you find your + Legs. 5 
Sirrab Beadle, whip him till he Lap over that fame Stool. 
Bead. I will, my Lord, 


Come 'on Sirrah, af with. your Doubler, quickly. 8 
* Alas, Maſter, what ſhall | do? 1 am not able to 
n 


[ After the Beadle bark. bis hins once; be cue the Stool, 
ond aud they follow, and cry, A Miracle. 
K. Henry. O God, ſeeſt thou this, ee fo long! 
; It made me laugh to ſee the Villain run. 
Glo. Follow the Koave; and take this Drab away. 
Err 26, 
Let him be whipt through every Market Town, | 
Till WE rg IR "Y 
[Exit Beadle, 


foggy 1 wn ef 
But you have done more Miracles than I £ 


üs. 


5 


You made in a 9 —— —— whole Towne'to fly. 
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Under the Countenance and Confederacy 
Of Lady Eleanor, the Protector's Wife, 
The Ring- leader and Head of all this Rout, 
Have praQtis'd dangerouſly againſt your State, 
Dealing with Witches and wich Conyurers, | 
| Whom we have apprehended in the Fact. 
Raifing up wicked Spirits from under Ground, 
Demanding of King Henrys Lite and Death, 
And other of your Highneſs Privy-Council, 
As more at large your Grace ſhall underſtand. 
Car. Ard fo, my Lord Protector, by this means 
Your Lady is forth-coming, yet at 
This News, I think, hath turn'd your weapon 5 edge. 
[Tis like, my Lord, youwilF nor keep your hour. | 
[Aſide to Glo'fter. 
Slo. Ambitious Chureh-men, leave to afflict my n: 
Sorrow and Grief have vanquiſh'q-all my Powers; 
And vanquiſh'd as I am, I yield to thee, 
= to the meaneft Groom. 
: Henry. O God; what anktek es heb wicked Oni 
Heaping Confuſion on their own Heads thereby? 


een. Glo ter, ſee here the Tainture of thy 82 2 


And Jonk thy ſelf be faul:lefs, thou wert beſt. 

3 — for my ſelf, to Heav n I do appeal, | 
How [ have lov'd my King, and Commonweale: A 

And for my Wife, I know not how it ſtands, 

Sorry am I to hear, what I have heard; 1 

Noble ſhe is; but if ſhe have forgot 

Honour and Virtue, and convers d with den, 5 

As like to Pitch, deſile Nobility; WIS 

I 10008 her my Bed and Compaity, . 2d reid Oy 5 


re 4a to Latu aid Shame, 1 T 


That hath — Glo ſter's . ws ber. 
'=W Hetwy W for this Night we 
To morrow toward Landon, back 
To look into this Buſineſs 
| — call theſe foul Offenders to their a 
1 — — Cauſe in Jes al 
2 W Tel 15 N 
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Euter York, Salisbury, and Warwick. 

York. Now, my good Lords of Salizbury and Warwick, 
Our ſimple Supper ended, give me leave, 
In this cloſe Walk to ae my felt, 

In craving your Opinion of my Title, 
Which is infallible to England's Crown. 

Salis. My Lord, I — to hear it thus at fall. 

War. Sweet York begin; and if thy Claim be l. 
The Nevils are thy Subjects to command. 

York. Then thus 
Edward the Third, my Lords, had ſeyen Sons: 
The firſt, Edward the Black Prince, Prince of alis; 
The Sound, William of Hatfield; and the third, 4 v 
Lionel Duke of Clarence; next to whom, —_ 
Was Fohn of Gaunt the Duke of Lancaſter; 
The fifth, was Edward Langley, Duke ot Tork; 
The ſixth. Thomas Woodſtock, Duke of Gloſter; 
William of Mmaſor veas the ſeventh and laſt, 
Edward the Black Prince dy'd before his Father, 
And left behind him Richard, his only Son, 
Who, after Edward the Third's Death, reign 'd King, 
Till H my Bullingbroke, Duke of = 
The eldeſt Son =: Heir of John of Gaunt, 
Crown'd by the Name of Henry the Fourth, 
Seiz d on the Realm, depos'd the rightful King. W 
Sent his poor Queen to France, from whence ſhe cams, ; 
And * to Pemfret; where, as all you know, 
Harmleſs King Richard was murthered traiterouſly. 

War. Father, the Duke hath told the Truth; 
Thus got the Houſe of Lancaſter the Crown. 


York. Which now they hold by force, and not by right : 


For Richard, the firſt Son- s Heir, 

The Iflue of the next Son ſhould have reign'd, 
Sal. But William of Hatfield dy d without an Heir 
York. The third Son, Duke of Clarence, 

From whoſe Line I claim the Crown, 

Had iſſue Philip, 'a Daughter, 

Who married Edmond Mortimer, Earl of March, 

Edmond had Iſſue, Roger Earl of March. £ 

Roger had lune ann Ame, and Eleanor, 
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Henry doth claim the Crown 
The fourth Son; York claims it from the third: 
Till Lionel's Iſſue fail, his ſhould not Reign. 
It fails not yet, but flouriſheth in thee 
And in thy Sons, fair Slips of ſuch a Stock. 
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Sal. This Edmond, in the reign of Bullimgbrook, 


As I have read, laid claim unto the Crown, 
And, but for Owen Glendour, had been King; 


Who kept him in Captivity, till he dy d. 


But, to the reſt. 


York. His eldeſt Sifter, Ame, 


My Mother, being Heir unto the Crown, 


Married Richard Earl of Cambridge, 


Who was Son to Edmond Langley, 


Edward the Third's fifth Son's Son; 
By her | claim the Kingdom. 
She then was Heir to Roger. Earl of March, 


Who was the Son of Edmond Mortimer, | 


Who married Philip, ſole Daughter 


Unto Lionel, Duke of Clarence. 
So, if the Iſſue of the elder Son 
Succeed before the younger, I am King. 


War. What plain 22 more plain than this? 


Then Father Salisbury, kneel we together, 
And in this private Plot be we the firſt, 
That ſhall ſalute our rightful Soveraia gn 


With honour of his Birth- right to the Crown: 
Both. Long live our Soveraign Richard, England's 
Tork. Wet you, Lords: e 


But I am not your King, till I be crown'd; 
And that my Sword be ſtain d | 


* 


With Heart. blood of the Houſe of Lancaſter: 


And that's not ſuddenly to be perform'd, 
But with Advice and filent Secrecy. . 


Do you, as I do, in theſe dangerous Days, 


Wink at the Duke of Suffolk's Inſolence, 


At Beasford's Pride, at Somerſet's Ambition, 
At Buckingham, and all the Crew of them, 
Till they have fnar'd the Shepherd of the Flock, 
That virtuous Prince, the good Duke Humphry: 


om Fohn of Gaunt, 


King, 


'Tis 


* 
SI 


6 
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at full. 
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>Tis that they ſeek ; and they, in ſceking that, 
Shall find their Deaths, if York can Propheſie. 
Sal. My Lord, here break we off; we know your Mind 


* 


War. My Heart aſſures me, that the Earl of Warwick 
Shall one day make the Duke of York a King. 
York. And Nevil, this I do aſſure my felt. 


Richard ſhall live to make the Earl of | Warwick 
The greateſt Man in England, but the King. [Exennt, 


| Sound Trumpets. Enter King Henry, and State, with 
Suard, to baniſh the Dutcheſs. | 
k Henry. Stand forth, Dame Eleanor CODED, 
2 2 
In ſight o and us, Guilt is t 
2 the Sentence of 2 for Sn 
Such as by God's Book are adjudg'd to death; 


| You four from hence to Priſon, back again; 


From thence, unto the Place of Execution; 


The Witch in Smizhfield ſhall be burn'd to Aſhes; 


And you three ſhall be ſtrangled on the Gallows, 
You Madam, for you are more nobly born, 
Deſpoyled of your Honour in your Life, 

Shall — three Days open Penance done, 

Live in your Country here, in Baniſnment, 


With Sir ola Stanly, in the Man. 
Ifte of 


Welcome is Baniſhmenr, welcome were my 
Death. 


Glo. Eleanor, the Law thou ſceſt hath judged thee; © 
1 cannot juſtiſie, whom the Law condemns. 
Mine Eyes are full of Tears, my Heart of Grief. 
Ah Humphry, this diſhonour in thine 
Will bring thy Head with Sorrow to t Ground. 
I beſcech your Majeſty give me leave to po; © 
_—_ would ſolace, and my Age would caſe. 
any. Stay Humphry, Duke of 99. 
fr thou go, Fel p thy Staff, 

will to himſelf —1 be, 


And nd God ſhall be my —__ =y 9s jy Gs ; 


And Lanthorn to my F 
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Than when thou wert Protector to thy King. 


s 2 Mar. I ſee no reaſon, why a King of Years 
Shou! | 


d be to be protected like a Child: 


God and King Henry govern England's Realm: 


Give up your Staff, Sir, and the King his Realm. 
Glo, My Staff? Here, noble Henry, is my Staff.: 


| As williogly do 1 the fame refign, 


As cer thy Father Henry made it mine; 
And even as willingly at thy Feet I leave it, 


As others would ambitiouſly receive it. EP 
Farewyel good King; when I am dead and gone, 


May honourable Peace attend thy Throne. ¶ Exit Glo'ſter. 
Mar. Why now is Henry King. and Margaret Queens 


And Humthry, Duke of Gloſter, ſcarce himſelt, 


That bears ſo ſhrewd a maim; two Pulls at once; 
His Lady baniſh'd, and a Limb lopt off, JO $290: 


This Staff of Honour raught, there let it ſtand, 


Where belt it fits to be, in Henrys Hand, 
Suf. Thus droops this lofty Pine, and hangs his ſprayes, 

Thus Eleanoy's Pride dies in her younger Days. 
York. Lords, let him go. Pleaſe it your Majeſty, 


This is the day appointed for the Combat, 
And ready are the Appellant and Defendant, 


The Armourer and his Man, to enter the Lifts, 


Ss pleaſe your Highnels to behold the Fight. 
L. Mar. Ay, good my Lore; for purpoſely therefor | 


Lett 1 the Court, to ſee this Quarrel try'd. a 
K. Henry, A God's Name fee the Lifts and all things fit, 


| Here let them end it, and God defend the Right. 


York. I never ſaw a Fcllow worſe beſtead, 


Or more afraid to fight, than is the Appellant, 
The Servant of the Armourer, my Lords. Fi: 
Enter at one Door the Armorer and his Neighbours, drinking 


to him ſo much, that he is drunk; and he enters with a 
Drum before him, and his Staff with a Sand bag faſtned 
to it; and at the other Door his Man, with a Drum and 

2 Sand bag, and Prentices drinking to him. 
1 Neigh.” Here, {Neighbour Horner, I drink to you in 


a Cup of Sack; and fear not, Neighbour, you ſhalldo well 


2 Neg. 
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2 Neigh. And here, Neighbour, here's a Cup of Char- 
neco. 

3 Neigh. And here's a Pot of good double Beer, Neigh- 
hw; drink, and fear not your Man. 
Arm. Let it come i faith, and Ill pledge you all, and a 
Fig for Peter. 

1 Pren. Here Peter, I drink to thee, and be not afraid. 

2 Pren. Be merry, Peter, and fear not thy Maſter; fight 
for the Credit of the Prentices, . 

Peter. 1 thank you all; drink, and pray for me, I pray 
you, for I think I have taken my laſt Draught in this 
World. Here Robin, if I die, I give thee my Apron; and 
ill, thou ſhalt have my Hammer; and here, Tom, take 
all the Mony that I have. O Lord bleſs me, I pray God, 
for I am never able to deal with my Maſler, be hathlearn'd | 
ſo much to fence alrea 

Sal. Come, leave your drinking, and * to blows, 
ez Sirrah, whats thy Name? 

Peter. Peter, forſooth. _ 
Sal. Peter? what more? 
Peter. Thump. 
Sal. Thump? Then ſee chou thump thy Maſter mil. 
Arm. Maſters, I am come hither as it were upon my 
Mao's Inſtigation, ta prove him a Knave, and my ſelf an 
e boneſt Man: And: touching the Duke of York, I will take 
5 my Death, I never meant bim any ill. nor the King nor the 
fit Queen, and. theref Fe dan have at thee with d down 
right Blow. 
York, Diſpatch, this Knave 's Tongue begins to double. 
Sound Trumpets, Alarum to the Combarants. 
f They fight, and Peter ftrikes him 45 
ng Am. Hold Perer, hold; I confeſs, I confeſs Treaſon. 


To 


h a York, Take away his Weapon: Fellow, thank God, and 

med the good Wine in thy Maſter's way. | 

and i Peter. O God, have I overcome mine Enemy in thispre- 
—_ O Peter, thou haſt prevail'd in right. 

| in Henry. Go, take hence that Traitor from our Sight, 


well For by his Death we do, perceive his Guilt. 
And God in Juſtice hath reveal'd to us K 
eig. The Truth and Innocence of this poor Fellow, 3 
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Which he had thought to have murder'd wrongfully. 
Come Fellow, follow us for thy Reward. [Exemnnt, 
Enter Duke Humphry and his Men, in Mourning Cloak. 
Glo. Thus ſometimes hath the brighteſt Day a Cloud; 

8 And ufter Summer, evermore ſucceeds a 


Barren Winter, with his wrathful nipping Cold; 


| So Cares and Jo oys abound, as Seaſons fleet. 
Sirs, what's a Clock? 
| Serv. Ten, my Lord. 

Glo. Ten is the Hour that was appointed me, 
To watch the comi ng of my puniſh'd Dutcheſs: 
Vnneath may ſhe endure the flinty Streets, 

To tread hom with her tender- — Feet. 
Sweet Nell, ill can thy Noble Mind a- brook 
The abject People gazing on thy Face, 


With envious Looks ſtill laughing at thy Shame, 
That erſt did follow thy hariot Wheels, 
When thou didft ride in Ease thro' the Streets: 


But ſoft, I think ſhe comes, and Fl! prepare 
My Tear-ſtain'd Eyes, to ſee her Miſeries. 
Enter the Dutcheſs in a white Sheet, and 's Taper darning 
in ker Hand, with a Sheriff and Officers. 

Serv. So pleaſe your Grace, we Il take her from the Sherifl, 
Glo. No, ſtir not for your Lives, N : 
Elean. Come you, my Lord, to ſee my hame? 
| Now thou doſt Penance too. Look how gare, | 
See how the giddy multitude do point, 
And nod their Heads, and throw their Eyes on thee. 
Ah Glo ſter, hide thee from their bateful Looks, 
And in thy Cloſet pent up, rue my Shame, 
And 8 Enemies, 3 mine and thine. . 
G patient, gentle Nell, forget this Griet. 
Elean. Ak Gio. l or hgh 
For whilſt I think I am thy married Wife. 

And thou a Prince, Protector of this Land, 

Metchinks 1 ſhould not thus be led along, 

Mail'd up in Shame, with Papers on my Back, 

And follow'd with a Rabble, that rejoice 9 

To ſee my Tears, and bear my deep-fet Groans. | 

JO TU PI OY EO NG. 5 


And 
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And when I ſtart the envious People laugh, 

And bid me be adviſed how I tread. 

Ah Humphry can | bear this ſhameful Youk? 
Troweſt thou, that &er I'll look upon the World, 
Or count them happy that enjoy the Sun? 
No: Dark ſhall be my Light, and Night my Day. 
To think upon my Pomp, ſhall be my Hell, 
Sometime I'll ay I am Duke Humphry's Wite, 

And he a Prince, and Ruler of the Land: 

vet ſo he rul'd, and ſuch a Prince he was, 

As he ſtood by, whilſt I, his forlorn Dutcheſs, 
Was made a Wonder, and a pointing Stock 

To every idle Raſcal Follower. 


But be thou mild, and bluſh not at my Shame, 


Nor ſtir at nothing, till the Ax of Death 

Hang over thee. as ſure it ſhortly will. 

For Suffolk, he that can do all in all 

With her, that hateth thee, and hates us all, 

And York, and impious Beauford that falſe Prieſt, 

Have all lim'd Buſhes to betray thy Wings, 

And fly thou how thou can't, " hey 'll tangle thee : 

But fear thou not until thy Foot be ſnar'd, 

Nor ever ſeek prevention of thy Foes. 
Glo. Ah, Nell, forbear; thou aimeſt all awry. 

I muſt offend before I be attainted: 

And had I twenty times ſo many Foes, | 

And each of them had twenty times their Power, 

All theſe could not procure me any ſcathe, | 

So long as I am Loyal, True, and Crimeleſs. 

Wouldft have me . thee from this Reproach ? 

Way yet thy Scandal were not wip'd away, 

But I in danger for the breach of Law. 

Thy greateſt help is quiet, gentle Nell: 

| pray thee fort thy Heart to patience, | 

Theſe tew Days Wonder will be quickly worn. 

| Enter a Herald. : 
Her. I ſummon your Grace to his Majeſty 8 Parliament | 

Ho den at Bury, the firſt of this next Month. | 
Glo. And my Conſent neter ask'd herein before? | 


This is cloſe dealing. Well, L will be 1 
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: Come Stanly, 


290 The Second Part of 


My Nell. I take my leave: And Maſter Sheriff, 


Let not her Penance exceed the King's Commiſſion. 


Sher. And't pleaſe your Grace, here my Commiſſion ſtays: 


And Sir John Stanly is appointed now, 
To take her with him to the Iſle ef Man. 


Glo. Muſt you, Sir Jem, protect my Lad here? 
Stanly. So am I given in charge, may't pleaſe your Grace, 
Glo. Entreat her not the worſe, in that, I pray 


| You uſe her well; the World may laugh again, 
And 1 may live to do you kindneſs, if you do i it her: 


And ſo, Sir John, farewel. 
| Elean. What gone, my Lord, and bid me not farewe!? 
Glo. Witneſs my Tears, 1 cannot ſtay to ſpeak. 
[ Exit Glouceſter, 


| Elean. Art thou gone too? all Comfort go with thee, | 
For none abides with me; my Joy is Death; 


Death, at whoſe Name I oft have been afear'd, 
Becauſe I wiſh'd this World's Eternity. 
Stanly, I prithee go, and take me hence, 


I care not whither, for I beg no Favour; 


Only convey me where thou art commanded. 
Stan. Why Madam, that is to the % of Man, 


; There to be us'd according to your Srate. 


Elean. That's bad enough, for 1 am but Reproach: 


: And ſhall I then be us d reproachfully ? 
Stan. No; like a Dutchefs, 2nd Duke Hmmylny's Lady 
According to that State you ſhall be us d. 


Elean. Sheriff farewyel, and better, than I, fare, 


| Al:bough thou haſt heen Conduct of my Shame. 


Sher. It is my — and, — 3 me. 
Elean. Ay, 33 ewel, thy Office is iſcharg d. * 
we go? | 
Stan. Madam, your —— done, 

Throw off this Sheet, 


And go ve to attire you for our Journey. 


Elegn. My Shame will not be ſhified with my Sheet: 


| Nos, ix will hang upon my richeſt Robes, 
And ſhew it ſelf, attire me how I can. 
| Go, lead the way, I long to ſee my Priſon, 


leu. 


Euin 


nit 


| will ſubſcribe, and fay I yrong'd th Dake! 
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Enter King Henry, Queen, Cardinal, Suffolk, York, Buck- 


ingham, Salisbury and Warwick, to the Parliament. 
K. Henry. 1 muſe my Lord of Gloſter is not come: 


| "Tis not his wont to be the hindmoſt Man, 
| Whate'er occaſion keeps him from us now. 


Mar. Can you not ſee? or will ye not FER 
The trangeneſs of his alter'd Countenance ? 


With what a Majeſty he bears himſelf, 
How inſolent of late he is become, 


How proud, how peremptory and unlike hinaſelf! 


We know the time fince he was Mild and Affable, 
And if we did but glance a far-of Look, 
Immediately he was upon his Knee, | 
That all the Court admir'd him for Submiſſion: 
But meet him now, and be it in the Morn, 


When every one will give the time of Day, 


He knits his Brow, and ſhews an angry Eye, 
And paſſeth by with ſtiff unbowed Knee, 
Diſdaining Duty that to us belongs, 
Small Curs are not regarded when they grin, 
But great Men tremble when the Lion roars, 
And Humpbry is no little Man in England. 
Firſt note, that he is near you in Deſcent, | 
And ſhould you fall, he is the next "wag mount. 
Me ſeemeth then, it is no Poli 

he bears, 


Reſpecting what a Rancorous 
And his advantage following your ___ 

That he ſhould come about your Royal Perſon, 
Or be admitted to your Hig Highnef Council. 

By Flatery hath he won the Commons Hearts: 
And when he pleaſe to make Commotion, 
Tis to be fear d they all will follow him. 
Now 'tis the Spring, and Weeds are ſhallow rooted, 
Suffer them now, and they'll o'er-grow the Garden, 
And choak the Herbs for want of 

The reverent Care I bear unto my Lord, 
Made me collect theſe dangers in the Dake. 
If it be fond, call it a Woman's fear: 
Which fear, it better Reaſons can 
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*My Lord of Suffolk, Buckingham, and York, 


Reprove my Allegation, if you can, 
Or elſe conclude my Words effetual. = 
S:f. Well hath your Highneſs ſeen into this Duke: 


And had I firſt been put ro-ſpeak my Mind, 
I think 1 ſhould have told your Grace's Tale. 


The Dutcheſs, by his Subornation, 


Upon my Life began her deviliſh Practices: 
Or if he were not privy to thoſe Faults, 


Yet by repeating ot his high Deſcent, 
As next the King, he was ſucceſſive Heir, 
And ſuch high Vaunts of his Nobility, 


Did inſligate the Bedlam brain-fick Dutcheſs, 


By wicked means to frame our Sovereign's Fall, 


Smooth runs the Water where the Brook is deep, 


And in his ſimple ſhew he harbours Treaſon. 


The Fox barks not when he would ſteal the Lamb. 


No, no, my Sovereign, Gloſter is a Man 


Vuſounded yer, and fal of deep Deceit. 


Car. Did he not. contrary to form of Law, 


Deri ite ftrange Deaths, tor ſmall Offences done? 


York. Ard did he not, in his ProteRorſhip, 
Levy great ſums of Mony through the Realm, 
For Soldiers pay in France, and never ſent it? 


Buy mcans whereof che Towns each day revolted. 


Buck. Tur, rheſe are petty faults to faults unknown, 


: * hich time will bring to light in ſmooth Duke Humphry, 


X. Henry. My Lords at once; the care you have of us, 


To 10. e Thorns that would: annoy our Foot, 


Is worthy Praiſe; but ſhall | ſpeak my Conſcience, 


Our K n{man Glo ter is as innocent 


From. meaning | reaſon to our Royal Perſon, 


A is. tue ſucking Lamb, or harmleſs Dove: 
Tie Duke is virtuous, mild, and too well given 


To dre m on Evil, or to work my Dental. : (ance? 


Q. Mar. Ah! what's more dangerous, than this fond affi« 


Seems he a Dove? His Feathers are but — 


Fer re's diſpoſed as the hateful Raven. 
Is te a Lamb? His Skin is ſurely lent him, e 


For be's inclin d as is the x rayenous Wolf. 1 
Who 
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ce? 
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Who cannot ſteal a ſhape, that means deceit ? | 

Take heed, my Lord, the welfare of us all, 

Hangs on the cutting ſhort that fraudful Man, 

Enter Somerſet. 
Som. All Health unto my gracious Sovereign. [ France? 
K. Henry, Welcome, Lord Somerſet; what News from 
Som. That all our Intereſt in thoſe Territories, 

Is utterly bereft you; all is loſt. | [done. 
K. Henry. Cold News, Lord Somerſet; but God's Will be 
Turk. Cold News for me: for I had hope of France, 

As firmly as I hope for fertile England. 


Thus are my Bloſſoms blaſted in — Bud, 


And Caterpillars eat my Leaves away. 


But I will remedy this gear ere long, 


Or {ell my Title for a glorious Grave. LA de.. 
: Enter Glouceſter, N 
Glo. All happineſs unto my Lord the Ring: 
Pardon, my Liege, that I have ſtaid ſo long. 

Suf. Nay, Glo ſter, know that thou art come too ſoon; . 
Unleſs thou wert more Loyal than thou art: 


I do arreſt thee of High Treaſon here. 


Glo. Well Suffolk yet thou ſhalt not ſee me bluſh, 
Nor change my Coantenance for this Arreſt: 
A Heart unſpotted is not eaſily daunted. 
The pureſt Spring is not ſo free from Mud, 


As I am clear from Treaſon to my £ Sovereign. | 


Who can accuſe me? wherein am [ guilty? ? 
York, Tis thought, my Lord, 
That you took Bribes of France, 
And being Protector, ſtaid the Soldiers Pay, 
By means whereof his Highneſs hath * France. 
Glo, Is it but thought ſo? 
What are they that think it? 
I never robb'd the Soldiers of their Pay, 
Nor never had one penny Bribe from France. 
So help me God, as 1 have watch'd the Night, 
Ay, Night by Night, in ſtudying good for England. 
That Doit that e er I wreſted from the . R 
Or any Groat I hoarded to my uſe, 
Be brought * me at bbs” Trial day. 
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Slo. Ah gracious Lor 


The Second Part of 
No; many a Pound of my own proper ſtore, 
Becauſe I would not tax the needy Commons, 
Have I disburſed to the Garriſons, N 


And never ask d for Reſtitution. r 
Car. It ſerves you well, my Lord, to ſay ſo much, 


Sb. I fay no more than Truth, ſo help me God, 


York, In your Protectorſhip you did deviſe | 


Strange Tortures for Offenders, never heard of, 


That England was defam'd by Tyranny. 


So. Why tis well known, that whilesI was ProteQon, 


Pity was all the fault that was in me: 


For I ſhould melt at an Offender's Tears 
And lowly Words were ranſom for their fault: 


Unleſs it were a bloody Murtherer. 


Dr foul felonious Thief, that fleec d poor Paſſengers, 


I never gave them condign Puniſhment. 
Murtber indeed, that bloody Sin, I tortur d | 
Above the Felon, or what Treſpaſs elſe. * | 

| Suſ. My Lord, theſe faults are eaſie, quickly anſwer'd: 


gut mightier Crimes are laid unto your Charge, 


Whereof you cannot cafily purge your ſelf. 

I do a you in his Highneſs Name, 

And, here commit you to my Lord Cardinal 

To keep, until your further time of Trial 
K. Henry. My Lord of Gloſter, tis my ſpecial hope 


That you will clear your ſelf from all ſuſpicion, 


My Conſcience tells me you are Innoceat. 

Fi theſe days are dangerous: 
Virtue is choak'd with foul Ambition, 
And Charity chac'd hence by Rancor's Hand; 


Foul Subornation is predominant, F 
Aud Equity exil'd your Highneſs Land. 


1 know, their Complot is to have my Life: 
Aud if my Death might make this Iſland happy, 
And prove the period of their 2 F 


I would ex it with all willingne : 
But mine is made the Prologue to their Play: 


For thouſands more, that yet ſuſpe& no peril, 
Will not conclude their plotted Tragedy. 5 
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And Suffoll's cloudy Brow his ſtormy hate; 

Buckingham unburthens with his Tongue 

The envious load that lyes upon his Heart: 

And dogged York, that reaches at the Moon, 

Whoſe over- weening Arm I have " wi back, 

By 7 accuſe doth level 1 my Li . a 

An Sover , Wit re 

Cauſdeſs how laid 3 my Head, 

Aud with your beſt endeavours bave ſtirr'd up 

My liefeſt Liege to be mine Enem 

all of you have laid your s rogether, | 

0] ſelf had notiee of your mis, 

And all to make away my guiltleſs Life. 

i ſhall not want falſe Witneſs to condemn me, 

Nor ſtore of Treaſons to augment my — 

The Tg a ee | box 

A Staff is to 4 Dog. 

Car. 71 his railing is — 
If thoſe that care to keep our Royal Perſon 
From Treaſon's ſecret Knife, and Traitor's Rage, 
Be thus upbraided, chid and rated at, | 
And the Offender granted Scope of Speech, 
Twill make them cool in Zeal unto your Grace. 

S.. Hath be not twit our Sovereign Lady here 
With ignominious Words, Qurkly coucht 
As if ſhe had ſuborned ſome to 
Falſe Allegations to o'erthrow his State. 35 

Mar. But I can give the Err chide. 
Glo. Far truer ſpoke than meant; 1 loſe indeed, 
Beſhrew the winners, for they play'd me falſe; 
And well ſuch Loſers may have leave to ſpeak. 
Buck. He'll wreft the ſenſe, and hold us here all dy- 
Lord Cardinal, he is your Priſoner. 

Car, Sirs, take away the Duke, and guard him ſure. 
Glo. Ah, thus King Henry throws away his Crutch, 
Before his Legs be firm to bear his Body; 

Thus is the Shepherd beaten from thy tide, 


And Wolves are gnarling, who ſhall gnaw thee ſirſt. 
Ah that my fear were talſe, ah that it were: 
For good King Hewy, thy Decay | fear. [Exit 


| = K. lam. | 


Hy 

296 The Second Part of. 
k. Henry. My Lords, what to your Wiſdom ſeemeth beft, 
Do or undo, as if our ſelf were here. OE. 
Mar. What, will your Highneſs leave the Parliament? 


K. Hemry./Ay Margaret: My Heart is drown'd with Grief, 


Whoſe Flood begins to flow within my Eyes; 

My Body round engirt with Miſery; ” 

For what's more miſerable than Diſcontent? 

Ah Uncle, Humphry, in thy Face I fee 

The Map of Honour, Truth, and Loyalty : 

And yet, good Humphry, is the hour to come, 

That Cer I prov'd thee falſe, or fear'd thy Faith. 

What lowring Star now envies thy eſtate? 5 

That theſe great Lords, and Margaret our Queen, 

Do ſeck ſubverſion of thy harmleis Life, 

That never didſt them wrong, nor no Man wreng: 

And as the BurMer takes away the Calff. 

And binds the Wretch, and beats it when it ſtrays, 

| 2 it to the bloody Slaughter-houſe ; Ln 

Even fo remorſleſs have they born him hence: 
And; as the Dam runs lowing up and down, 
Looking the way her harmleſs young one went, 
And can do nought but wail her Darling's loſs; 

Even fo my ſelf bewail good Glaſter s caſe, 
With {ad unhelpful Tears; and with dim'd Eyes, 

Lock after him, and cannot do him good: 

So mighty are his vowed Enemies. 

His Fortuncs I will weep, and 'twixt each Groan, 


Say. Who's a Traiter ? Gloſter he is none. [Exit 


_ .  Q. Mw, Free Londs: 
Cd lu Snow melts with the Sun's hot Beams, 
Henry. my Lord, is cold in great Affairs, 
Too full of fooliſh pity; and Gio ſter's ſhew 
Beguiles him, as the mournful Crocodile 
Wich ſorrow ſnares relenting Paſſengers: 
Or as the Snake, roll'd in a lowry Bank, 
With ſhining checker'd Slough, doth ſting a Child, 
That for the Beauty thinks it excellent, 
Believe me, Lords, were none more wiſe than I,. 
And yet herein I judge my own Wit goed, 
This Gloſter ſhould be quickly rid the World, 
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To rid us from the fear we have of him. 
Car. That he ſhould die. is, worthy policy, 
But yet we want a colour for his Death: 1 
'Tis meet he be condemn'd by courſe of Law, 
Suf. But in my Mind, that were no policy; 
The King will labour ſtill to fave his Life, 
The Commons haply riſe to ſave his Life; 
And yet we have but trivial Argument, Ce a” 
More than Miſtruſt, that ſhews him worthy Death... 
York. So that by this, you would not have him dia. 
Suf. Ah York no Man alive, fo fain as J. 4 
Tork. Tis York t hat hath more reaſon for his Death. 
But my Lord Cardinal, and you my Lord of Suffolk, 
Say as you think, and ſpeak it from your Souls: 
Wer't not all one, an empty Eagle were fet 
To guard the Chicken from a hungry Kite, 
As place Duke Humphry for the King's Protector? 
Mar. So the poor Chicken Nould be ſure of Death . 
Suf. Madam. tis true; and wer't not madneſs then, 
To make the Fox Survey or of the Fold? 5 
Who being accus'd a crafty Murtherer, 
His Guilt ſhould be but idly poſted over, 
Becauſe his purpoſe is not executed. 
No; let him die, in that he is a Fox, 
By Nature prov'd an Enemy to the Flock, 
Before his Chaps be ſtain'd with Crimſon Blood, 
As Humphry prov'd by Reaſons to my Liege. 
And do not ſtand on Quillets how to ſlay bim: 
Be it by Ginns, by Snares, by Subtility, N 
Sleeping, or weaking, tis no matter MM 
So he be dead; for that is good deceit 
Which mates him firſt, hat firſt intends deceit, 
. Mar. Thrice noble Suffolk, tis reſolutely ſpoke; 
Suf. Not reſolute, except ſo much were done; 
For things are often ſpoke, and ſeldom meant; 
But that my Heart accordeth with my Tongue, 


Seeing the deed is merito: ious, 
And to preſerve my Sovereign from his Foe, - 
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Car. But I would have him dead, my Lord of Suffolk, 
Ere you can take due Orders for a Prieſt: 
Say you conſent, and cenſure well the Deed, 
And I'll provide his Executioner, 
1 _ ſo the ſafety of my Liege. 


Here is my Deed is worthy a 0 


. Mar. And fo fay 1. 
. And I; and now we three have ſpoke it, 
It — not greatly who impugus our doom. 


Enter a Poſt. 
Po . Great Lords, from Ireland am I come amain 
To that Rebels there are up, 


And put the Engliſhmen unto the Sword ; 
Send Succours, Lords, and 1 
Before the wound do grow 22 
For being green, there is great hope of * 
_  Y. x rupee. 
What Counſel give you in this weighty Cauſe? 
York. That Somerſet be ſent a R thither : 


oy Tis meet that lucky Ruler be employ'd, 


Witneſs the Fortune he hath had in . 5 
Som. If York, with all his far-fet Policy, 
Had been the Regent there, inſtead nM 
He never would ve tid in France fo lo 
| _Tork, No, not to loſe it all, as thou haſt 
I rather would have loſt my Life betimes, 
Than bring a burthen of Diſhonour home, 
ſtaying there ſo long, till all were loſt. 
45 me one Scar character d on thy Skin: 
Mens Fleſh preſerv'd ſo whole, do ſeldom win. 
Q. Mar. Nay then, this ſpark wil prove a raging Fire 
if Wind and Fuel be brought to feed it with: 
No mare, good York ; ſweet Somerſet be ſtill, 
Thy 2 Tork, badſt thou been Regent there, 
Vicht ha ly have proy'd far worſe than his. 
Tork. What, worſe than naught? ?nay,thena ſhame take all 
Sem. And in the number, thee that wiſheſt Shame. 


Car. My Lord of York, try what your * „ 


po Tis het « | Kerns of Ireland are in Arms. 
3 And temper "_O with Blood of e 


To 
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That henceforth he ſhall tronble us no more: 
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To Ireland will you lead à Band of Men, 
Collected choice 7 from each — ſome, 


inft the 
4 | wil, Ey Lord, & ple is Majeſty; 


$f. Why, our NAuthorit 1s his Conſent, 
And what we do eftabliſh' he confirms; 
Then, Noble York, take thou this task in hand. 
York. I am content: Provide me Soldiers, Lords, 
Whiles I take Order for minę own Affairs. 9 
Suf. A charge, Lord York, that 1 will fee md. 
But now return we to the falſe Duke 
Car. No more of him; for 1 will deal with him, 


And ſo break off, the Day is almoſt ſpent, 

Lord Suffolk, you and I muſt talk of that Event. 
York, My Lord of Suffolk, C 

At Briſtol 1 expect my Soldiers, 

For there III Ship them all for Ireland. 


M E it truly done, my Lord of York. 12 . 
Manet York 


York. Now York, or never, 1 thy fearful Thoughts, 2 
And change Miſdoubt to Reſolution: = 
Be that thou hop'ſt to be, or what thou art 
Relign to Death, it is not worth th' en enjoying: 
Let pale · fac d Fear keep with the mean · born Man, 
And find no harbour wer yal Heart. 1 
Faſter than Spring · time ſhowers, comes ht on thou ut, 
And not a thought, but thinks on Dignity. vt 
My Brain, more bufie than the labouring Spider, 
Weaves tedious Snares to trap mine Enethies, 
Well Nobles, well; tis politickly done, 
To ſend me packing with an Hoſt of Men: 
| fear me, you but warm the ſtarved Snake, 
Who cheriſf'd in your Breaſts, will ſting your Hearts, 
'Twas Men I lack d, and you will give them mez 
I take it kindly; yet be well aſſur'd, 
You put ſharp Weapons in a mad Man's Hands, 
Whilſt I in Ireland nouriſh a mighty Band, 5 
| will ſtir up in England ſome black Storm, GE. 
{hall blow ten . Souls to Heaven or Hell. 


And 
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And this fell Tempeſt ſhall not ceaſe to rage, 
Until the golden Circuit on my Head | 
Like to the glorious Sun's tranſſ t Beams, 
Do calm the fury of this mad- in'd Flaw, | 
And 1 a N of my — 13 
I have ſeduc d a headſtrong 
| Fohn Cade of Aſhford, 
To make Commotion, as full wel he can, a” 
Under the Title of Fehn Morti 
e n Cade 
ſe himſelf againſt a Troop of Kerns, 
| yy fought ſo long, till that his Thighs ehe wich Darts . 
Were almoſt like a ſharp quill d Porcupine: 
And in the end reſcued, I have ſeen 
Him caper upright, like a wild Moriſco, 
Sbaking g the wood * as he oy Bells. 
Full often, like a d cra Kern, 
Hath he converſed . — the Enemy. "A 
And undiſcovered come to me again, 
And given me notice of their Villanies. 
| This Devil. here. ſhall be my Subſtitute; _ 
For that Fohn Mortimer, which is now dead, 
In Face, in Gate, in Speech he doth-reſemble. 
By this 1 ſhall perceive the Commons Mind, 
Ho they aſfect the Houſe and Claim of York. 
Say he be taken, rack d and tortured; _ 
I know no pain they can inflict upon him 
Will make him ſay, 1 moy'd him to thoſe Ar ms. 
Say that he thrive, as 'cis great like he will, 
Why then from Ireland come I with my ſtr 
And reap the Haryeſt which that Raſcal ſow'd. 


For Hwmphry. being dead, as he ſhall be, les! : 
And Henry put a- part; the next for me. [ Exit, | 
Enter two or three running over the Stage, from the Murther 

of Duke Humphry. 


1 "Raj to my Lord of Suffolk; let him know | 
| We have diſpatch'd the Duke, as he commanded. 
2. Oh that it were to do: What have we cone # 
Dieſt ever hear a Man a Is 


zo || 


* 1 r 


er 


Euter King Henry, the 2 006 


King Hex e Jes: 


+ +07 Duter, Suffolk, 

1. Here oP HED iti hn 

Suf. Now, Sirs, have you t this. > 

Wo my y good . he's dead. ng 

of. Why, that's well ſaid. Go get you to my Houſe, 

I 21 reward you for this venturous you's, 
The King and all the Peers are here at hand. 
Have you laid fair the Bed ? are all things al, 
According as I gave Dire&ions? . _ 

7, Yes my good Lord. | 

Suf. Away, W ORE 


endants. 

K. Henry. Go call our Unde.to our Preſence * 
Say we intend to try his Grace to day, 
If he be guilty, as tis publiſhed. 


Suf. Vil him A my Noble Lord, | [Ext 


K. Henry. Lords take your Places; and I pra o all 
Proceed no ſtraiter ſt our Uncle Gloſter, . * F 
Than from true Evi ns of 1 
He be approv d in practice cu culpab 

A God forbid any Malice ſhould 


That Baule may condemn a Nobleman: 


Pray God he may acquit him of Suſpicion. 


EK. Henry. I thank thee Nell, theſe Words content me muck: 


Euter Suffolk. 


How now ? why look'ſt thou pale? why trembleſt thou? 


von . our Uncle? what's the matter, Suſfolk? 


Dead in his Bed, my Lord, Gloſter is Dead. 
Me Marry God for fend. 


Car. God's beret Judgment: I did dream to Night, 


The Duke was dumb, and could not ſpeak a word [K ſwoons. 
QMar. low fares my Lord? Help Lords, the King is dead. 


Som. Rear up his Body, wring kim by the Noſe. | 
. Mar. Run. go, heip help: Oh Henry ope thine Eyes, 


Sir. He doth revive again, Madam be . 
8 % Henry. O Heavenly Gd! 


. Mar. How fares my gracious | Lord? 


2 Comfort my Sovereign, gracious Henry comfort, 
. 5 karg What, doth * Lord of Suffolk comfort me? 


Came 


| Pr 
Cardinal, ET 


* 
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Came he right now to fing 2 Rayen's Note, 
Whole diſinal ume bereſt my vital Powers: 
And thinks he, that the chirpitig of 4 Wren, 

By crying Comfort from à hoflovy Breaft, 

Can chaſe away the firſt conceived Sound? 
Hide not thy Poyfon with fuch ſugar d Words, 
Lay not thy Hands on me; forbear, I f,, 

Their touch affrights me as a Serpent s Sting. 

Thou baleful Me , out of my Sight: - 

Upon thy Eye-balls murderous 
Sits in grim Majeſty, to fright the World. 
Look not upon me, for thine Eyes are wounding; 

Vet do not go away; come, Batilisk, | 9 88 5 
And kill the innocent Gazer with thy fight: 

For in the ſhade of Death, I ſhall find Joy; 

In life, but double Death, now Glo ter dead. 

Ane. Why do you rate my Lord of suf thus? 

Although the Duke was Enemy to him, * 

Yet he moſt Chriſtian-like laments his Death; 

As for my ſelf, Foe as he was-to me. 
eben heart ing Groans, 

Or -conſuming Sighs recal his Life: 

I would be blind with Weeping, fick with Groans, 

Lock pale as Primroſe, with blood-drinking Sighs, 

And all to have the Noble Duke alive. 4x 
What know 1 how the World may deem of me? 

For it is known we were but hollow Friends: 

It may be judg'd I made the Duke away, 

So ſhall my Name with Slander's Tongue be wounded, 
And Princes Courts be filled with Reproach: 8 

This get I by his Death: Aye me unhappy, 

To be a Queen, and crown'd with Infamy. | 
E. Henry. Ah woe is me for Glo fer, wretched Man! 
ar. Be woe for me, more wretched than he is. 

 Whar, doſt thou turn away and hide thy Face? 

I am no loathſome Leper, look on me. 

What, art thou like an Adder waxen deaf? 

Be poy ſonous too, and kill thy forlorn Queen. 
Is all thy Comfort ſhut in Glo ſters Tomb? 

Why then Dame Margaret was ne er thy Joy. 
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Erect his Statue, and do v | 
And make my Image bur an Sign. 

Was I for this wreckt upon the Sea, St 
And twice by au Wind from England's Bank | 
Drove back again unto my Native Clime? 
What boaded this? but well fore- Wind 
Did ſeem to ſay, Seek not a t = 
Nor ſet a footi on his ankind Shue. 
| What did II then op Any br e | 
And he that loos d them from Brazen Caves, 
And bid them blow towards Eugland's bleſſed boar, 

Or turn our Stern a dreadful Rock : | 
Yet A wonkl axe be « Murthiver, : 

But left that hateful Office unto thee. 
The pretty vaulting Sea refus'd to drown me, 
Knowing that thou wouldſt have me drown'd en ſhoar | 
With Tears as ſalt as Sea, through thy unkindneſs. 
The ſplitting Rocks cower'd in the —_ 

And would net daſh me with their Sides, 
Becauſe thy flinty bogs e Fete ey, 
Might in thy Fal Margaret: 
As he et Chalky Cliffs, 
When from thy Shoar the Tempeſt beat us beck, 
I food upon the Hatches in the Storm, | 
And when the dusky Sky began to rob 


My earneſt 8 


a 174 
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And threw it towards thy Land; the Sea receiv'd i it, 
And ſo I wiſh'd thy Bod might my Heart: 
And even with this I loft fair England's view, 
And bid mine Eyes be packing with my Heart, 
And call'd them blind and dusky Spectacles, 
For lofing ken of Albion's wiſhed Coaſt, 
How often have I tempted Suffolk s Tongue 
(The Agent of thy foul Inconftancy) 

To fit and watch me, as Aſcanixs 0. 

When he to madding Dido would unfold 

His Father's Acts, commenc d in burning 7, 


Am I not witcht like her? or thou no ful ke hi him? 


p to it, 
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Ah me, I can no more: Dye Margaret, 
For Henry weeps, that thou diaſt live ſo long. 
| Noiſe within. Enter Warwick, do 
Mar. It is reported, mighty Sovereign, 
That good Duke Haumphry traiterouſly is murther d I 0 


By Suffolk, and the Cardinal Beawford's means: O 
The Commons, like an angry Hive of Bees Be 
That want their Leader, ſcatter up and down, W 
And care not who they ſting in his Revenge. At 
My ſelf have calm'd their ſpleenful Mutiny, _ W 
Until they hear the order of his Death, Ti 
EK. Henry. That he is dead, good Warwick, tis too true, Bu 
But how he died, God knows not Henry : | FF 
Enter his Chamber, view his breathle ſs rps, St 
And comment then upon his ſudden Death. | Hl 
War, That I ſhall do, my Liege: Stay te 1 Hi 
With the 5 Multcle, till heal * - 
X Henry. O thou that judgeſt all things, ſtay my T * 
My — hes, that labour to Ac 56 5 my Soul, bug | 7 
Sore Hands were laid on Humphry's Life: _ 
If my ſuſpect be falſe, forgive me Gd. 7 
For judgment only duth belong to thee. 
Fain would | go to chafe his paly Lips, 
With twenty thouſand Kiſſes, and to drain M 
V pon his Face an Ocean of falt Tears, 1 A 
| To tell my Love unto his dumb deaf Trunk, 
And with my Fingers feel his Hand unfeeling: A 
Bur all in vain are theſe mean Qbſequies, | 2 
| LE 
And to ſurvey his dead and earthly Image: | 
What were it but to make my Sorrow greater? A 
War. Come hither, gracious Sovereign, view this Body, 
K. Hen That is to ſee how deep my Grave i is made: At 
For with his Soul fled all my worldly ſolace; 7 By 
For ſeeing him, I ſee my Life is Death. W 
Mar. As ſurely as my Soul intends to live kia | i. Bu 
With that dread King that took our State u 1 : 
To free us from his Father's wrathful 0 6] E\ 


| 1 do believe that violent Hands were laid, 
| . "Mp the Lie of this thrice: tamed Duke, 5 


Sufi A dreadful Oath, ſworn with a folemn regs 
What inſtance gives' Lord Warwick for his Vom?! 

Har. See how the Blood is fertled in his Face. 
Oft have 1 ſeen # timely parted Ghoſt,” -— 
Of aſhy ſemblance, meager, pale, and bloodleſs, | 
Being Ul deſcended to the Jab uring Heart, 
Who in the Conflict that it holds with Death, 
Attracts the fame tor aidance gainſt the Enemy, 
Which with the Heart there cools, and ne er rerurnerk 
To bluſh and beautify the Cheek again. 
But fee, his Face is black, and full of Blood, 
His Eye-balls further out, than when he lived, 
Staring full gaſtly, like a ſtrangled Man; 
His Hair up rear d, his Noftrils firetch'd with ſtruggling, 
His Hands abroad dilplay'd, as one that graſpt 
And tugg'd for Life, and was by ſtrengt ſubdued. 
Look on the Sheets, his Hair, you ſee, is ſticking; 
His well-proportion'd Beard, made rough and rugged, | 
Like to the Summer's Corn by Tempelt nn, gag 
It cannot be but he was murdered here, 
The leaſt of all theſe figns were probable. 

Suf. Why Warwick, who ſhould do the Duke to death? 
My telf and Beauford had him in protection, 111 7 | 
And we, 1 hope, Sire, are:no-Murtherers.” *  -  * 


nur. But both of you have vow'd Duke Humpbrys deaths 
And you, ferſooth, had the good Duke to keep: | 


Tis like you would not feaſt him like a Friend, 
And 'tis well ſeea he found an Enemy. 
Q. Mar. Then you belike ſuſpect theſe Noblemen; 
As guilty of Duke Humphry's timeleſs deaen. 
War. Who finds the Heifer dead, and bleeding freſh, | 
And ſees faſt by a Butcher with an Ax,” | 
But will ſulpet tw he that made the laughter? 
Who finds the Partridge in the Puttock's Neſt, 
But may imagine bow the Bird was dead, 
irhough the Kite ſoar with unbloodicd Beak.? 
Even ſo ſuſpicious is this Tragedy. | 


Q. Mar. Are you the Butcher, Suffolk ? where's the Knife? 


Is Beauford terin d a Kite? where are his Talons 
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| But heres a vengeful Sword, ruſted with eaſe, 


* 
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danghter fleeping Men). 


- I wear no Knife; to 


That ſhall be ſcoured in his rancorous Heart, 
That ſlanders me with Murther's Crimſon Badge. 
Say, if thou dar ſt, proud Lord of Warwickſhire, 
That I am faulty in Dake Humphry's death. 
Mir. What dares not Warwick, if falſe Suffolk dare bim 
Q. Mar. He dare not calm his contumelious Spirit, 
Nor ceaſe to be an arrogant Controller, 
'Tho? Suffolk dare him twenty thoufand times. 

War. Madam be ſtill; with reverence may I ſay. 
For every word you ſpeak in his behalf, | 
Is ſlander to your Royal Dignity. 5 
S Bluat- witted Lord, i in demeanour, 

If ever Lady wrong id her Lord ſo much, 
Thy Mother took iato'her blameſul Bed 
| Some ſtern unturor d Churl; and noble Stock 


And Bever of the-NeePa Noble Race. | | 
War. But that the guile of Murther bucklers thee, | 
And 1 ſhould rob the Dearhs-man of hie Fer, = 
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© ” Whar iranger Breaſt \ 3 Heart untaint- 
GE rare arm'd, that hath his Quarrel juit; T9 
| And he but naked, though lockt up in Steel, PL 
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Mar. What noiſe is this? 

= Suffolk and Warwick, with their Weapms drawn: | 

K. Henry, Why how now, Lords? 
Your wrathful Weapons drawn, 

in our Preſence! Dare you be ſo bold? 

Why, what tumultuous clamour have we here? 

Sof The trait rous Warwick with the Men of Buy, 
Set all upon me, mighty 3 

Enter 

Sal. Sirs, ſtand apart, the 
Dread Lord, the Fe 
Unleſs Lord Suffolk to death, 
Or baniſhed fair Eng 1 | 
They will by violence tear him from your Palace, 
And torture him with grievous lingring death. 
They ſay, by him the good Duke Hwmphry dy d; 
They ſay, in him they fear your Highneſs death; 
And mere inſtinct of Lov and Loyalty, 


[ 


your Mind. 
you word by me, 


Free from a ſtubborn oppoſite intent, 
As bei — ht to contradic̃t your liking, 
Makes t us forward in bis Baniſtiment. 


They fay, i care of your moſt Royal Perſon, 

That if your ned ſhould intend to ſleep, 

And charge that no Man ſhould diſturb y our reft, 

In pain of your Diſlike, or pain of Death; 2 

Vet notwithſtanding ſuch a frange Edie 1 _ 

Were there a Serpent ſeen with 

That ſlyly glided towards your —_ 

It were 2 neceſſary you were wak'd; 

Leſt being ſuffer'd in that harmleſs lumber, 

The mortal Worm might make the Sleep Feernd: 

And therefore do they cry, theugh you forbid, 

That they will guard you whe're you will or no, 

From ſuch fell Serpents as falſe Suffolk is; 

With whoſe invenomed and fatal Sing, 

Your loving Uncle, twenty times his d 

They ſay, is ſnamefully bereft of Life. [Salibuy. 
gy cy An Anſwer from the King, my Lord of 

uf. Tis like the Co 


s, rude t Hinds, 
Coul end ch 9 . | 


But | 
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But you, my Lord, were glad to be employ'd, 

To ſhew how queint an Orator you are. 

But all the honour Salisbury hath won, 

Is, that he was the Lord Ambaſſador __ x 

Sent from a ſort of Tinkers to the King. f 

mubin. An anſwer from the King, or we will all break 
in 


R. Henry. Go Salisbury. and tell them all from me, 
I thank them for their tender loving care 
And had I not been cited fo by them, 
Yet did I purpoſe as they, do entreat; 
For ſure my Thoughts do hourly prophefie 
Miſchance unto my State by Suffolk's means. 
And therefore by his Vajeſty I iwear, 
Whoſe far-unworthy Deputy I am, 
He ſhall not breathe Infedtion in this Air, 
But three Days longer, on the pain of Death. 
Aar. Oh Hemy let me plead for gentle Suffolk, 


K. Henry. Ungentſe Queen, to call him gentle Suffolk. 


No more, I ſay; if thou doſt plead for him, 

Thou wilt but add increaſe unto my Wrath. | 

Had I but ſaid, 1, would have kept my Word; 

But when I ſwear it is irrevocable: 

If aſter three Days ſpace thou here be*ſt found, 

Or any Ground that I am Ruler of, 

The World ſhall not be Ranſome for thy Life, 

Come Warwick, come good Warwick. go with me; 

I have great matters to impart to thee. 
| 2. Mar. Miſchance and Sorrow go along with you, 

Hearts Diſcontent, aud ſour Affliction, | | 

Be Play-fellows to keep you company 

There's two of you, the Devil make a third, 

And three-fold Vengeance tend upon your Steps. 
Siu. Ceaſe, gentle Queen, theſe Execrations, 
And let thy Suffolk take his heavy leave. 3 
©. Mar. Fie coward Woman, and ſoft-hearted Wretch, 

Haſt chou not Spirit to curſe thine Enemy? 88 
. NE upon them; wherefore ſhould J curſe 


wu Tres il, x dt thy dnnn run, 
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I would invent as bitter ſearching terms, 
As curſt, as har ſh, and horrible to hear, 
Deliver'd ſtrongly through my fixed Teeth, 
With full as many ſigns of deadly Hate. 
As lean-fac'd Envy in her loathſome Cave. 
My Tongue ſhould ſtumble in mine earneſt Words, 
Mine Eyes ſhould ſparkle like the beaten Flint, 
Mine Hair be fixt an end, as one diſtract : F 
Ay, every Joint ſhould ſeem to Curſe and Ban, | 
And even now my burthen'd Heart would break, 
Should I not curſe them. Poiſon be their Drink, 
Gall, worſe than Gall, the daintieſt that they taſte, _ 
Their ſweeteſt Shade, a Grove of Cypreſs Trees, 
Their chiefeſt Proſpect, murd'ring Bafilicks, 
Their ſofteſt Touch. as ſmart as Lizards ſtings, 
Their Muſick, frightful as the Serpents hiſs, 
And boading Screech-Owl:, make the Conſort full, 

All the foul Terrors in dark-fcated Hell — . 
| ©. Mar. Enough, ſweet Suffolk thou torment'ſt pen 
And theſe dread Curſes, like the Sun gainſt Glaſs, 
| Or like an overcharged Gun, recoil, - | 
And turn the force of them upon thy elf. | 

Suf. You bad me ban, and will you bid me 4 ani 
Now by the Ground that I am baniſh'd irom, | 
Well could 1 curſe away a Winter's Night, 
Though ſtanding naked on a Mountain top, 
Where biting Cold would neyer let Graſs grow, 
And think it but a minute ſpent in ſport. 

Q. Mar. Oh, let me intreat thee ceaſe, give methy Hand, 
Thar may dew it with my mournful Tears; 
Nor let the Rain of Heay'n wet this place, 
To waſh away my woful Monuments. 
Oh, could this La be printed in thy Hand, 
That thou might' it think upon theſe by the Seal, 
Through whom a thouſand Sighs are breath'd for thee. 
So get*thee gone, that I may know my Grief, 
Tis but ſurmiz d whilſt thoq art ſtanding by, 
As one that Surfeits, thinking on a want: 
I will repeal thee, or be well aſſur d, 
Adventure to be baniſhed m ny 4 ſelf; To. 
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2 I am, if but aſt Bop 
Go, not to me; even now be gone 

Oh > quot yet Even thus, two Friends condemn'd 
Embrace, and kiſs, and take ten thouſand Leaves, 
Loather a hundred times to part than die: 
1 and farewel Life with thee. 


poor Suffolk ten times baniſhed, 
Mo... he King, nd three times thrice by thee. 
"Tis not the I care for, wert thou hence, 


A Wilderneſs is populous enough, 
Bo Suffolk had thy heavenly Com 


For where thou art, there di the World i it ſelf, 

With every ſeveral Pleaſure in the World: 

And where thou art not, Deſolation. 

I] can no more Live thou to joy thy Lifez 

My ſelf no Joy in ought, but _ thou liv'ft. 
Enter V 


9. Mar, Whither goes Faus fo fa what News, | 
prithee? = 
Vaux. To fignifie unto his Majeſty 
That Cardinal Beauford is at the . 
For ſuddenly a gri 8 him, 
Er and ſtare, and catch the Air, 
— God, and curſing Men on Earth. 
Sometimes he talks, as if Duke Humphry's Ghoſt 

Were by his fide; . 
And 3 bim, 
The ſecrets of his over · charged Soul: 
And I am ſent to tell his Majeſty, 
Then even now be cies loud for kim. 133 
| Mar. Gote eavy Meſſage to the Ki Exil. 
1 * +. what is this World ? what New ae thee 

| But wherefore grieve I at an hours poor leſs, 

Omitting Saffolk's Exile, my Soul's Treaſured 

oy y. Suffolk, mourn I not for thee, 
5 — 5 the — Clouds, contend in Tears? 
Theirs for the Earths increaſe; mine for m Sorrows. 
Now get thee hence, the King thou know' is coming, 
If thou be found by * 0 
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Stef. If I depart from thee, I cannot live, 
And in thy fight to die, what were it elſe, 

But like a — Slumber in thy Lap? 

Here could I breathe my Soul into the Air, 

As mild and gentle, as the CUI. 

Dying with Mother's between its Lips. 
Where, from thy Sight, I ſhould be raging Mad, 
And cry on for thes vs clas up mine Eyes; 
To have thee with thy Lips to op ker 1 
So ſhouldſt thou either turn m 1 * "bob, 

Or 1 ſhould breathe it ſo into 

And then it liv'd in ſweet Elam. 

To die by thee, were but to die = 
From thee to die, were torture more than Death; 
Or let me ſlay, befal what may befal. 


Mar. Away; though be a fretful Corrofine; | 
It lid to a eathful W ound. 


To France, ſweet Suffolk ; let me hear from thee: 


For whereſocer thou art in this World's Globe, 


II have an Iris that fhall find thee out. 


Suf. I go 
4 May. And take my Heart with 8 
.A "A Jexvel lock d into the wofulſt Cacket 


| That ever did contain a thing of worth, 


Even as a ſplitted Bark, fo ſunder we; 

This way . 5 . 5 

©. Mar. Th Or me. [rea ſeveraly. 

2 King Heary, $ 2 Warwick, 10 the — 
in B 


K. Hemy. How fares my Lord? Speak Beawford to thy 


Soyerai 
Car. If thou beeſt Death, I'll 66 — 
Enough to purchaſe ſuch * ag} rr 
So ou wilt let me live, and feel no pain. 
K. Henry, Ah, what a ſign it is of evil Life, 
Where Death's approach is ſeen. ſo terrible! 
Har. Beauford, it is thy Soveraign ſpeaks to thee. 
Car. Bring me unto. my Trial when you will. 
Dy'd he not in his. Bed? where ſhould he die? 
Gaul make Men — they will or no? 
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Oh torture me no more, I will confeſs — - . 
Alive again? Then ſhew me where he is 
VIl give a thouſand Pound to look upon him 
He hath no Eyes, the Duſt hath blinded them: 
Combe down his Hair; look, look, it ſtands uprights 
Luke Lime-twigs ſet to catch my-winged Soul: 
Give me ſome drink, and bid th Apothecary 
Bring the ſtrong Poiſon that I bought of him. 
K. Henry. O thou eternal Mover of the Heav'ns, 
Look with a gentle Eye upon this Wretch, 
Oh beat away the buſie medling Fiend, | 


That lays ſtrong Siege unto this Wretch's Soul, Ar 
And from his Boſom purge this black deſpair. Ar 
44 Har. See how the Pangs of death do make him prin, 

—_—_ Sal. Diſturb him not, let him paſs peaceably, 
_ EX. Henry. Peace to his Soul, if God's good Pleaſure be. R 
Lord Card'nal, if thou thin K ſt on Heaven's bliſs, : 

Hold up thy Hand, make ſignal of thy Hope. ee: Hi 

He dies, and makes no Sign! Oh God forgive him, 2. 

Mar. So bad a Death argues a monſtrous Life. | A 

K. Henry. Forbear to judge, for we are Sinners all. Ar 

Cloſe up his Eyes, and draw the Curtain cloſe, Ye 

And let us all to Meditation. [Exeunt, Wh Ti 


Alarum. Fight at Sea. Ordnance goes off. - Enter Captain, | 
Whitmore, and other Pirates, with Suffolk and others Wl Ne 


Priſoners. er - "ah Bu 

_ Cap. The gaudy blabbing and remorſeſul Day, Th 

Is crept into the Boſom of the Sea: Sa B. 

And now loud howling Wolves arouſe the Jades WA 

That drag the Tragick melancholy Night: | 
Who with their drowhie, flow, and flagging Wings 


Th 
| Cleap dead Mens Graves; and from their miſty Jaws, | 
Breath foul contagious darkneſs in the Air: . 

Therefore bring torth the Soldiers of our Prize, 
For whilſt our Pinnace anchors in the Downs, Ob 
Here ſhall they make rheir Ranfom on the Sand, 


Or with their Blood ſtain this diſcoloured ſhore. M. 
Maſter, this Priſoner freely give I thee, | Ha 


And thou that art his Mate, make Boot of this: | : Bar 
The other, Walter Whitmore, is thy ſhare, | 


e. 
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1 Gen. What is my Ranſom, Maſter, let me know. 
Maſt. A thouſand Crowns, or elſe lay down your Head. 
Mate. And ſo much ſhall you give, or off goes yours. 
hit. What, think you much to pay 2000 Crowns, 

And bear the Name and Port of Gentlemen? 

Cut both the Villains Throats,- for die you ſhall: 

Nor can thoſe Lives which we have loſt in fight, 

Be counter-pois'd with ſuch a petty Sum. 

1 Gent. lll give it, Sir, and therefore ſpare my Life. 
2 Gent. And ſo will I, and write home for it ſtraight. 
hit. I loſt mine Eye in laying the Prize aboard, 

And therefore to revenge it, ſhalt thou die; [To Suffolk, 

And fo ſhould theſe, if I might have my Will. 

Cap. Be not ſo raſh, take Ranſom, let bim live. 
Suf. Look on my George, 1 am a Gentleman, 
Rate me at what thou wilt, thou ſhalt be paid. 

Whit, And ſo am I; my name is Halter Whitmore. 

How now? why ſtarrſt thou? what, doth death affright? 
Suf. Thy name affrights me, in whoſe ſound is Death - 

A cunning Man did calculate my Birth, 

And told me, that by Water I ſhould die 

Yet let not this make thee be Bloody-minded, 

Thy name is Gualtier, being rightly ſounded. | 
Whit. Gualtier or Walter, which it is I care not, 

Ne'er yet did baſe diſnonour blur our Name, 

But with our Sword we wip'd away the blot. 

Therefore, when Merchaat-like I ſell R "FR 

Broke be my Sword, my Arms torn and defac'd, 

And 1 aim'd a Coward through the World. 

Sf. Stay Whitmore, for thy Priſoner is a Prince, 

The Duke of Suffolk, William de la Pole. TIL | 
Whit. The Duke of Suffolk, muffled up in Rags! — 
Sf. Ay, but theſe Rags are no part . 
Cap. But Fove was never {lain as thou ſhalt be, 

Obſcure and lowſie Swain King Henry's Blood! 

Suf. The honourable Blood of Lanc | 


Muſt not be ſhed by ſuch a jaded Groom: + 
Haſt thou not kiſs d thy Hand, and held my Strrop? 


_ I Bare-headed plodded by my Foot-cloth Mule, 


Gt | 


And thought thee happy when 1 ſhook my Head. th 
Vor. IV. e 0 DE | How 
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How often haſt thou waited at my Cup, 
Fed from my Trencher, kneel'd down at the Board, 
When 1 have feaſted with Queen Margare?? 
Remember it, and let it make thee Creft-faln, 
Ay, and allay this thy abortive Pride: 
Hour in our voiding Lobby haſt thou ſtood, 

And duly waited for my coming forth? 

This Hand of mine hath writ in thy behalf, 

And therefore ſhall it charm thy riotous Tongue, 

Whit. Speak Captain, fhall I Rab the forlorn Swain? 
. Firſt let my words ſtab him, as he hath me. 
* Baſe Slave, thy words are blunt, and ſo art thou 
0% Convey him hence, and on our Long-boat's ſide, 
Strike off his Head. | 
Suf. Thou dar 'ſt not for thy own. 
Cap. Poole, Sir Poole? Lord? 

Ay kennel--- puddle---ſink, whoſe filth and dirt 

Troubles the Silver Spring, where England drinks: 

No will | dam 11 this thy yawning Mouth, 

For ſwallowing up the Treaſure of the Realm. 
Thy Lips that © ki 'd the Queen, ſhall ſweep the Ground 
And thou that ſmil dſt at good Duke Hwmphry's Death, 

Againſt the ſenſeleſs Winds (halt grin in vain, 

Who in contempt ſhall hiſs at thee again. 


And wedded be thou to the Hags ot Hell, | p v 
For daring to aſſie a mighty Lord | F 
Unto the Daughter of a worthleſs King, * 
Having nor Subject, Wealth, nor Diadem: wo | 5 U 
By deviliſh policy art thou grown great, rp. 
And like ambitious Sylla over-gorg 13 | v 
With gobbets of thy Mather's bleeding Heart. | St 
By thee Anjou and Main were fold to France. W 85 
The falſe revolting Normans, thorough thee, A 
Diſdain to call us Lord, and Picardie 1 T 
Tlath ſlain their Governors, furpriz'd our Forts T 
And ſent the ragged Soldiers wounded home: M 
The Princely Warwick, and the Nevils all, © | 
Whoſe dreadful Swords were never drawn i in vain, ec 
As hating thee, are riſing up in Arms. 1 - 
22 4 0 
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By ſhameful murther of a guiltleſs King, 
And lofty proud incroaching Tyranny, 
Burns with reyenging Fire, whoſe hopeful Colours 
Advance a half fac d Sun, ſtriving to ſhine; 
Under the which is writ, Inviti: nubibus. 
The Commons here in Kent are up in Arms, 
And to conclude. Reproach and Beggary 
Is crept iato the Palace of our King, 
And kf by thee; away, convey him hence, 
Sf. O that I were a God, to ſhoot forth Thunder 
Upon theſe paltry, ſervile, abject drudges: 
Small Things make baſe Men proud. This Villain here, 
Being Captain of a Pinnace, threatens more 
Than Bargulus, the ſtrong Illyrian Pyrate. 
Drones ſuck not Eagles Blood, but rob Bee-hives. 
It is impoſſible that I ſhould die 
By ſuch a lowly Vaſſal as thy (elf. 


Thy words move Rage, and not Remorſe i in me: 
I go of Meſlage from the Queen to France. 


1 charge thee waft me ſafely croſs the Channel. 
Cap. Malter 


I hit. Come Suffolk, 1 muſt waft thee to thy Death. 


. Gelidus timor occupat artus, it is thee I fear. 
Thou ſhalt have cauſe to fear before I leave thee. 
What, are ye daunted now? Now will you ſtoop? 
1 Gent. My gracious Lord intreat him; ſpeak him faig. 
Sf. Suffolk's Imperial Tongue is ſtern and rough ; 
Us'd co command, untaught to for favour, 
Far be it, we ſhould honour ſuch as theſe | 
With humble ſuit; no, rather let my Head 
Stoop to the Block, than theſe — bow to any, 
Save to the God of Heav'n, and to m 
And ſooner dance upon a bloody Pole, 
Than ftand uncover'd to the yulgar Groom. 
True Nobility is exempt from fear: 
More can i bear, than you dare execute. 
Cap. Hale him away, and let him talk no more; 
Come Scldicrs, ſhew what Cruelty ye can. 
Suf. That this my Death may never be forgot, 
Cicat Men oft die by vile " 
OY 2 
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A Roman Sworder, and Bandetto Slave 
Murder'd ſweet Tully. Brutus Baſtard Hand 
Pompey the Great; and Suffolk dies b 8 
exit Walter Whitmore with Suffolk, 
Cap. And as for alte whoſe Ranſom we have ſet, 
It is our pleaſure one of them d 
Therefore come you with us, an let bim go. 
Ex. Captain and the reſt, 
Manet the firſt Gent. Enter Whitmore with the Body, 
Whit. There let bis Head and liveleſs Body lye, 
Until the Queen his Miſtreſs bury it. 2 Whitmore. 
1 Gent. O barbarous and bloody Spea:cle! þ 
His Body will 1 bear unto the King: 
If he revenge it not, yet will his Friends, 

So will the Queen, that living held him dear. [Exit, 
es Enter Bevis and John Holland. 5 
- Bonks Come and pet thee a Sword, though made of a 
Lath; they have been up theſe two Days. | 
Hol. They have the more need to ſleep now then, 

Bevis. 1 tel thee, Fack Cade the Clothier means to dreſs 
the Commonwealth, and turn it, and ſet a new Nap up- 
on it. 

Hol. So he had need, tis thread. bare. Well, I fay, it f 
„ fnce Gentlemen | 


en O miſerable Age! Virtue is not regarded in Handy- . 
— Nobility think f. th 
Hol. The think ſcorn to go in Leather Aprons, 
Bevis. Nay more, the King's Council are no good Work- 
men. 
Hol. True, and yet it is ſaid, Labour in thy Vacation; | 
| which is as much as to fay, let the Magiſtrates be labou- | 
ring Men; and therefore ſhould we be Magiſtrates 
Bevis. Thou haſt hit it; for there's no better fign ofa 
brave Mind, than a hard Hand. 


Hol. 1 ſce them, I ſee them; there's Beſs Son, the Tan- 
ner of Wing ham. | 7 
Bevis He ſhall hare the Skins of our Enemies, to make 
9811 77 w OS} T7 


Bevisa, fl | 
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Bevis. Then is Sin ſtruck down like an Ox, and * 
ties Throat cut like a Calf. 
Hol, And Smith the Weaver. 
Bevis. Argo, their thread of Life i is ſpun. 
Fol. Come, come. let's fall in with them. | 
Drum. Enter Cade, Dick the Butcher, Smith the Weaver, 
And a Sawyer, with infinite Numbers. 
Cade. We Fohn Cade, ſoterm'd of our ſuppoſed Father-- | 
Dick. Or rather of ſtealing a Cade of Herrings. 
Cade. For our Enemies ſhall fall before us, inſpired with 
the Spirit of putting down * and Princes; C 
Silence. | 
Dick. Silence. Des 
Cade. My Father was a Mortimer — __ 
Dick. He was an honeſt Man, and a good Prickly 
Cade. My Mother a Plantagenet —— 
Dick. I hike her well, ſhe was a Midwife, 
Cade. My Wife deſcended of the Lacie 
Dick. She was indeed a Pedler's Daughter, and fold n ma- 
ny Laces. | | 
IWeav. But now of late, not able to travel with her 
furr'd Pack, ſhe waſhes Bucks here at home. 
Cade. Therefore am 1 of an honourable Houſe. , 
Dick. Ay by my Faith the Field is honourable, and there 
was he born, under a Hedge; tor fe Father had never a 
Houſe but the Cage. 
Cade. Valiant I am. 
Weav. A muſt - for Beggary i is valiant. 
Cade. I am able to endure much. | — 
Dick. No queſtion of that; or hae ec im wig 
three Market Days together. 5 
Cade. I fear 1 Sword nor Fire. 5 
_ He need not fear the Sword, for tis Coat is of : 
proo 
Dick. But methinks he ſhould land in fear of Fre, being 
burnt i' th hand for ſtealing of Sheep. _ a 
Cade. Be brave then, for your Captain is brave, and 


£ 


vows Reformation: There ſhall be in England ſeven halt 


bet y Loayes ſold for a penny; the three noop d Pot ſhall | 
ve ten Hoops, and Iwill — ir Felony to drink ſmall 8 
O 3 "i 
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xa the Realm ſhall be in Common, and in Cheap/ide ſha 1 

þ Palfry go to Graſs; and Wor I am King, as Ring! 
hy” God fave your Majeſty. 

Cade | thank you, good People. There ſhall be no Me. 

ny all ſhall eat and drink upon my Score, and I will ap. 2 

Parel them all in one Livery. that they may agree like Bro. 

chers, and worſhip me their Lord. 

Dick. The firſt thing we do, let's kill all the Lawyers, 
Cade. Nay, that I mean to do. Is not this a lamentable 
thing, that the Skin of an Innocent Lamb ſhould be made 
Parc ment; that Parchment being ſcribled o'er, ſhould un- if 

do aMan. Some ſay the Bee ſtings, but | ay, tis Bees 
Wax; for I did but Seal once to a thing. and I was never 
my own Man ſence. How now? Who is there? 
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12 Enter a Clerk. \ 

We | " Whew. The Clerk of Chatham ; he can Write and Read, E 

and caſt Accompt. 1 
Cad. O monſtrous! | 

| Wav. We took him ſetting Boys A I 


_ Cade. Here's a Villain. 
 Weav, H'as a Book in his Pocket with red Letters in't. ht 
Cade. Nay, then he is a Conjurer. C 
* Nay, he can make Obligations, and write Court 7 
Cadi. I am ſorry for't: The Man is a proper Man of 4 
mine Honour; unleſs I find him Gulty, he ſhall not die. 
Come hither, Sirrah, I muſt examine thee: What is N 
Name? | 
Clerk. Emanuel. ri 
Dick. They uſe to write it on the top of Letters: pa 
go hard with you. 
Cade, Let me alone: Doſt thou uſe towrite Name? 
Or haſt thou a Mark to thy ſelf, like an honeſt p -deal- 


ing Man? Ti 
__ Clerk. Sir, 1 thank God, I have been ſo well brought up W 
_ thay I can write my Name, At 

A. He hath conſeſt, away with him; he is a Villain Be 


and a Traitor. H. 
Cage. Away wih him, I oy: Hang kim with bis Pe Y 


r ˙  ——. 
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ad Ink-horn about his Neck. [Exit one with the Clerk. 
Enter Michael. =P 

Mich, Where is our General? 

Cade. Here I am, thou particular Fellow. 

Mich. Fly, fly, fly, Sir Humphry Stafford and his Brother 

are hard by with the King's Forces. 

Cade. Stand Villain, ſtand, or I'll fell thee down; he 
ſhall be encountred with a Man as good as himſelf. He 1s 
but a Knight, is a? 

Mich. No. | 
Cade. To equal him I will make my felf a rag pre- 
ſently; riſe up, Sir John Mortimer. Now have at him. 

Enter Sir Humphry Stafford, and young Stafford, with , 

Drum and Soldiers. 

Staf. Rebellious Hinds, the filth and ſcum of Ken, 
Mark'd for the Gallows; lay your Weapons down, 
Home to your Cottages, td ke this Groom, 

The King is mereiful if you revolt. 

T. Staf. But angry, wrathful, and inclin'd to Blood, 
If you go forward, therefore yield or dic. 
Cade. As for theſe lilken- coated Slaves I paſs not, 
lt is to you good People, that I ſpeak, 

Orer wham (in time. to come) 1 Nope to reign : 
For J am rightful Heir unto the Crown. 

Staf. Villain. they Father was a Plaiſterer, 
And thou thy ſelf a Shearman, art thou not? | 
Cade. And Adam was a Gardener. 

by I. Staf. And what of that? 

Cade. Marry, this Edmond Mortimer Earl of March, air mz 
oy, ＋ Duke of Clarence 's Daughter, did he not? 


LY wo he had two Children at one birth. 
e? 1 pt t's falſe, | 
al- Cade. Ay, there's the Queſtion ;. but 1 fay, tis true: 
The elder of them being put to Nurſe, 
1p, Was by a Beggar-woman ſtoln away, 
| And A of his Birth and | 
in Became a Bricklayer, when he m_ o age. 
en 
nd 


ar oo oa 


His Son am 1, deny it if you can 
Dick, * tis too true, therefore be ſhall be King. - 
O04 au. 
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and f:in to go with a Staff, but that my Puiſſance holds it 


mies; go too then: Lask but this, Can be that ſpeaks with 
the Tongue of the Enemy be a good Councellor or no? 
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Weav. Sir, he made a Chimney in my Father's Houſa 
and the Bricks are alive at this Day to teſtify it; therefor, 
deny it not. 


Staf. And will you credit this baſe Drudge's Word, 


that ipeaks he knows not what? 


All. Ay marry will we, therefore get you gone, _ 
T. Staf! Fack Cade, the Duke of York taught you this 
Cade. He lies, for I invented it my ſelf. Go too, Sirrah, 
tell the King from me, That for his Father's ſake, Heny 


the Fifth (in whoſe time Boys went to Span-counter for 
French Crowns) I am content he ſhall Reign, but Il be 
Protector over him. | 


Dick. And furthermore, we'll have the Lord Say's Head, 
for felling the Dukedome of Main. 
Cade. And good reaſon ;. for thereby is England maim d, 


up: Fellow · Kings, I tell you, that Lord Say hath gelded the 


Commonwealth, and made it an Eunuch; and more than 
thar, he can ſpeak French, and therefore he is a Traitor. 


Staf. O groſs and miſerable Ignorance, _ 
Cade. ap anſwer if you can; the Frenchmen are our Ene- 


Al. No, no, and therefore we'll have his Head. 
7. Staf. Well, ſeeing gentle Wards will not provail, 


Aſſail them with the Army of the King. 

| Staf. Herald away, and throughout every Town, 
Proclaim them Traitors that are up with Cade; 
That thoſe which fly before the Battel ends, 


May, even in their Wives and Childri Gght, * l * 
Be hang d up for Example at their Docrs; 3 
And you that be the King's Friends follow me 


I 


As would (but they dare not) rake odr parts. £ 2 


mene 


. 
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1 76 
Ca de. And you that love the Common: 1 ; a 
Now ſhew your ſelves Men, tis for Liberty, * 
| We'll not leave one Lord, one Gentleman; "75 
Spare none, but ſuch as go in clouted Soon, 
For they are thrifty hoteſt Men, and fuch © © 
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Cade But then are we in order, when we are moſt out 
of order. Come, march forward. 
Alarum to fight, wherein both the Staffords IM > 
Enter Cade and the reſt. 1 
Cade. Where's Dick, the Butcher of Aſhford? 3 
— 2 Sir. i 
hey fell before thee like Sheep and ties and 
thou endl ſ thy ſelf, as if thou hadſt been in thine own 
Slaughter-houſe: Therefore thus I will reward thee, the 
Lent ſhall be as long again as it is, and thou ſhalt have a 
Licenſe to kill for a hundred lacking one. | 

Dick. 1 defire no more. 

Cade. And to ſpeak truth, thou deſery'ſt no leſs. This 
Monument of the Victory will I bear, and the Bodies ſhall 
be dragg d at my Horſe's "heels, "till I do come to London, 
where we will have the Mayor's Sword bora before us. 
Dick. If we mean to thriveand do good, break open the x 
Goals, and let out the Priſoners. | 

Cade. Fear not Any I warrant thee. Cams, let's march | 
towards London: [Trennt 
Enter 2 with a Supplication, and en Marga- 

's Head, the Duke of Buckingham, and 
ts Lord ls. 


Mar. Oft have 1 heard that Grief ſoftens the ** 
And makes it fearful and degenerate, 
Think therefore on Revenge, and ceaſe to weep. 
But who can ceafe to weep, and leok on this? 
Here may his Head lie on my throbbing Breaſt: * _ 
But where's the Body that I ſhould imbrace? ? 
Buck. What Anſwer makes your Grace to the Rebels 
n d ſo Hol Biſho 
K. H end ſome iſhop to intreat; i 
For God forbid ſo many 22 a . e 
Should periſh by the Sword. And I my ſelf, 5 
. — than bloody War ſhould cut them 
; 1 au y with Fact Cade their General. ge 
II read it over once again. | Spb 
f 9. Mar. Ah barbarous Villains! hath die only Face 
7 1 like a, wandring Planet over me, 
.. And could it not 3 to relent, - 3 
5 i That 
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The waa taciOs ame? 
K. Henry.Lord Say, FackCade bath ſworn to have thyHead, 


Say, Ay, but I hope your Highneſs ſhall have his, 
. Henry. How now, Madam ? 


Still lamenting and mourning for Saffalk's death? 
I fear me, Love, if that I had been dead, 

Thou would*ſt not half have mourn'd ſo much for me. 

Au. No, my Love, I ſhould not mourn, but die 


[for thee, 
Enter 4 Meſſenger. 
F, Hewy. How now ? what News? why com'ſt thou 
a ſuch haſte? 
Ade. The Rebels are in Southwark ; fly, my Lord: 
Zack Cade proclaims himſelf Lord Mortimer, 
Deſcended from the Duke of Clarence's Houſe, 
And calls your Grace Uſurper openly, 755 
And vows to crown himſelt in Weſtminſter. 
His Army is a multitude 
Of Hinds and Peaſants, rude and mercileſs : 
Sir Humphry Stafford, and his Brother's death, 
Hath given them Heart and Courage to proceed: 
All Scholars, Lawyers, Courtiers, Gentlemen, 
They call falſe Caterpillers, and intend their death. 
EK. Henry, O graceleſs Men! they know not what * do. 
Buck, My gracious Lord, retire to Killngworth, 
Until a Power be rais'd to put them down. 
A Mar. Ah! were the Duke of Suffolk now alive, 
Theie Kentiſh Rebels ſhould be ſoon appeas d. 
K. Henry. Lord \ „the Traitors hate * 
Therefore A us to Killingworth. 
Say. So might your Grace's Perſon be in danger: 
The ſight of me is odious in their Eyes; 
And therefore in this City will I ſtay, 
And live alone as ſecret I may. 
Enter another Meſſenger. 
u Flick Cads hath gotten Londen-bridge, nos HY | 
The Citizens fly him, and forſake their Houſes: | 
The Raſcal People, thirſting after prey, . SD 
| Join with the Traitor, and they jointly ſwear 
To ſpoil the City, ane your Royal Court, 


| Buck 
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Buck. Then linger not, my Lord; away, take Horſe. 
k. Henry. Come, Margaret, God, our hope, will ſuccour ve. 


Mar. M is gone, now is deceas d. 
— — — . truſt not to Kenziſh Rebels. 


Buck. Truſt no Body, for fear you be betray d. 

Say. The truſt 1 have is in mine CN 

And therefore am I bold and reſolute, [Exennt. 

Enter Lord Scales upon the Tower walking. Then enter 0 
er three Citizens below. N 

Scales. Row now ? ls Fack Cade ſlain? 

1 Ci. No, my Lord, nor like to be ſlain: 
For they have won the Bridge, 
Killing all thoſe that withſtand them: X 
The Lord Mayor craves aid of your Honour from the Tower 
To defend the City from the Rebels. | 
Scales. Such Aid as | can ſpare you ſhall command. 
But I am troubled here with them my ſelf. 

The Rebels have afſay'd ro win the Tower. | 
But get you into Srathfield, and gather Head, 
And thither will I ſead you Matthew Goff. 


Fight for your King, your Country, and your Lives, | 


Aud ſo farewel, for I muſt hence again. [Exe : 
bn gry Sc and frikes his Staff on. 
London Stone. 


Cade. Now is Mortimer Lord of this City, 
And here fitting upon Londone Stone. 
I charge and command, that of the City 's colt 
The piling Conduit run nothing but Claret Wine 4 
The firſt year of our 
And now heuceforward it ſhall be Treaſon for oy 
That calls me other than Lord Mortimer. 
r 5 
Sol. Fack Cade. Fack Cade.” © a0 . 
Cade. Knock bim down there. n hill Bre 
Weav. It this Fellow be wiſe, bell never cal you J 
Cade more, I think be hath a very fair warning. 
Dick My Lord, there's an _y quhered e 
Smithfield, 
Cade. Come, then, let's go he with them: 
* * en Fire, 


And 


| cauſed Printing to be us d, and contrary to the 
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And, if you can, burn down the Tower too. 
Come, let's away. - 1" [Exctent om. 
Alan Mathene Golf is fin and all the ft. X% 
Cale. So, Sirz: — —— chad > 
Others to the Inns of Courts, don wich them all. 92 
Dick. I have a Suit unto your Lordſhip. 


Cade Be it a Lordſhip, thou ſhalt have it for that wed. | 
Dick. Only that the Laws of England. yuy come our of 


| your Mouth. 


Joln. Mak, twill be 9 ber bo ches Un 
in the Mouth with a Spear, and tis not whole yet, 


Smith. Nay, Fohn,it willbe finking Law, for ben 


ſtinks with toſted Cheeſe. 25 
Cade. I have thought upon it, it ſhall be fo. Au burn. 

all the Records of the Realm, my Mouth ſhall be 

liament of England. 

Fon. Then we are like to have ron — 


| Unleſs his Teeth be pulld out. 44% UT 


Cade. And ders kara ings all be i Cam 
13 523157 Dis 


Mon. 

5 -4 * Enter a Meſſenger. . MA "Ny 
Ae. My Lord. a prize, a prize, here's the led Gap 
which ſold the Town in France, he that made us pay one 


and twenty fifteens and one Shilling to the Pound, 1 laſt 
3 


Raus George with the Lord Say. 1 * 

Cad.. Well, he ſhall be beheaded for it ten times. nh 
thou Say, thou Serge, nay, thou, Buckram Lord, now art 
tou within point - black of our Juriſdiction Regal. What 
canſt thouanſwer to my Majeſty for giving up of Norman- 
dy unto Monſieur Ran the Dauphin of France? Be it 
known un: o thee by theſe, Preſents, even the preſence of 
Lord Mortimer, chat] am the Beſom that mult ſweep the 


Caurt clean of ſuch filth as thou art: Thou baft — 5 


terquſiy corrupted, the Youth; of the Realm in 
Grammar School. ; and whereas before, our 'Fore- rr ugh 
had no-other Books but the Score and the Tally, A 


n. chow buſt but — * 


4. 


err 


* 
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be be grov'd to thy Face, that thou haſt Men hom thee, ghee 
uſtally talk of a Nan and a Verb, and ſuch abomm inable s, 
as no Chriſtian Ear can endute to hear. Thou haſt a 
pointed Juftices of rhe Peace; to call poor Men before 5 
about Matters they were not able to anſwer, Moreover, 
thou haft put them in Priſon, and becauſe they could not 
read, thou haſt hang d them, when indeed, only for that 
cauſe they haye been moſt worthy to live. Thou doſt nde 
on a foot · cloth, doſt thou not? r 
22 What of that? , Brag that Bi 
Cade. | how o geen for to et thy Horſe . 
Cloak, when neſter Men than thou go in their Hoſt and 
Doublets? | 
| Dick. dad work in their Skirt wo, as my felt for ex- 
ie mple, that am à Butcher. e IO 
Sey. You Men of Kent. 25 5 
1 What ſay you of Kent? 2 
ay. Nothing but this: *Tis bona terra, jul gens. \ 
2 Away with him, away with him, he ſpeaks Latin. 
Say. Hear me but ſpeak, and bear me where you will: 
Kent, in the Commentaries Ceſar writ, 
N Is term d the civil ſt place of all this Iſle; - 
Sweet is the Country, becauſe full of Riches, 
| The People Liberal, Valiant, Active, Wealthy, | 
Which makes me hope thou art not woid of Pity. | 
I fold not Mam, I loft not 1 
vet to recover them would loſe my Life: os 
uſtice with fayour have I always done, m— 
yers and Tears have mov d me, Gifts could rer = | 
When have I ought exacted at your Hands? 0 
Kent to maintain, the King. the Realm and you, 8 5 
Large Gifts have I beſtow'd on learned Clerks, | 
Becauſe — 4 Book preferr d me to the King: 
And ſeeing . is the curſe of God, gon T1 
Knowledge wherewith we fly to Heaven. TI 1 
Unleſs you be dofkelt with deviliſh Spirits, 1 5 III 
Ve cannot but forbear to murther meer = 
This T hath parlied unto foreign Kings | 258 i 
For uy book. | 
Cade. Tut, when firuck'ft thou © one Blow in the Field? 


Say. 


Theſe Hands are free from s B 
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Great Men have reaching Hands; oft have I ſtruck 
that I never ſaw, and ſtruck them dead. 
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Say. Theſe Checks are pale with watching for your good. 
Cade. Give him a box o th Ear, and that will tagke'om 
| 221 Long fitting to determine, poor Mens Cauſes, | 
Hath made me full of Sickneſs and Diſeaſes. | 


Cot. To. all have = kempey, Cie ten, an th 


help of a Hatcher. "oF 

Dick. Why doft thou quiver, Man? © 41000 
Say. The Palſie, and not Fear, provokes me. 
. Cade. Nay, he nods at us as who ſhould ſay, | ['lbeeyen 


with you. VII ſee if his Head will ſtand ſteadier on a 8 


or no: Take him away, and behead him. 

Say. Tell me, wherein have I offended moſt? | 
Have | affected Wealth or Honour? Speak. 

Are my Cheſts fill'd up with extorted Gold 


— my Apparel ſumptuous to behold? 


Whom have I injur d, that ye ſeek m — 
This Breaſt from — foul deceitful Thoughts. 


O let me live. 


Cade. 1 feel remorſe in my ſelf with his Words; I 


FU bridle it; be ſhall dye, and it be but for pleading ſo 
well for his Life. A with him, he has a Faralliar 


under his Tongue, he ſpe aks not a God's Name. Go, take 
dim away | fay, and ſtrike off his Head preſently, and then 


| break into his Son-in-Law's Houſe, Sir Fames Cromer, and 


| ſtrike off his Head, and bring them both upantwoPoles hither, | 


| All. It ſhall be done, 
Say. Ah Country- men, if when you make your Pray IS, 
| God ſhould be ſo obdurate as your felves, _ 
How would it fare with your departed Souls? 
And therefore yet relent, and fave my, Life, 


Cade. Away with him, and do as 1 command ye The . 
proudeſt Peer of the Realm ſhall not wear a Head on his 


Shoulders, unleſs he pay me Tribute; there ſnall not a Maid 
be ar ricdd, but ſhe ſhall p 


have 


eorge. O monſtrous Coward! What, to come behind 


8 o2-©-» 


"OY p 


pay me her Maidenhead e er they 


erer rve n- 


. 
1 
/ | 
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have it; Men ſhall hold of me in 
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as: 


Capite. And we Charge 
and Command, that their Wives be as free as Heart cam 


wiſh, or Tongue can tell. 
Dick. My Lord, 


when ſhall we go to d. and take up Commodities 
vpon our Wh? > 


Cade. Marry preſently. 


Al. 0 brave. | 

Cade. 1 
Let them kiſs one another; 3 lord welt 
When they were alive: Now part them again, 
Left they conſult about the giving up 
Of ſome more Towns in France. Soldiers, 
Defer the ſpoil of the City until Night, 
For with theſe borne before us, inſtead of Maces, 
Will we ride through the Streets, and at every Corner 
Have them kiſs, Away, 


Alarm, and Retreat. Enter again Cade, and all bis 
Rabblement. 


Þ 3 St. Magnes Corner, kill as 
| = Þ into Thames TEES * 


Sound a P 
What noiſe is this I hear ? _y 


Dare any be ſo bold to found Rerrent or Parley, 


When I command them kill? 


Enter Buckingham and old Clifford. 45 

Buck. Ay. here they be that dare and will diſturb ther; — 
Know, Cade we come Ambaſſadors from the | 
Unto the Commons, whom thou- haſt mit lead. 
And here pronounce free Pardon to them all, 
That will forſake thee, and go bome in _ 

Clif. What ſay ye, Country-men, will ze relent, 
And yield to Mercy, whulſt tis offered — 
Or * a Rabble lead you to your Deaths? 


Who loves the King, a d will embrace his Pardon; 


Fling up his Cap, and ſay, God ſave his Majeſty; 


Who hi him, and honours not his Father, | 
Henry the Fifth, that made all France to quake, BOY. 
Shake he his Weapon at us, and * — 


— - — ——_ — — 


— 


Lena, 
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1 Cod ſave the King! God fave the King! © 


be hang'd with your Pardons about your Necks? Hath 


my Sword therefore broke through Londen Gates, that 


you ſhould leaye me at the White-Hart in Southwark? 1 
thought you would never have given out theſe Arms till 


you had recovered your ancient Freedom: but you are 


all Recreants and Daſtards, and delight to live in Slavery 


to the Nobility. Let them break your Backs with Bur- | 


thens, take your Houſes over your Heads, raviſh your 
Wives and Daughters before your Faces. For me, I will 


make fhift for one, and ſo God's Curſe light upoi. you all 


All. We'll follow Cade, © 

We'll tollow Cade.  — 0 

Qi. 1s Cade the Son of Henry the Fifth, 
That thus you-:do exclaim you'll go with him ? 


Will he conduct you through the heart of France, 


And make the meaneſt of you Earls and Dukes? 
Alas, he hath no home, no place to fly to:: 
Nor knows he tiow to live, but by the Spoil, 
Unleſs by robbing of your Friends, and 8 
| Wer't not a ſhame, that whilſt you live at jar, 
The fearful French, whom you late vanquiſhed, 
Should make a ſtart o'er Seas, and yanquiſh you? 
Ly goes already in this civil broil, = oe 
. m Lording it in London Streets, 
Crying Villiage unto all they meet. 
Better ten thouſand baſe · born Cades miſcarry, 
Than you ſhould ſtoop unto a Frenchman's Mercy. 
To France, to France, and get what you have loſt; 
Spare England, for it is your Native Coaſt ; 
Henry hath Mony, you are ſtrong and manly : 

God on our fide, doubt not of Victory, 

All. A Clifford! a Clifford! | = 
We'll follow the King and Clifford, Hg 


| _ Cade. Was ever Feather fo lightly blown to a fro, as 
this multitude? The Name of Henry the Fifth hales them 
to an hundred Miſchiefs, and makes them leave me de- 


———_—_ 
* 


me. 


| folate, 1 fee them lay their Heads together to 


And you, baſe Peaſants, do ye believe him? will you needs 
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me 


i As I do long and wiſh to be a Subject. 
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me. My Sword make way for me, for here is no ſtaying; 
in Jefpig ht of the Devils and Hell, have through the! very 
midſt 5 ; and Heavens and Honour be witneſs, that 
no want of Reſolution in me, but only my Followers 
baſe and 1 Treaſons make me betake me to 
my Heels. [Exir. 
Buck. What, is be fled? Go ſome and follow him. + 
And he that brings his Head unto the King, | 
Shall have a Crowns for his Reward. _ 
L Ereumt ſome of them 
Follow me, Soldiers; we'll deviſe a mean | 
To reconcile you all unto the King. [Exeunt omnes. 
Sound Trumpets. Enter King Henry, Margaret, 
1 Somerſet on the HK 
K. Henry. Was ever King that joy'd an Earthly Throne, 
And could command no more Content than If — 
No ſooner was I crept out of my Cradle, PE 
But 1 was made a King at nine Months old: 
Was never Subject long d to be a King, 


1 and glad Tidings to your Meg 

Buck. Health glad Tidings to 

EK. Heury. Why Buckingham, is 7s your ie 

Or is he but retir'd to make him ſtrong? 
Enter Multitudes with Halters about their Necks: - 
Clif. He is fled my Lord, and all his Powers do yigld, 

And bumbly thus with Halters on their Necks, 

Expect your 1 rangy pany Life -or Death. . 

K. Henry. Then en, ſet everlaſting Gates 

To entertain my Vows of Thanks 2 Praiſe. 

Soldiers, this day have you redeem'd your Lies, 

2 ſhew'd how well you love your Prince D 
tinue ſtill in this ſp good a Mind. 

Fas jus though he be unfortunate, - 

Aſſure your ſelves will neyer-be wakind: + 

And fo with Thanks and Pardon to you al, 

I do 2 ou to your ſeveral Countries. 

eee 
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| | Enter Meſſenger. be: 
Me. Pleaſe it your Grace to be advertiſed, 
The Duke of York is newly come from Ireland, 
And with a puiſſant and mighty Power 
Of Gallow-glafſes and tout Kernes, 
Is marching hitherward in proud Array: 
And till proclaimeth, as he comes along, 
His Arms are only to remove from thee | 
The Duke of Somerſet, whom he terms a Traitor. 
EK. Henry. Thus ſtands my State, twixt Cade and York 
Like to a Ship, that having ſcap'd a Tempeſt, fdiftreſt, 
Is ftraightway claim'd and boarded with a Pyrate. 
But now, is Cade driven back, his Men diſpers d, 
And now is Tork in Arms to ſecond him. | 
I pray thee Buckingham, go and meet with him, 
And ask him what's the reaſon of theſe Arms: 
Tell him, P!] ſend Duke Edmund to the Tower, 
And Somerſet, we will commit thee thither, 
Until his Army be diſmiſt from him. 
/ 45; 4: | 
II yield my felt to Priſon willingly, ' 1 
Or unto Death, to do my Country good. 
K. Henry. In any caſe « not too rough in Terms, 
For he is fierce, and cannot brook: hard Language. 
„ 1 with, my Lord, and doubt not fo to deal, | 
As all things ſhall redound unto your good. 5 
K. Henry, Come, Wife. let's in, and learn to govern better, 
For yet may England curſe my wretched Reign. [ Exeumt. 
Cade. Fy on Ambition; ty on my ſelf, that have à Sword, 
and yet am ready to famiſh. Theſe five Days have I hid 
me in theſe Woods. and durſt nor out, for all the 
Country is laid for me: But now am I fo hungry, that if 
I might have a leaſe of my Life for a thouſand Years, I 
could ſtay no longer. Wherefore on a Brick Wall have 


I climb'd into this Garden, to ſee if I can eat Graſs, or 


pick a Sallet another while, which is not amiſs to cool 2 
7 Man's Stomach. this hot Weather ; and I think this word 
Sallet was born to do me good, for many a time but for 


a Sallet, my Brain · pain had been cleft with a brown ws 


woot rr 


ac. Www. T.n 2a a A:T 02.02 


, 
d 
e 
f 
| 
8 
1 
1 
1 
r 
; 
d 


— ——— 


King Henry VI. 331 
and many à time when I have been dry, and bravely 
marching, it hath ſerv'd me inftead of a Quart- pot to 
drink in; and now the word Sallet muſt ſerve me to feed on, 

Iden. Lord. who would live turmoiled in the Court, 
And may enjoy ſuch quiet Walks as theſe? / 
This ſmall Inheritance my Father left me, 
Contenteth me, and's worth a Monarchy. 


1] ſeek not to wax great by others waining, 


Or gather Wealth I care not with what Envy; 

Sufficeth, that I have, maintains my State, 75 

And ſends the Poor well pleaſed from my Gate, 
Cade, Here's the Lord of the Soil come to ſeize me for 

a Stray, for entring his Fee-fimple without leave. Ah 

Villaia, thou wilt betray me, and get 1000 Crowns of 

the King, by carrying my Head to him, but I'll make 

thee eat Iron like an Oftridge, and ſwallow my Sword 


| like a great Pin, ere thou and I part. 


Iden. Why, rude Companion, whatſoc'er thou be, 
I know thee not, why then ſhould I betray thee? = 


Ist not enough to break into my Garden, 


And like a Thief, to come to rob my Grounds, 
Climbing my Walls in ſpight of me the Owner, 

But thou wit brave me with theſe fawcy Term? 

| Cade. Brave thee? Ay, by the beſt Blood that ever was 
broach'd, and beard thee too, Look on me well, I have 
cat no Meat theſe five Days, yet come thou and thy five 
Men, and it I do net leave you as dead as a door Nail, 
I pray God I may never cat Graſs more. : 


Iden. Nay, it thall ne'er be ſaid, while England ſtands, 


That Alexander Iden, an Eſquire of Kent, 

* 4 2 Fl = famiſh'd Man. 

Oppoſe th i to mine, 

See if — canſt — a whh thy Looks: 

Set Limb to Limb, and thou art far the leſſer! 

Thy Hand is but a Finger to my Fiſt, 

Thy Leg a Stick compared with this Truncheon; 
My Foot ſhall fight with all the ſtreugth thou haſt, 
And if mine Arm be heaved in the Air, 
Thy Grave is digg d already in the Earth: 


tou ſleep in thy Sheath, I beſeech Fove on my Knees 
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As for more Words, whoſe res anſwers Words, 

Let this my Sword report what Speech forbears. | 
Cade. By my Valour; the moſt compleat- Champion 


that ever I heard. Steel, if thou turn thine edge, or cut 
not out the burly bon'd Clown in Chines of Beef, e er 


thou may ſt be turned into Hobnails. 
Here they Fight. | 
OI am lain! Famine and no other bath lain me, let ten 
_ thouſand Devils come againſt me, and give me but the ten 
Meals I have loſt, and I'd defie them all. Wither Gar. 
den and be henceforth a burying place to all that dodwell 
mou Houſe, becauſe the — Soul of Cads is 
Iden. Ist Cadethat I have ſlain, that monſtrous Traitor? 
Sword, I will hallow thee for this thy Deed, 
And bang thee o'er my Tomb when I am dead. 
Ne er ſhall this Blood be wiped from thy Point, 
But thou ſhalt wear it as a Herald's Coat, 3 
To emblaze the Honour which thy Maſter got. 
| _ Cade. Iden farewel, and be of thy Victory: Tell 
Cem from me, ſhe hath loſt her beſt Man, and exhort all the 
World to be Cowards; for I that never fear'd any, am 
vanquiſhed, by Famine, not by Valour. 14> Diem 


laden. tiow mucn thou wrong l me, Few i de in y Judge i 


Die, damned Wretch, the curſe of her that bare thee: 
And as I thruſt th Body i in with my Sword, 

So wiſh I, I might thruſt thy Soul to Hell. 

Hence will I drag thee headlong by the Heels | 
Unto a Dunghill, which ſhall be thy Grave, 

Aud there cut off thy moſt ungracious Head, 
Which I will bear in Triumph to the King, 

Lewin thy Trunk for Crows to feed upon. | 
Puer York, and his ar of Iriſh, with Dram and 


York. From Ireland . — — York to eh his Right, 


And pluck, the Crown from feeble Homy Head. 


22 Ring Bells aloud, burn Bonfires clear and 


To entertain great England's lawtul King. 
Ah Sandia May! who would not buy thee dear? | 
a 


Let them obey 1338 8 Rule, 

This Hand was made to handle nought but Gold. 

1 cannot give due Action to my Words. 

Except a Sword or Scepter ballance it. IS 

A Scepter ſhall it have, have I a Soul, 22 

On w ich Lil toſs the Flower. de-Luce of France. 

Enter Buckingham. 

Whom have we here? Buckingham to diſturb me 1 | 

The King hath ſent him ſure: I muſt diſſemble. 
Buck. York. if thou meaneſt well, I greet thee _ 


York. H of Buckingham, I accept thy greeting. f 


Art thou a Meſſenger, or come of Pleaſure? IT 

Buck. A Meſſenger from Henry, our dread Liege, 
To know the r 21 peace? 
Or why, thou — a Subject, as I am, 

thy Oath, and — Allegiance ſworn, 

Should raiſe ſo great a Power without his Leave? 
Or-dare to bring thy Force ſo near the Court? 

York, Scarce can | ſpeak, my Choler ok lr, 
Oh, I could hew 44 — 4 fight with 
I am ſo angry at t abject Terms. 
And now like Ajax Telamontus, 


On Sheep or Oxen could 1 ſpend my Ft 

Il 2m ar better born than i ren . 
More like a King, more Kingly in my 6. 
But I muſt make fair Weather yet a while, 


Till Henry be more weak, and 1 more ſtrong, LA. 


O Buckingham! I prethee pardon me, 

That I have given no Anſwer all this while; 
My Mind was troubled with deep Melancholy. 
Tie cauſe why I have brought this Army = 


Is to remove proud Somerſet from the King, 
Seditious to his Grace, and to the State. 


Buck. That is too much Freſumption on * . | 


Bur if thy Arms be to no other end, 

The King hath yielded unto thy Demand: 

The Duke of Somerſet is in the Tw r. 
York. Upon thine Honour, is he Priſoner? ä(ĩ 
Buck, Upon mine Honour he is Priſoner. 


Tork. 
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Turk. Then, . Ido diſmiſs m 


Soldiers, I thank you all; diſperſe your 
Meet me to morrow in St. George's Field 


— 22 


Tou ſhall have Pay, — 


And let my So , virtuous Henry 
Command m as Son, nay all my Sons, 
As pledges of my Fealty and Love, 
Fil ſend them all as as 1 live; 3 
Lands, Goods, Horſe, Armour, 2 thing I have / 
Is his to uſe, ſo Somerſet MY 
Buck. York, 1 4 ＋ ki kind Submiſſion, 
We twain will go into his Highneſs Tent. 
Enter King Henry and Attendants. 
2 Henry. Buckingham. dot h York intend no harm to us, 
That thus he marcheth with thee Arm in Arm? 
Tork ln all fubmiſſinn aad-bumility, 
Pert doth preſent bimſelf unto your Highneſs. 


EK. Henry. Then what intend thele Forces thou doſt bring? 


Nek. To have the Traitor Somerſet from hence, 

And tight againſt that monſtrous Rebel Cade, 
| Whom ſince I heard to be diſcomficed. = 
Enter Iden with Cade's Head. 
 1den. If one ſo rude, tnd of fo mean Condition. 
May paſs into the Preſence of a King; 
Lo, I preſent your Grace a Traitor's Head, 
The Head of Cade whom I in Combat flew. 

K Hen. The Heado? Cade? great God how Ehe hen 

O let me view his Viſage being dead. 
That living wrought me ſuch exceeding trouble. 
Tell me, my Friend, art thou the Man that flew him? 
Iden. 1 was, an't like your Majeft 
K. Henry. How art thou call'd? 


| _ Iden. Alexander Iden that's my Name 

A poor Eſquire of Leut, that loves the King, 
Duck. So pleaſe it you, my Lord, were not amiſs 

ie were created Knight for his Service. 

E. Henry. Iden, kneel down; nie up a Knight: 

We give thee for Reward a thouſand Marks, 

And will, that „ 


—— Degree? 
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lam. May Iden live to merit ſuch a Bounty, 
And never Ive but true unto his Liege. 


Euer Queen Margaret and Somerſet. 
k. Henry See Buckmgham, Somerſet comes with the Queen; 
Go. bid her hide him quickly from the Duke. 
Auer. For thouſand Torks he ſhall not n 
Put boldty ftand and front him to his Face. 

York. How ry R Somerſet ar liberty? 
Then, York unlooſe thy long impriſuned Thoughts, 
And let thy Tongue pans with thy Heart. ET 
Shall I endure the f e ot Somerſet? 1 

falſe King, wh thou broken Faith with me, 
Knowing how hardly I can brook abuſe? 
King did I call thee? No, thou art no 
Not fit to govern and rule Multitudes, 
Which durft not, no nor canſt not rule a Traitor, 
That Head of thine doth not become a Crown: 
Thy Hand is made to graſp a Palmer's Staff, 
And not to grace an awful Princely 
. etheſe Broweof mine, 
Whoſe ſmile and frown, Ike to Achilles Spear, | 
Is able with the change to kill and cure. 
Here is a Hand to hold a Scepter up, 
And with the ſame to act controlli Lanes: | 
Give place; by Heav n thou ſhalt Rul no more 
Oer him, whom Heav'n created for thy Ruler. 
Som. O monſtrous Traitor! 1 arreſt thee Tor, 
Of Capital Treaſon *gaioſt the King and Crownz 
Obey, audacious Traitor, kneel for Grace. | 
Lark. Would'ft have me kneel? Firſt, let me ask wow , 
If they can brook, I bow a Knee to Man! 
] Sirrah, call in my Sons to be my Bail: 
Il know, ere „ mo 
They'll pawn their Swords for my Enfranchiſement. 
Mar. Call hither Clifford, bid him come amin, 
To iay, if that the Baſtard Boys of Tr 
Shall be the Surety for their Traitor Father. 
Tork. O Blood Ln Neafolitan, 
N ut caſt 7 Naples, England's bloody Sedurge; 
Ed The Sons of of ork, thy Berters i in ew Birth, 


Hath clapt his Tail betwirt his Legs a 


Shall be their Father's Bail; and bane to thoſe © 
That for my Surety will refuſe the Boys. 
Euter Ed ward and Richard. 
See where they come, Ell warrant they'll make i it good. 
Enter Clifford. | 
Mar. And here comes Clifford, to d eny their — 
Hcalth and all Happipeſs to my Le 
8 York. I thank thee, Clifford, Say, w (Never 
| Nay, do not fright me with an angry 8 
We are thy Soy ; Clifford kneel again ; 


For thy miſtaking fo, we pardon thee. 


_ Clif. This is my King, York, I do not miſtake, | 
But thou miſtak*'ſt me much to think I do; 
To Bedlam with him; is the Man grown mad? 


K. Henry. Ay, Clifford, a Bedlam and ambitious bumour s 


Makes him oppoſe himſelf againſt his King. 
_ Clif. He is a Traitor, let him to the Tower, 
And -_ away that factious Pate of his. 
| He is arreſted, but will not obey: 
His Sons, © bt fays, ſhall give their en for him. pp 
York. Will you not, Sons? 5 
E. Plan. Ay, noble Father, if our words will erve. 
R. Plan. And if Words will not, then our — 
Clif. Why, what a brood of Traitors have we here? 
York. Look in a Glaſs, and call thy Image fo. 88 
IL am the King, and thou a falſe- heart Traitor; 
Call hither to the Stake my two brave — 
That with the very ſhaking of their Chains 
They may aſtoniſh theſe fell - lurking Curs: - 
Bid Salisbury and Warwick come to me. 
Enter the Earls of Warwick and Salisbury. 


Clif. Are theſe thy Bears? We'll baitthy Bears to death 


And manacle the Bearard in their Chains; 

If thou dar'ſt bring them to the baiting place. 
T have I ſeen a bot o er- M Cur | 
Run back and bite, becauſe he was 
Who being ſuffer'd with the Bear's fell , | 
And ſuch a piece of Service will + xa 

If you _ your ſelves to march Lord Warwick. 


a 


I 
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Clif. Hence, Heap of Wrath, foul indigeſted Lamp. 
As crooked in thy Mannefs, as thy Shape. FR 
York, Nay, we ſball heat yo you thoroughly anon 
Clif. Take heed leaft by your heat you 
K, Henry. Why, Warwick, hath thy Ber forgot to bovy ? 
Old Salisbury, ſhame to thy Silver Hair, 
Thou mad Miſs-leader of thy Brain-fick Son, 
What, wilt thou on thy Death-bed play the Ruffian? 
And ſeek for Sorrow with thy Spectacles? | 
Oh where is Faith? Oh where is Loyalty? 
If it be baniſh'd from the froſty Heal, 
Where ſhall it find a harbour in the Earth? 
Wilt thou go dig a Grave to find out War, 
And ſhame thine honourable Age with Blood? 
Why art thou old, and want'ſt Experience? 
Or where fore doſt abuſe it, if thou haſt it? 
For ſhame, in duty bend thy Knee to me, 
That bows unto the Grave with milky Age. 
Sal. My Lord, I have conſidered with my ſelf, 
The Title. of this moſt renowned Duke, 
And'in my Conſcience do repute his Grace, 
The rightful Heir to England's Royal Seat. 
K. Henry. Haſt thou not ſworn Allegiance unto me? 
Sal. I have. 
K. Henry. Canſt thou diſpenſe with Heaven for ſack an 


Sal. It is great Sin to ſwear unto a Sin; ([Onth? 


Bur greater Sin to keep a finful Oath: 
Who can be bound by any folema Vow 
To do a murd'rous Deed, to rob a Man, 
To force a ſpotleſs Virgin's Chaſtity, 
To reave the Orphan of his Patrimony, 
To wring the Widow from her cuſtom'd Right, 
And have no other reaſon for his wron 
but that he was bound by a folemn _ 
9. Mar, A ſubtle Traitor needs no Sophiſter. 
KX. Kenyy. Call Buckingham, and bid him arm him el, 
Tork. Call Buckingham, and all the Friends thou hiſt, 
I am reſoly d for Death or Dignity. 


1 


Old Clif. The firſt, I warrant thee; if Dreams prove true. f 


War. You were beſt go to Bed, and dream Wan, 


rn your ſelves. 
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To keep thee from the Tempeſt of the Field. 

Old Clif. I am reſaly'd to 2 greater Storm, 
Than any thou canſt Conjure up to day: 
And that I'll write upon thy. Burgonet, 
Might I but know thee by thy Houſe's Badge. 
Hur. Now by my Father's Badge, old * c 
The rampant Bear chain'd to the ragged Staff, 
This day I'll wear aloft my Burgonet, 
As on a Mountain top, the Cedar fhews, 
That keeps his Leaves in ſpight of any Storm, 
Even to affright thee with the view thereof. 


' Old Clif. And from thy Burganet, II rend thy Bear, 


And tread it under foot with all contempt, 
Deſpight the Bearard, that protects the Bear. 

T. Clif. And fo to Arms, victorious noble Father, 
To quel the Rebels and their Complices 


K. Plan. Fie, Charity for ſhame, ſpeak ** ſpight. 
For you ſhall ſup with Jeſu Chriſt to n 


Y. Clif. Foul | Srigmarick, that's more t nthoucanfitel. 


R. Plan. — Heav'n you'll ſurely ſup in Hell. 


Leun. 


| Enter Warwick. 

Ter. Cliford of Cumberland, tis Warwick calls; 
And if thou doſt not hide thee from the Bear. 
Now when the angry Trumpet ſounds Alarum, 
And dy'ing Mens cries do fill the empty Air, 
Clifford, I ſay, come forth and fight with me, 
Proud Northern Lord. Clifford of Cumberland, 
Warwick is hoarſe with calling thee to Arms. 

ne | 

War. Hew now, my noble Lord? what all boot! 
Tork. The deadly wad Clifford flew my Steed; 25 
Zut match to — I haze encountred him, 
And made a prey for Carrion, Kites and Crows, 151 
hh Eyen of the bonny Beaſt he lov'd 0 * 
Mur. Of one or bath of us the time is come. 
 _Tork. Hold Warwick: ſeek thee our ſome other Chaſe, 
For I my ſelf muſt hunt this Deer to death. 


n. Then nobly Terk, tis for a. Crown thou ard, 5 
1 
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As I intend, Clifford, to thrive to da 
It grieves my Soul to leave thee 
Clif. What ſceſt thou in me, York? 
Why doſt thou pauſe? 
York. With thy brave bearing ſhould I be in love, 
But that thou art ſo faſt mine Enemy. 
. Ner ſhould thy ; Prowels want praiſe and eſteem, 
But that tis ſhewyn i ly, and in Treaſon. 
York, ot let por p me Lew — Sword, 
As I in uftice, true t Wl 
> r Seal Soul and Body on the Action both. 
Tork- A dreadful lay, «Tour thee inſtantly. 


a. 


[Exit War, 


Clif. La fin Corronne les œuures. [Dies. 
Tork. Thus War hath given thee Peace, for thou art till; 
Peace with his Soul, Heav'n, if it be thy will. 


Enter young Clifford. 

1. Clif. Shame and Confufion, all is on the rout, 
Fear frames diſorder, and diſorder wounds | 
Where it ſhould guard. O War! thou Son of Hell, 
Whom angry Heav'ns do make their Miniſter, 
Throw in the frozen boſoms of our Part, 
Hot Coals of Vengeance: Let ng Soldiers flie. 
He that is truly dedicate to War | 

Hath no Self- love; nor he that loves himſelf, 
Hlath not eſſentially, but by circumſtance, : 
The name of Valour. O let the vile World end, 

And the premiſed Flames of the laſt day, 
Now Ee ds general Paper How his bla 
New Trum ow 
— end petty — bat, 
To ceaſe. Waſt thou ordained, O dear Father, 
To loſe thy Youth in Peace, and to atchieye _ 
The Silyer Livery of adviſed 
And in thy — and thy Chair- days, thus 
To die in Ruffian Battel? Teen at this ſight, ths 
My Heart is turn'd to Stone; and while tis mine, 
_ ]t ſhall be Stony. York not our old Men 

No more will I their Babes, Tears Vi 
Shall be to me, even as the Dew to vire; 5, 


fad Boy, tar th Ty of ecu, 
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Shall to my flaming Wrath, be ON and Flax. 
_ Henceforth, I will not have to do with pity, 
Meet I an Infant of the Houſe of York, 

Into as many gobbits will I cut it, 
As wild Medea. young Abſirtus did. 


In cruelty, will I ſeek out my Fame. 
Come thou new ruin ot old Clifford 's Houle : 


As did Zneas old Auchiſes ber, 


So bear I thee upon my man Shoulders 2 
But then ZEneas bare a living Soap it n 661.23 
Nothing ſo heavy as theſe work of mine. . [Exif 
Enter Richard Plantagenet, and Somerſet to fight. 
. Plan. So, lye thou there: '[Somettet is kill d, 
For underneath an Ale-houſe paltry ſign, 
Tie Caſtle in St. Albans, Somerſet 
Ha'h made the Wizard famous in his Death; 
Sword, hold thy temper; Heart, be wrarhful tall: 
Prieſts pray for Enemies, but Princes kill. 
Fig hit, Excurſions, Enter King Henry, - — Margarer, 
and others. 
* Mar. Away my Lord, you tes flow, for ſhame a- 
way. 
K, Henry. Can we out-run the Heay' as? Good a 
ret ſtay. c 
A Mar. What are you a made of 1 Youll not fight nor fly: 
Now is it Manhood, Wiſdom, and Defence, 
To give the Enemy Way, and to ſecure us 
By what we can, which can no more but fl. 
Alarum afar f. 
| UF ou be en, we then ſhould ſee Bm 56 
Of all our Fortunes; but if we haply ſcape, 
As well me may, if not through your neglect, 
We fhall to London get, where you are loy'd, 
And where this breach now in our RR made, 


e readily be lege. = if, . 


—_ Clifford. 5 . 
Cliff. But that my Heart's on future miſchief fer 
I would ſpeak Blaſphemy ere bid you fly; | 
But fly yo! muſt: Uncurable ditcomfic 
Reigns in the Hearts of all our preſent Parts. 


Away 
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Away for your relief, and we will lie 
To ſee their Day, and them our Fortune give. 
Away my Lord, away, | LExeum. 
Alarum. Retreat. Enter York, Richard Plantagenet, War- 
we.ck, and Soldiers, with Drum and Colours. 
York. Of Salisbury, who can report of him, 
That Winter Lion, who in Rage forgets 
Aged Contuſions, and all bruſh of time: 
And like a Gallant in the brow of Youth, 
Repairs him with occaſion. This happy day 
Is not it ſelf, nor have we won one Foot, 
If Salisbury be loſt. 
R. Plan. My noble Father, 
Three times to day I hope him to his Rorſe. 
"Three times beſtrid him; thrice I led him of, 
Terſwaded him from any further Act: 
But ſtill where danger was, till there I met him. 
And like rich Hangings in an homely Houle, 
So was his Will in his old feeble Body. 
but noble as he is, look where he comes. 
„ Enter Salisbury. . 
Sal. Now, by my Sword, well bal thou fought to day ? 
By th'Maſs fo a we all. I thank you Richard. : 
God knows how long it is I have to live; 
And it hath pleas'd him that three times to day 
Youu have defended me from imminent Death. 
Well Lords, we have not got that which we have, 
'Tis not enough our Foes are this time fled, 
Being oppolites of ſuch repairing Nature. 
York. | know our ſafety is to follow them, 
For, as I hear, the King is fled to London, 
To call a preſent Court of Parliament. 
Let us purſue him eie the Writs go forth. 

What ſays Lord Warwick, ſhall we after them? 
Har. After them! nay, before them, if we can 
Now by my Hand, Lords, twas a glorious Day. 
St. Alban's battel won by famous I, 

Shall be eterniz d in all Age to come. 8 
Sound Drum and Trumpets, and to Lendon all, - 
And more ſuch Days as _ to us befal. e xeunt. 


— 


Gig 


* 
' * * 8 
” 
* 
- 
. 
_ 
" 
. 
* * 
* 
> 
\ 
% 
% 
- 
* 
” 
* 
* 
* 
S % 
* 
- 
- 
* 
. 
* 
* oo 
- 
- * 


„„ 
7 


1 
151 
ot 16e *-0 50 
ſr: FOIL {i 
. 225 . 


Lk ha 1 


2 


0 


1 
1 


9 
\\, 


1111 


KK BATON"). e 


=? 
** 
* 
3 * 
— 
=_ 


- 
> 
++ + 
7 
2229 

- 

- 

- 

o 

- 

— 

= 

2 a 

2 
39 
- - 

- 

— - 

- 

: 

i 

- 

o 

= 
: 
. 

7 


ul 


nnn 


4 ** $20 005 833 41 222212 „ 
. 
- — 44 26 „„ 99 „ 


TE 


> 
+& 
: 
$5352 
222 


$44 7— * os. 
- War ugyres 2+ +045 7 OO ASS „„ 


$44 $4505 0++ (66 +04 . 2 
. „„ „„ 22 25 
11 Derne 
＋—— „es, 6 
. 


9 
. 


25 


bes 
UM Umm 


Ent 


CE IE ENDET 


if 
2 


8 


bd ADDS 


— 


—————— — — 
—ͤ—d ———— E 2 2 92 „ 


EO OT SES „„ „„ 


DE 


Oe. 
-- 
»- 
. 


ns» 
r 
none uns 
rr 
8 * 
—— „ 
2 


—— 2 


2247 nt 4 


l 
— 


2 — 


———— 
— — 555 =. 
n 


; f POP : is ; 1 | | 
OS ZE CORES CLE Oe, = een 112 wt Fin SOL 


4 ves 


6 I\iin 


4 * a. _ * & . þ #6 [ — . — — * * — — „ — coup — 
n "Ts . > . — ; Le n 
a+ + r OP 248 r r DE HE oe GY 
4 * * — * ha. - 2 . . . - . 2 1 k 


p £ a * 
— 8 "_ —_ - —— 2—ů— 
e 


- p . - 
© amen woe 4 — 2 — — + 
bo — _ —_— — — = 


—_—— 
— 5 
—— —üuvᷣ— — — — 
— _—_ al > p — r 
2 r {- Xs! 
: — — 
8 —— 78 * l 
_— - 2 py 4-10 


Porn 


—— 4 * 


R 


* 


Wich the Death of the 
DUKE of TOR 


* 


TT HE 
THIRD PART 
King HENRY Vl 


Printed in the YEan MDCC XIV. 


# 


: a 


Dramatis Perſone. 


— 14. 
ING Henry VI 
2 Son te the King, and Prince of Wales, | 
Dale of Somerſet, 
Earl of Northumberland, 
Earl of Oxford, , 
Farl of Exeter, 
F arl of — 
Lord 72 — a 
Earl of Ric 4 Tomth wrongs ing N VII | 
Richard, Duke of York. 7 od Ks enry 7 
Edward, Eldeſ gen to the Duke of York Jaftertard King tds. 
George, Duke of Clarence, ſecond Son to the rdpKin Tork. 
Kichard, Dube of Glouceſter, third Son te the Duke of York, af 
| _ — roy ad. HI. x 
mund, Earl of Rutland, aun Co to | | Dake of York. 
Dake of Norfolk, 0 ir "Xs £7, 1.“ —_ * K | : 
Marquiſi ef Montague, 4 
Farl of Warwick, 


Lavin of King Henry's 1 


15 the Dake of York s b. 


Earl ef Salisbury, 

Earl of —_— 4.4 E 
Lord Haſtin | * hind. f *k * — 

Lord Stafford 


Vir John Mortimer, 

Cir Rag 8 2 Uni obey Dale fr rok. 
Sir William Stanly, afterwards Earl of Derby. ...... --- 
Tord Rivers, Brother to the Lady Gray. 

Sir John Montgomery. | 

Lieutenant of the Tower, 
Mayor of Coventry. 

Mayer and Aldermen of York. 
Humphry and Sinklo, two * 


Lewis Ning ef France. 33 2.5 
Bourbon, Udmirat of France. A 4. | 
| Queen Margaret. . Tri 


Bona. Siſter to the-French Kin - 
Lady 20 Widew of bir neg Guy, afterwards Ly fo ka 


| Soldiers and other Attendants on King Heary, and King Edward. | 


In Part of the Third 48 the SCENE is laid in France, dur 
- "oF" all the ah e e tee * 


The Third Pak T of Te 
King HENRY VI 


Alaram, Enter Dake of York, Edward, Richard, INS 
Norfolk, Mountegue, Warwick, and Soldiers. 


WARWICK 3 
Wonder how the King eſcap'd our l land.: 
SE Tork. While we purſu d the Horſemen 
A 
He flily ſtole away, and left his Men: 
Whos the great Lord of Norihumber- 
2 and, . 5 
Wpboſe warlike Ears could never brook 
2 Retreat, 
Chear'd up the drooping Army, and himſelf, 
Lord Clifford and Lord Stafford all a- breaſtt, 
Cbarg d our main Battel's Front; and breaking in, 
Were by the Swords of common Soldiers ſlain. 
 _ Edw. Lord Stafford s Father, Quke of Buckingha n, 
Is cirher ſlain or wounded dangerous. 8 
I cleft his Beaver with a down-right blow: 
7 . dior, 


* 


— 
— 
— 

— 
— 
— 


Wy 


| 
* i 


ee. 3 
"IE — — Pn 


But is his Grace wg deny. 


Aud baſhfal Henry depos d, whole Cownndife | | 
luth made us by-words to our Enemies. 


The proudeſt He that h ds + oe . 
Dies ſtir a Wing, if Warwick ſhake his Bells. 
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Mount. And, Brother, here's the Earl of He Blood, 
Whom 1 encountred as the Battels join d. : 
Rich. Speak thou for me, and — 2 what 1 did. 
York, r 


Lord of Somerſet ? 


ck. Thar do hp 


a W tool 


, Which now the Houſe of Lancafter uſurps, 


i theſe Eyes - foi go WY 
This is of the (arful King, 
And this the | Seat; poſſeſs it York, 


For this is thine, and not King Henry's Heirs 


York. AG w's then, — 1 wil, 


For 1 we have broken in by force. 


Wen all aſſiſt you; he that flies fhall die. 
10. Thanks, gentle Norfolk; ſtay by me my Lords, 


And Soldiers ftay and lodge by me this Night. 


go 
mar. And when the King comes, offer him Sr 


Valeſs he ſeek to thruſt out by force. 


Tork. The Queen this 


— 3 belds her Parliament, 


But little thinks we ſhall be of her Counſel; _ 
By Words or Blows here let us win our 


"Rich. Arm'd as we are, let's ſtay within TY 
war. The bloody Parliament ſhall this be call'd, 
UNaleſs Plantagenet Duke of Tork, be King, 


Tork. Then leave me not, my Lords, be reſolu'e, 


1 mean to _— wo = ht. 


Har. Neither the t loves u beg, 


II plant Plantagener, root him up who. dare 
Kelolve thee Richard, chim we u Gow. 


King HNA VE 347 
Pater King I , Northumbertad, Weftmor- 


K. Henry. My Lords, look where the ſturdy Rebel ſits, 
Even in the Chair of State; belike he means, 
Back d by the Power of Warwick, that falſe Peer, 
To aſpire unto the Crown, and Reign as King. 
Earl of Northumberland. he flew thy Father, 
And thine, Lord Clifford, and you have both vow'd revenge 
On him, his Sons, his — and his Friends. 
North. H I be not, Heav ns be d on me. 
Clif. The hope thereof makes Cliffor mourn in Steel, 
Weſt. What, ſhall: we ſuffer this? Ler'spluck him down. 
My Heart for anger burns, 1 cannot brook it. | 
K. Henry, Be patient, gentle Earl of Weſlmorland. 
if. Patience is for Poltroons, and ſuch is he: 
He durſt not fit there had your Father liv'd. 
My gracious Lord, here in-the Parliament 
Let us aſſail the Family of Tork. | 
2 2 n Couſin be it ſo. 


= u not the City favours them, 
| 1 „ Soldiers at — | 


. But N the Duke 1 » 8 quickly fly. 

<< _ Far be the this from H s Heart, 
To —_— —_— of hs Parliament — | 

_ Couſin of Exeter, Frowns, Words, and Threats, 

Shall be the War that Henry means to uſe. 

Thou factious Duke of Tork,deſcend my Throne [Tv theDuke, 
And kneel 1 Wy 8885 4 

I am thy Soveraign. 

Tork. Honry, I am thine. 

1 For ſhame come down, he made thee Duke of , 

on. 

York, It was my Inheritance, as the Earldom was, 

Exe. Thy Father was a Traitor to the Crown. 

War. Exeter thou art a Traitor to the Crown, 


Ia fol'owing this uſu ing Henry. 


Clif. Whom ſhould h: follow, but his natural King tr 
Mar. True, Clifford, and that's Richard Duke of York. | 
. And hall 1 ſtand, and thou fir in | my Throne? 

| | Yerk:. 
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York. It muſt and ſhall be ſo, content thy ſelf. 

Tar. Be Duke of Lancaſter, let him be King. 

eſt. He is both King and Duke of Lancaſter, 

And that the Lord of Weſtmorland ſhall maintain. 

Tar. And Warwick ſhall diſprove it. You forget, 
That we are thoſe which chas'd you from the Field, 
And flew your Fathers, and with Colours "oY 

March'd through the City to the Palace Gates. 
North. Yes, Warwick, | remember it to my grief. 
And by his Soul, thou and thy Houſe ſhall rue it. 

Weſt. Plantaganet, of thee and theſe thy Sons 
Thy Kinſmen, and thy Friends, I'll have more Lives 
Than drops of Blood were in my Father's Veins. 

Clif. Urge it no more, leſt that inſtead of Words 
1 ſend thee, Warwick, ſuch a Meſſenger, p 
As ſhall revenge his Death, before 1 ſtir. 

Mar. Poor Clifford! how I ſcorn his worthleſs Threats. 

York, Will you, we ſhew our Title to the Crown? | 

If not, our Swords ſhall plead it in the Field. 
EK. Henry. What Title haſt thou, Traitor, to the Gere? 
Thy Father was, as thou art, Duke of York, 
: Thy Grandfather Roger Mortimer, Earl of March. 
am the Son of Henry the Fifth, 

Who made the Daup in and the French to loop. 
And ſeiz d upon thei Towns and Provinces. | 
Ur. Talk not of France, fith thou haſt loſt it * 

K. Henry. The Lord Protettor loſt it, and not l; 
When I was crown'd I was but nine Months old. 

Rich. You are old enough now, 

And yet methinks you loſe: 
Father, tear the Crown from the Vſurper's Head. 

Eam. Sweet Father do ſo, ſet it on your Head. 

| Mount. Good Brother, 

As thou lov'ſt and honoureſt Arms, | 
Let's fight it out, and nor ſtand cavelling thus. 
Rich. Seund Drums and Oy and the King: wil 
fly 
| 2 Sons. Peace. the | | 
. Heng. Peace thou and give bene ers peak. 1 
Har. 


5 os ſet the Puke up in deſpight of 8 
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War. Plantagenes ſnall ſpeak firſt: Hear bim Lords, 
And be filent and attentive too, | 
For he that interrupts him, ſhall not live. © 
K. Henry. Think'f thou that I will leave m yKing! 
Wherein my Grandfire and my Father ry 
No ; firſt al War. unpeople 1 y Realm; 
Ay, and their Colours often born in "France, 
And now in England, to our Heorts great Sorrow, 
Shall be my Winding ſheet: Why faint you, Lords? 
My Title's good, and better far than his. 2 
Mar. But prove 3 thou ſhale be K 
X. Henry. Henry the Fourth by Conqueſt the 
werk. Tovas by Rebellion rs iy his get 
X. Henry. 1 know not what to fay, my Tide's weak: 
Tell me, may not a King adopt an Heir? e 
* What then? 
exry. And if he may, then am [lawful King: 
For 2 in the view of many Lords 
Reſign'd the Crown to Henry the Fourth, 
| Whole Heir my Father — = 8 . 1 
Tork. He roſe againſt him, being Soverai ien, & 
And made him to reſign his Crown perforce. - 
War. Suppole, my Lords, he did it unconſtrain d, 
| Think you twere prejudicial to his Crown? 
EXxe. No; for he could not fo his Crown, 
hut that the next Heir ſhould ſu and r 
K. Henry, Art thou againſt us, Duke of Exeter ? ; 
Exe. His is the right, and therefore pardon me. 
; 2 Why whiſper you, my Lords, and anſwer not ? 
Exe. My Conſcience tells me, he is lawful King. 
K. Henry. A All will revolt from me, and turn to him. 
North. Plantagenet, for all the Claim thou 8 
Think not, that Henry ſhall be ſo depos d. 
Mar. Deposd he ſhall be, in IRE & of all. 
North: Thou art deceivid: _ ; 
'Tis not thy Southern Power 5 
Of Efex, Norfolk, Suffolk, nor of Xen, HEPES 
Which makes thee thus preſumptuous and proud, . 


%% The Third Pare of 


King E. be thy Title right or wrong; 

1 — to bel! in thy defence; App 
N and ſwallow me alive, 

Wier I e all him that ſlew my Father. 

Henry. Oh Clifford, how thy words revive my Hear, 

— Henry of Lancaſter, reſign thy Crown: 

| What mutter you, or what conſpir pire you, Lords? 
Was. Do right ht unto: this Princely Duke of York, . 

Or I will fill Hands wich armed-Men. oe 

And or the Clay on, ea, where now he fits, 

Write up re 
© [Heſflamps with hits Foot, and -- PIE 
EX. Hag. My Lordof Warwick, hear me but one word ; 
Loet me for this time rcign as King, 

Tork. Confirm the Crown to me, and to mine Heirs, 
And thou ſhalt Reign in quiet while thou liy'ſt. 
EK. Henry. I am content: Richard Plantagenet, 
Enjoy the after my deceaſe. 

Clif. What wrong is this dne the Prince, your Son? 
Mar. What 1s this to Eugland, and himſelf? 5 
_ Weſt, Baſe, fearful, and def; 

_ Clif. How haſt thou injur d dect db f and us! 

Weſt. I cannot ſtay to hear theſe Articles. 

North, Nor Il. _ 

Clif. Come Couſin, let us tell the Queen theſe News, | 
Net. Farewel, NR 
In whoſe cold Blood no ſpark of Honour bides. 
North. Be thou a prey unto the. Houſe of Dr, 

And die in Bands, r this unmanly deed. 
Clif, In dreadful War, may | thou be overcome, 
Or hive in Peace abandon on d and deſpis d. 


[ Exeunt Nor. Cliff. Weſtm; 
War. Turn this way, Henry, and regard them nor. 


Exe. They ſeek revenge, and therefore will not * 

KX. Henry. Ah : 

ur. Why ſhould. you ſigh, my and 1 

K. Hany. Not for — f, 57 — but my Son; 

Whom 1 ad ſhall diſinherit. 
TT 'But 


King Hun ns Vii 26 
But be it. as it may; I here entail - | 
erp bang, {ys {OY IR 
Conditionally, that here thou take an Oath, ＋ 
To ceaſe this Gil Wirs . 8 x 
To our me as King Sovereign: 
Neither by Treaſon nor Hoſtility, _ 
To ſeek to put me down, and Reign thy fat 

York. This Oath agg = hy to and will perform} | 
2 lantageones,. embrace him! 
: And long e thou, — Soc 


Ah wretched Man! would 1 had 4 070 a Maid, 952 
And never ſeen thee, never born thee Son, - 
Seeing thou haſt prov'd ſo unnatural a „ 
Hath he deſerv'd to 2 his Birth. right thus? 
Hadſt thou but loy'd him half fo much a8 I. 
Or felt that pi which I did for him once. | 
Or nouriſht him, as I did with my Blood; 
Thou wouldft have left thy deare Heart-blood cher, 
Rather than made that Savage Duke thing Heir, .. 
And difinherited thine only Son. 
as" Prince. Father, you cannot diſinherit me: 
If you be King, why not I ſucceed? ? | 
1 Henry on me, Margaret; pardon me, Cureet Son 
The Earl of Warwick and the Duke ere d me. , 
Tem 
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1 ſhame to hear thee ſpeak; ah timorous Wretch! 
Thou haſt undone thy ſelf, thy Son, and me, 

And given unto the ouſe of York ſuch head, 

As thou ſhalt Reign bur by their Sufferance. 

To entail him and bis Heirs unto the Crown, 
Wbat is it, but to make thy Sepulchre, 

And Pty 6 into it far before thy time? | 
| ick 13 Chancellor, and the Lord of Calais, 
2 — commands the narrow Seas, 
The Duke is make Protector of the Realoy, © © 
And yet ſhalt thou be ſafe? ſuch Safety finds | 

The trembling Lamb, invironed with Wolves. 
Had I been there, which am a filly Woman, 
The Soldiers ſhould have toſs'd me on cheir Pikes, 
Before I would have granted to that AR, 
| — —— preferr ſt thy Life before thine Honour. 
ng thou doſt, I here divorce my (elf, 
Bot HR thy Table, Henry, and thy Bed, 
Vuatil that Aq of Parliament be 
Whereby my Son is diſinherited. | 5M. 
The Northern Lords, that have 8 thy Colour, 
Will follow der wal Narbe they ſee them { 

And ſpread to thy foul . 

And utter ruin # the Houle of Tork, | 

Thus do I leave thee; come Son, let's away, 

Our Army is ready, come, we'!] after them, | 


K. Henry. Stay, gentle Margaret, and hear me ſpetk. 


* 4 


* 
6 — Gentle Son Edward thou wilt ſtay with me? 
, to be murther'd by his Enemies. 
— W | return with Victory from the Field, 
I ſee your Grace; till then III follow her. 
5 Ver. Come, Son, e we — not Niger tba. 


EK. Henry. Poor Queen, | - 
How love to me, and to her Son, a 
Hath made her break out into terms of Roge: 


Ne 


Enforc'd thee? art thou King, and wilt be forc'd 7 


een. Thou haſt ſpoke too much already; get thee -— 


Exeunt Ter and Prince, | 


AwwiJe tf 2 =) 


ig Henry m: 5 


Reveng d may ſhe be on that hateful Duke. 
Whoſe haught 1 winged with defire, | a 
will coſt my Crown, and fixe un empty 7, . be 
Tire on the "Fleſh 0 of ths: and of m —— 4 00 
The loſs of thoſe three Lords tormei & wy Hein i 
ll write unto them, and intreat them fair; wy de es 
Come, Couſin, you fall be the Meſſen 207 0 oof gg 
Exe. And I hope (hall reconcile tem al 5 [is 


Enter Richard, Edward, a am 
Rich. Brother, though 1 0 Shop „Sire l 


Ew. No, I can better f tor. . 
Mount. But 1 have Re: 5 Arkin and r i * 
Euter the Duke Vork. % I £033 Fd 


5 Why, how wy Sons and PHO 'at a "TY - 
What is your Quarret? how began it fit? LT ts 
Ed. No Quarrel, but a light Contention. Keg! G 
York. About what? 5 
Reich. About that which concern your Grace and us, 
The Crown of England, Fat ather, which is yours. | 
York. Mine, Boy? not till King Henry be dead. : 
Rich. Your Right depends not on his Life, or Death. 
Edw. Now you are Heir, therefore enjoy it now?” | 
By giving the Houſe of Lincafter - -leave to wende 1 
It will out- run you, Father, in the end. 
York. | took an Oath, that he ſhould qui 
Edw. But for a Kingdom any Oath- e ye bol 
would break a thouſand Oaths to Riſen one Year. 
Rich. No; God forbid your Grace ſhould be re” : 
York. I ſhall be, if 1 claim bi open Mur. 
Rich. I prove the contrary y, if r 
Tork. Thou can t not, Son, it is impoſſible, en 
Rich. An Oath is of no moment, being not % 
Before a true and lawful Magiſtrate, 
That hath Authority over him that Swears. 
Henry had none, but did uſurp the Place: - 
Then ſeeing tas he that made you to depoſe, 
Your Oath, wy Lord, is yain and frivolous, 


Ih 
5 


; 


J 
| 
At 


77 
I 


5 
4 
8 


fall 3 Spirit. 
thus em ploy d. what Kas more, 
occaſion how to riſe? 5 


3858 
F 
f 


i 


1 


ker 


4 ; e kee“ why cnt otic pol? 
. With all the Northern Earls and Lord. 5 


1 5 n 
j With powerful Policy ſtrengthen — 


And — not 8 nor his Oaths. 5 
Mount. Brother, 1 go: I'll win chem, fear it not 
FF . 
1 


5 Zntor Sir Jahn Mortin ger, and Si H b an 


Tork. agen ad ir gh Ai, min wre 
Eren 
The Army of the means to 


Si 75 ! She hal not need, Sari hi; 


Rich. Ay, with five hundred, Father, for a need. 


A Woman's General; what ſhould we fear ? > 
2 4 
Ed. 1 hear their Drums: 
Let's ſet our Men in order, 
And iſſue forth, and bid them Battel ſtreight. 
Tork. Five mot em; e he grey, 
I doubt net, Uncle, of our Viaary... : 


Many a Battel have I won in Francs, - vas 40 

When as the Enemy hath been ten to one: 

FFA . 
8 LA Zi, 


Nu. —— 5 2 
Ah, Tutor, look where bloody Cliford comes. | 
1 
Wheſe F 

Twwor 

Clif. + 

Tutor. 
Leſt thou 

CMV. | | 
Or i in fear thar rakes hm clo iv Eyre? 

5 open t 73. 0 | 
That trembles under his devouring -Pives: eter gd 
And ſo he comes to rend his Limbs aſunder. 


King H SNK. VI. 3 \# 


AF, 


c . 
; * 
—— — — 2 : — — — — - —— * — ni * , 
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Ah, e with thy Sword, . 
, And not with ry ay wp el threatning Look. 
Sweet (ird, hear me e dee, 2 


Tam too mean à ſubject of thy Wrath, © © | 
Be thou revei d on Men. . i" A 
+» Cliff: ln vam chou ſpe poor Boy: W 
My Father's Blood hat the Paige vir 
= Words ſhould | 
3 Then let my Father's k Blood open it again; 
fe is is 2 Man, and, Clifford, cope with him. 
Clif. Had | thy Brethren here, their Lives * thine 
Were not revenge ſufficient for me: 
No, if 1 digg d up thy Fore-fathers Graves, 
Aud hung their rotten Coffins ap in Chains, 
It could not flake mine Ire, nor eaſe my N 1 
The ſight of any of the Houſe of York, a yah 
ls as a Fury to torment my Soul: | 
And till I root out their-accurfed Line, 
And leave not one alive, I live in Hell. 


8 Therefore 


Kut. © let me pray vefife 1 Uke my Death: 
r ty me. 
Q. Such pity a8. mν Rapier's Point affords. 
Rur. I never did thee harm; why wil thou fy 27 
Clif. Thy Father hath. | 
Row. But Wee ee dern | 
Thou haſt ene Son, for his fake pity i me, . 
Left in revenge thereof, -fith God is juſt, -: 
He be as miſerably. Cain 26 I. bu tn 
Ah, let me live in Priſon all my Days,, 
And wen I give occaſion of Oſſence. 
The let me die, Jan now den bnd no dsf. oO” 
Clif. Nocauſe? thy Fatherflew-my Father, — ie: 
Rut. Dii faciant, Lande forms, he tne.” (Mabe Hes: 
| Clif. Plantagenet, I come, Plamagene. 
And this thy Son's Blood cleaving to my Blade, 
Shall ruſt upon my Weapon, till thy Blood ie) 
—— 7 _ _ [xi 


2 A. _ . 
* Ui eres 


" GE Alarin, 


ie. 
n. 


Wich downright payment ſhew'd unto my Father 
Now. Phaeton he 2 tumbled from bis Cu, 
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bum. Enter Richard Dake of York. - 
York. The Army of the Queen hath got the Feld 


My Uncles þoth are {lain in reſcuing me, 


And all my Followers, to the Foe 
Turn back, and fly, like Ships before the Wind, 
Or Lambs purſu'd by hunger- ſtarved Wolves. 
My Sons, God knows what hath bechanced them: 
But this I Know, they have demean d themſelves Is hy 82 
Like Men born to Renown,, by. Life or Death. _ - 
Three times. did Richard make a Lane to me, _ ; 
And thrice cry'd,. | Father, fig ht it out: 1 
And full as oft come Edward to my Sid, 
With Purple Falchion, painted to 75 gp 
In Blood Ta dn a tn 7OO 1 
And when the hardieſt, Warriors did retire, 0 
Richard cry d, Charge, and give no 0 foot of Gio 2 
And cry d, a Crown, or elſe a dus Tomb 

A Scepter, or an . en 
With this we but out alas, _ L 
We bodg'd ain; charged gun 

With bootleſs labour ſwim 1 | 
And ſpend her Strength with WS Waves. 


eee 
Ah hark, he ud Fuller do L fe, 


T4 


And I am faint, and cannot fly 
And were | ſtrong, I'll noe ſhun chew Fury 
Da doc on dice Life, 


Here muſt I flay, and here my Life end, 


Enter the Queen, Clifford, Northumberland, the Prin 


Wales, and Soldiers. 


Come, bloody Clifferd, rough Northumberland, 

I dare your quenchleſs Fury to more rage: 

I am your Butt, and I abide your ſhot. _ 
North. Yield to our Mercy, proud Plantagentt... 
_ Clif. Ay, to ſuch Mercy as his ruthleſs Arm 


1 


a : 


ſeen a Swan 1 05 
N 


And 
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And made an Evening a ar uh nt ed | 0 
nk. % 8. Enix en | 

A Bird, that will-revenge upon you all . 

And in that — — 

Scorning whate'er you can afflict me with. | 

Why come you not? what! Multitades and fear? | 
Clif. ons «> on bon de Armed 


So Doves do peck the Falcons — Es 


And if thou can for ing: view this Face, + 
And bite thy T that flanders him vrch Cowardice, 
Whoſe frown made thee faint and fly ere this. 
I will not with thee Word for Word, £ 


But buckler with thee lows twice two for one. 


Queen, Hold, valiant Cliffors, fora thouſand Cauſes | 


I would prolong a while the Traitor's Life : 4 
Wrath makes hind deaf! fpeak thou, Northumberland. 


North. Hold Clifford, do not honour him fo much, | 


T0 prick thy Finger, though to wound his Heart. 


What valour were it, when a Cur doth grin, 
For one to thruſt his Hand between his Teeth, 


When he might ſpurn him wich his Foot we? | 


It is Wars prize to take all 
And tent one Se e xr, : 3 ALIVE 
, decoy the 2 the Gia. 4 
2 l oth the Cony ſtruggle in the Net. 
Tork. So triumph Thieves upon their conquer d Booty, 


So true Men yield, with Robbers ſo er- mater. 


North. What would your Grace havedone unto him now? 
Queen. Brave Warriors, Clifford and Northumberland, 

Come make him ſtand upon this Mole-hill here, * 

That raught at Mountains with out- ſtretehed Arm, 


Vet parted but the ſhadow with his Hand. 
What, was it you that would be England's king? 

Was 't you that revell'd in our Parliament, 

And made a Preachment of your bigh Deſcent? 


Where 


—y 


— 


But how is it, that 
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Where are meſs of Sons ta hac you . 
The wanton Lane and the N n, 


» 


Or with the reſt, here is your Darling & 

Look York, 1 fain'd chis Napking wich the Boad 
That valiant Clifford, with bis Rapier's Paint. 
Made iſſue from the Boſom of the-Bays  - ' | 
And if thine Eyes can Water for his Deb, 707 
I give thee this to dry th Chacks withal. - 1 
Alas, poor York, but that I hate has deadly. 

1 ſhould lamoax cy aber Ser + 
I 8 to make me 
What, bath thy fiexy Heart ſo 


7 , 
thine Iatriils, 
. 1 7 


* 


That not a Tear can fall for Rasland Death? 


Why art thou patient, Man? thou thould'& be lz 


And I, 2 do mock thes thus; $4 lol | 


A Crown for , and. — bow low to him: 
Hold you his Hands, whillt 1 do ſet it on. S ; 
[Putting # Bopor Corum an bi Head. 


Ay „Sir, now: looks he like a King: 26 


f 
A , this is he that took King Harze Char. "is wt 
And this is he was his adopted Heir. 1 21) 


Is crown'd ſa ſoon, aul broke E Glemn Ob? 
As I berhink me, you ſhould not be King, 


Till our King Henry had r FRY 


And will you 
and rob Ila Templi of the biste. 


Now in this Life again the holy Ouh? 


Oh, *tis a Fault too too unpardonable. 


Off with the Crown, and with che Crown bis Head, 
And whilſt we breath take time to do him dead. : 


-Clif. That is my Office, ſor my Father's ſake. 
Den. Nay tay, let's hear the Orizons he makes: 


Io. its | 
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Or as the South to the 
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York, She-Wolf of Frante, T 
But worſe than' Wolves F, untl r 


17” N ** 


Whoſe Tongu 
How ill-beſeeming is it in thy Ser, 
To triumph like an Amazonian Trull. 05 
Upon their Woes, hom Fortune ca — 
But that thy Face is Vixard - like, un aging. 
Made impudent with uſe of evil Deeds, 

I would aſſay, proud Queen, to make thee bluſh... 


To tell thee Wes cam'ſ, of — r 


Thy Father bears the Type of King of Naples, 

Of both the Sicils and | 

Vet not ſo wealthy as an Engliſh Yeoman. LS 
Hath that poor Monarch taught thee to inſult? 

It needs not, nor it boots thee not, Pn. 
Ualeſs the Ad bf 
That 
Tis Beauty that doth oft make Women 
Zut God he knows, thy ſnare thereof is mall.” 
Tis Virtue that doth make them moſt admir' d. 


age maſt be yerify'd,” 
mounted run their Horſe to bens 


The contrary doth make thee wondred at. 
Tis Government that makes them ſeem Nabe, 


Thou art as oppoſite to every G 
As the Antipodes are unto us, 


2 } * 


Oh Tyger's Heart, wropt in a Woman' $' Hide, 


How could'f thou drain the Life-blood' of the Child, 
To bid the Father wipe bis Eyes withal,, 


And yet be ſeen to wear a Woman's Face? 


Women are ſoft, mild. pitiful and flexible; 

Thou ſtern, obdurare, ala 

Bidſt thou me rage? why now thou haſt thy wiſh. | 
Would'ſt have me weep?! why row thou haſt thy will. 


nty, rough, remorſeleſs. 


e more poiſons | than the Adder Tooth: | 


The want thereof makes thee abominable. in! 


£14 204 
NN 2. 


For raging Wind blows up inceflant Show're, 


And when the rage allays,” the Rain be gins. a 
Theſe Tears are my est Rutland Obſequics, 


And 
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And every drop cries vengeance to his Death, 

Gainſt thee, fell Clifford, and thee, falſe French Woman. 

North. Beſhrew me, but his Paſſions move me ſo, 

That hardly can I check mine Eyes from Tears, 
York. That Face of his, 

The hungry Cannibals would not have toucht, 

Would not have ſtain d the Roſes juſt with Blood: 

But you are more inhuman, more inexorable, 

Oh ten times more, than Tygers of Hyrcania. 

See, ruthleſs Queen, a haple Father's Tears: 

This Cloth thou dip'dft in Blood of my tweet Boys | 

And 1 with Tears do waſh the Blood away. 

Keep thou the Napkin, and go boaſt of this, 

And if theu telPft the heavy Story right, 

Upon my Soul, the Hearers will ſhed Tears: 

Yea, even my Foes will ſhed faſt- falling Tears, 

And ſay, alas, it was a piteous Deed. 


There take the Crown, and, with the Crown, my Curſe, | 


And in thy need, ſuch comfort come to thee, 
As now I reap at thy too cruel Hand. 
Hard-hearted Clifford, take me from the World, 
My Soul to Heay'n, my Blood upon your Heads. 

North. Had he been Slaughter-man to all my Kin, 
I ſhould not for my Life but ow — ki, 
To ſee how — Sorrow gripes 

ueen. What, weeping ripe, 

1 but the wrong 
And that wi 1 · thy —— e 

Clif. Here's for my Oath, here's for m Fathers Death 


Deen, And here's to right our gende 


Queen. Off with ith bis Head, 3 


80 Tork may overlook the Town of il. Re 


ee 


— Þim, 
ork. Open thy thy Gate of Mercy 1 
My Soul flies thr „e Wedel -n 


* worm. . ** — 
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ACT ii. SC EN E * 


A March. Enter Edward, Richard, and ther Powe, 


Edw.T Wonder how our princely Father ſcap d; 
Or whether he be ſcap'd away, or no, 
From Clifford's; and Northumberl aud a purſuit / 
Had he been ta en we ſhould have heard the News; 
Had he been ſlain, we ſhould have heard the News; 
Or had he ſcap d, —— = ſhould have heard 
The happy Tidings of his | eſcape. 
How ou my B Brother? Ly is he fo lad ? 
Rich, 1 cannot joy, until I be reloly'd, 
Where our Tight valiant Father is become. 
la him in the Battel range about, 
And watcht him how he fingled C:iford forth, 
| Methought be bore him in the thickeſt _ 
As doth a Lion in a Herd of Neat; gt: © 
Or as a Bear encompals'd round with Dogs, 
Who having pincht a few, and made them cry, 
The reſt Rand all aloof, and bark at him. 
So far d our Father with his Enemies, * 
So fled his Enemies my warlike Father: 
Methinks tis priae enough to be his Son. 
See how the . her Golden Gates, 
And takes her farew 4 the glorious Sun, 
How well reſembles it the prime of Youth, 
Trim'd like a Yonker, pranching to his Love? 
Fan. Dazle mine Eyes? or do I ſee three Suns? 
Rich. Three glorious Suns, each one a perfect Sun, 
Not ſeparated with the racking Clouds, 
But ſever d in a pale cl-ar- ſhining Sky. 
See, ſes thy join, embrace, and ſeem to kiſs, 
As it they vow'd ſome League inviolable: 
Now are they but one Lamp, one Light, one Sun, 
In this the Heaven figures ſame Event. 
Auw. Tu wondrous ſtrange, 


OY” PRE 
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The like yet neyer heard of. 

1 think it cites us, Brother to the Field, 

That we. the Sons of brave Plantagenet, 

Each one already blazing by our Meeds, 
Should not AG join our Lights * | 
And over-ſhine the Earth, as this the World. 
Whatc'er it bodes, hencefarward will I bear 


Upon my Target three fair ſhining Suns. A; 


Rich. Nay, bear three Daughters: 

By your leave, I ſpeak it, 

You love the Breeder better then the Male. 

1 Enter 4 Meſſenger. | 

But —_ 2 1 heavy LO foretel 

Some Stor ing on thy Tongue? 

Meſ. Ah, one chat wn at bet looker on, 

When as the Noble Duke of York was (lain, 

Your Princely Father, and my loving Lord. 
Edw. Oh, ſpeak no more! for I have heard too much. 
Rich. Say how he dy'd, for I will hear it all. - 

 Meſ. Environed he was with many Foes, ; 

And ſtood againſt them, as the hope of Tex, 

Againſt the Greeks, that would have centred Troy. 

But Hercules himſelf muſt yield to odds; 

And many Streaks, though with a little Ax, 

Hews down and fells the hardeſt timber'd Oak. 

By many Hands your Father was ſubdu d, 

But only ſlaughter d the ireful Arm, 

Of unrelenting Clifford, and the Queen: MN 

Who crown'd the gracious Duke in high deſpight, 

Laugh'd in his Face; and when with grief he wept, 

The ruthleſs Queen gave him, to dry din Cheek, | 

A Napkin, ſteeped in the harmleſs Blood 

Of iweer young Rl, by rough Cliffard ſlain: 

And after many Scorns, many foul Taunts, | 

They took his Head, and on the Gates York 

They et the ſame, and there it doth remain, 

The ſaddeſt fpeRacte that e er I view'd, . 
Edw. Sweet Duke of York, our prop to lean upon, 

Now thou art gone, we have no Staff, no Stay, 
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Oh Clifford, boiſt'rous Clifford, thou haſt ſlain 

The Flower of Europe for his Chivalry, oy 

And treacherouſly haſt thou vanquiſh'd him, 

For Hand to Hand he would have vanquiſh'd thee; 

Now my Son's Palace is become a Priſon : 

Ab, would ſhe break from hence, that this my Body 

Might in the Ground be cloſed up in reſt; 

For never henceforth ſhall 1 joy again, 

Never, oh never ſhall I ſee more joy. 55 

Rich. | cannot weep, for all my Body's moiſture 

| Scarce ſerves to quench my Furnace-burning Heart: 
Nor can my Tongue unload my Heart's great burthen, 

For ſelf-· ſame Wind that I ſhould ſpeak withal, - 

Is kindling Coals that fire up all my Breaſt, 3 

And burn me up with Flames, that Tears would quench. 

To weep, is to make leſs the depth of Grief: 

Tears then for Babes: Blows) and Revenge for me. 

Richard, I bear thy Name, Il venge thy Death, 
Or die renowned by attempting it, | 5 

Eadw. His Name that valiant Duke hath left with thees 

His Dukedom, and his Chair with me is left. % 

Rich. Nay, if thou be that Princely Eagle's Bird, 

Shew thy deſcent, by gazing 'gainſt the Sun; 

For Chair and Dukedom, Throne and Kingdom ſay, 

Either that is thine, or elſe thou wert net his. 


March, Enter wks: Marguiſs of Montague, and 


| | Heir . | 

Har. How now, fair Lord: r what fare? what News abroad? 

Rich. Great Lord of Warwick, if we ſhould recount 
Our baleful News, and at each Word's deliverance 

Stab Poniards in our Fleſh, till all were told, T 

The Words would add more anguiſh than the Wounds. 

O, valiant Lord, the Duke of York is ſlain. ee + 
 Edw. O, Warwick! Warwick! that Plantag enat, 

| Which held thee dearly as his Soul's Redemption, 

ls by the ſtern Lord Clifford done to Death. 

Mar. Ten days ago I drown'd theſe News n tears, 
And now to add more meafure to your Woes, 
I come to tell you things fich then befala. * 


After 
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After the bloody Fray at Wakefield ne, 
Where your brave Father breath'd his lateſt Gaſp, 
Tidings, as ſwiftly as the Poſts could run, 
Were brought me of your Loſs, and his depart. 
I then in London, Keeper of the King, "= 
Muſter d my Soldiers, gather d flocks of Friends, 
Marcl'd towards St. Albans to intercept the Queen; 
Bearing the King in my behalf along: 
For by my Scouts I was advertiſed 

That ſhe was coming, with a full intent 
To daſh our late Decree in Parliament, 1 
Touching King Henry's Oath, and your Succeſſion: 
Short Tale to make, we at St. Albans met, ; 
Our Battels join'd, and both fides fiercely fought; 
But whether twas the coldneſs of the King, | 
Who look'd full gently on his Warlike Queen, 
That robt»d my Soldiers of their heated Spleen; 

Or whether 'twas report of her Succeſs, . 
Or more than common fear of Clifford's Rigour, 
Who thunders to bis Captives Blood and Death, 


BE cannot judge; but to conclude with Truth, 


| Their Weapons like to Lightning, carne and went: 
Our Soldiers like the Night-Ow!'s lazy flight, 
Or like a lazy Threaſher with a Flail, 


| Fell geatly down, as if thy ruck their Friends. 


1 cheer'd them up with Juſtice of our Cauſe, 

With Promiſe of high Pay, and great Reward: 

But all in vain, they had no heart to fight, 

And we, in them, no hope to win the Day, 
So that we fled; the King unto the | 
Lord George your Brother, Norfolk, and my ſelf, 
In haſte, Peſt-hafte, are come to join with you: 
For in the Marches here we heard you were, 
Making another Head, to fight again. 


Edw. Where is the Duke of Nofolk, gentle Warwick? 


. And when came George from Burgundy to England? 


War. Some fix 2 the Duke is with che Soldiers; 


And for your Brother, he was lately ſent 
From your kind Aunt, Dutcheſs A Burgundy, 4 


With 
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For thou ſhalt know this right Hand of mine 


With aid of Soldiers to this needfal War. 
Rich. "Twas odds belike when valiant Warwick 600 I 


Oft have 1 heard his Praiſes in Parſuit, 


But ne er, till now, his Scandal of Retire. : 
War Nor now my Scandal, Richard, doſt hot 1 5 


Can pluck the Diadem from faint Henry's Head, 
And v wring the awful Scepter from his Fift, 
Were he as famous, and as bold in War, 


And he is fam'd for Mildneſs, Peace and Prayer 


Rich. I know it well, Lord Farwick, blame me not, 


"Tis love I bear thy Glories makes me ſpeak. 
But in this troublous time what's to be done? 


Shall we go throw away our Coats of Steel, 
And wrap our Bodies in black mourning Gowns, 


Numb' ring our Ave Maries with our Bead: ? 
Or ſhall we on the Helmets of our Foes, 
Tell our Devotion with revengeful arms : 
If for the loft, fay Ay, and to it Lords. 


War. Why tkerefore Warwick came to feek you our, 
And therefore comes my Brother Montague : 


Attend me Lords, the Noted infulting Queen, 
With Clifford, and the fa 


ught Northumberland, 
And of their Feather ans more proud Birds, 


Have wrought the eafic-melting King, like Wax; 


He ſwore conſent to your Succefſion, 

His Oath enrolled in the Parliament, 

And now to London all the Crew are gone, 

To fruſtrate both his Oath, and what -» off | 
May make againft the Houſe of | 


Their Power, I think, is thirty choutind 
Now if the kelp of Norfolk, and my felf, 
Wich all the Friends that thou Th Earl of March, 


Amongſt the loving Welchmen,- canſt n— 


Will bur amount to five and twenty 
Why Via! to London will we march, 
And once again beſtride our foaming Steeds, 


And once again cry, Charge upon our Foes, 


But never ry turn —_— 7. 
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Rich. Ay, now methinks I hear great Warwick ſpeak; 
Ne'er may he live to ſee a Sun- ſhine Day, 
That cries Retire, if Warwick bid him itay. | 
Edw. Lord Warwick, on thy Shoulder will 1 lean, 
And when thou ſail'ſt (as God forbid the Hour) 
Muſt Edward fall, which peril Heav'n forfend. 
War. No longer Earl of March, but Duke of York: - 
The next degree is England's Royal Throne: A 
For King of England thalt thou proclaim d 
In every Borough as we paſs along, 
And he that throws not up his Cap for Joy,. 
Shall for the fault make forfeit of his Head. 
King Edward, valiant Richard, Montague, 
Stay we no longer, dreaming of Renown, 
But found the Trumpets, about our Task. 
ERich. Then Clifford, were thy Heart as hard as Steel, | 
As thou haſt ſhewn it fliaty by thy Deeds, 
I come to pierce it, or to give thee mine. 
aw. een God and Se. Gorge for c. 


OO ER | Enter a Meſſenger. 
5 
The Duke of N you _.. 
The Queen is coming with « pa iſſant Hoſt, Dy 
| for ſpecdy Counſel | 
ir fs, bows Warriors let's ey 5 


n King bhhwy, the * Clifford, Northumberland. 
| and the Prince of Wales, with Drums and Trumpets. 
125 Welcome, my Lord, tothis brave Town of Bork, © 
Yonger's the Head of that Arch-enemy, . 
| That ſought to be encompaſt with your Crown. 
Doth not the Obje& cheer your Heart, my Lord? 
K. Henry, Ay, i» the Rocks cheer chem: whar fear their 
To ſee this fight it irks my very Soul: [Wrack ; 
With-hold Revenge, dear God, tis not my fault, "BE" 
Nor wittingly have I infring'd my Vow. 
_ Gf — this too wach Lenity | 
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15 Whoſe Hand is that the Foreſt Bear doth lick ? 
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And harmleſs Pity muſt be laid afide: 
To whom do Lions caft their e Looks? 
Not to the Beaſt that would uſurp their Den. 


Not his that ſpoils her young before her Face. 

Who ſeapes the lurking Serpent's mortal Sting? 

Not he that ſets his Foot upon her Back. 

The ſmalleſt Worm will turn, being trodden on, 
And Doves will peck in fafeguard of their Brood. 
Ambitious York did level at thy Crown, | 

Thou ſmiling, while he knit his s angry Brows, 

He but a Duke, would have his Son a King, 

And raiſe his Iſſue like a loving Sire; 

Thou being a King, bleft with a goodly Son, 
Didſt yield conſent to diſinherit him; 

Which argued thee a moſt unloving Father, 
Unreaſonable Creatures feed their Young, 

And tho? Man's Face be fearful to their Eyes, 

Yet in Protection of their tender ones, 

Who hath not ſeen them even with thoſe Wi 
Which ſometimes they have us'd with 7 
Make War with him that clim'd unto their Neſt, 
Offering their own Lives in their Young's Defence? 
For Shame, my Liege, make them 2 Preſident: 


Were it not pity, that this 
Should loſe Fi Birth-rig be by l ur F wlt, 
- long hereafter * — * Child, 
ay ons Grandfather and Grandfire got, 
My careleſs Father fondly gave away, 
Ah, what a Shame was — 1 Look on the Boy, 
And let his manly Face, which promiſeth 
Succeſsful Fortune, ſteel thy melting Heart. 
To hold thine own, and leave thine own with ln 
King. Full well hath Clifford plaid the Orator,. 
Jnferrog Arguments of mighty Force: 
But, Clifford, tell me, didft thou never hear, 
That things ill got, had ever bad Succeſs, 
And happy always was it for that Son, 


Whoſe Father for dis hecaing were to. Hell; 1 BY 
1's 


King HENRY VI. 
I'll leave my Son my virtuous Deeds behind, 
And — 4 . Father had left me no more: 
For all the reſt is held at ſuch a Rate, 
As brings a thouſand-fold more Care to keep, 
Than in Poſſeſſion any jot of Pleaſure, 
Ah Couſin York, bo Io thy beſt Friends did know, 
How it doth grieve me that thy Head is here. 
rare, .My v7 cheer up your Spirits, our Foesare nigh, 
ſoft Courage makes your Followers faint : 
You promis'd Knighthood to our forward Son, 
Unſheath your Sword, and dub him n | 
Edward, kneel do, n. 
And learn this Leſſon, draw thy dear i 8 
Prince, My gracious Father, by your Kingly Leave, - 
- Fll draw it as Apparent to the Crown, _ | 
And in that Quarrel uſe it to the Death, | = 6 
| Gif Why r ſpoken liz a omund nue. —_ 


Euer 4 Meſſenger. 


Uo. Royal Commanders, be in kak 
For with a Band of thirty thouſand Men 
Comes Warwick, backing of the Duke of York. 
And in the Towns, as do march along, 

Proclaims him King, and many fly to him. 

your Battel, they are near at hand. 

. l would your Highneſs would depart the Field, 
The Queen hath. beſt Succeſs when you are abſent. 
Queen. * my Lord, and leave us to our Fortune. 

K. Henry. Why that's my Fortune too, therefore ll : 
North. Be it with Reſolution then to fight. 

Prince. My Royal Father, cheer theſe Noble Lords, | 

And heartes thats that fight in Defence : | 

| Vaſheath your Sword, good Father; cry St.George. 
March. Enter Edward, Warwick, Richard, Clarence, 
Norfolk, Montague, and Soldiers, 
Ka. New perjur d Henry, wilt thou knee? for Grace, . 


| And fe Dae upon my Heads 
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370 The Third Part of 
Or bide the Mortal Fortune of the Field ? +4 
— Leen. Go rate thy Minions, proud i inſulting Boy; N 
Becomes it thee to by thus bold in Terms, | 
Before thy Sovereign, and thy lawful King? | 87 
Ew. bam bis Nag, and he fhould bow his Knee; . 
1 was adopted Heir by his Conſent; 
Since when, his Oath i is broke: for as I hear, 
You that are King, though he do wear the Crown, | 
Have caus'd him, by new Act of Parliament, 
| To blot out me, and put his own Son in. ey 
Clif. And reaſon too: | 
Who ſhould ſucceed the Father, but the Son? 
| Rich. Are you there, Butcher? O, I cannot 
a Ay, OE back, here I ſtand to anſwer thee, 
rd = proudeſt of thy fort. | 
Fun you * kill'd young Rutland, was it not? 
_ Clif. Ay, and old York, and yet not ſatisfy'd. 
_ Rich. or God's ſake, Lords, give Signal tothe Fight. | 
Mar. What fay't thou, Henry, 
Wilt thou yield * * 31 via 


Queen. Why how now, | Ie - — I 


When you and 1 met at St. 
| Your Legs did better Service than your Hands. 
Mr. Then twas my turn to fly, and now tis thine, 
Q. You faid ſo much before, and yet you fled. _ 
War. Twas not your Valour, Clifford, drove me thence. 
North. No, nor your Manhood that durſt make you ſtay. 
Rich. Northumberland, I bold thee 1 "3 
Break off the Parley, for ſcarce I can refrain A 
| The Execution of my big-fwoln Heart . 
pon that Clifford that cruel Child-killer, 
Clif. 1 flew thy Father, call't thou him a Child? 

Rich. Ay, like a Daſtard, and a treacherous Coward, 
As thou didſt kill our tender Brother Rutland: 
But ere Sun ſet, Vil make thee curſe the Deed. 


K. Henry, Have done with Words, my Lords, and hear | 


me f 
* Deße them then, or elſe hold cloſe thy Lips, 


_ 
c 1 


For Tork in juſtice puts his Armour on. 


For well I wot, thou haſt thy Mother's Tongue. 
But Nike a foul miſhapen Stigmatick, 
As venomous Toads, or Lizards dreadful Stings. 


(& if a Channel ſhould be calld the Sea) 
Io let thy Tongue detect thy baſe-born Heart. 


5 Although thy Husband ma be Menelaur; 


And ne er was Agamemnon s Brother wrong'd 


And tam'd the 
And had e — Wo to his State, 

He might have Glory to this Day. 
; Buffer aft of Brgy abort F 
And grae'd thy poor Sire with his Bridal Day, 


That walſh'd his Father's Fortunes forth of France, 
An heap'd Sedition on his Crown at home: 
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I am a King, and privileg d to ſpeak. 

Clif. My Lie Les - ow that bred this meeting here 
Cannot be cur" by Words, therefore be ſtill. 

Rich. Then, Execution, re-unſheath thy Sword: 
By him that made us all, 1 am refolv'd 
That Clifford's Manhood lyes upon his 

Edw. Say, Henry, ſhall 1 have my right, or no: 
A thouſand Men have broke their Fafts to Day, 
That ne'er ſhall dine, unleſs thou yield the Crown. 
War. If thou deny, their Blood upon thy Head, 


Prince. If that be right, which Warwick ſays is right, 
There is no Wrong, but every thing is right. 
Mar. Who ever got thee, there thy Mother ſtands, 


SY — —_— — 
= n = 5. g 


. But thou art neither like thy Sire nor Darn, - 


— 


Mark d by the Deſtinies to be avoided, 


| Rich. Iron of Naples, hid with Engliſh Gilt, 
Whoſe Father bears the Title of a King, 


1 7 10 9 * — — . 
—— — — — —— ͤ0—ñ—0 
g * 6 1 ; 7 » 


ham'ft thou nat, knowing whence thou art extraught, | 


Edw. A Wiſp of Straw wn worth a thouſand Growns, : 
To make this ſhameleſs Callet know her =_ | 
Helen of Greece was fairer far than thou, 


\ . . 4 8 4% 
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By that falſe Woman, as this King by thee. 
Hs Father revell'd in the Heart o - Key | 
and made the Dauphin ſtoop : | 


Even then that Sun-ſhine brew'd a Shower br "RY 
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; Theſe Words will coſt ten thouſand Lives this Dey.” 


Have robb'd m 2 ng- knit Sinews of their on 
ight, 


For what hath broach'd this tumult but thy Pride? 
Hadſt thou been meek, our Title ſtill had ſlept, 
And we in Pity of the gentle King, | 


Had ſlipt our Claim until another Age. 


Cla. But when we ſaw our Sunſhine made thy Spring, 
And that thy Summer bred us no encreaſe, 


We ſet. the Ax to thy uſurping Root; 


And though the Ridge hath ſomething hit our ſelves, 
Yet know thou; fince we haye begun to ſtrike, 


Weill neyer leave, till we have hewn thee down, 
Or bath'd thee growing with our heated Bloods. 


Edw. And in this Reſolution J defie thee, 


Not willing any longer Conference, 


Since thou deny dſt the gentle King to ſpeak. 
Sound Trumpets, let our bloody 5, "WS wave, 
And either Victory, or elſe a Grave. 

Qusen. Stay, Edward —— 

Edw. No, wrangling Woman, we'll no "MAT 


[Exennt ones... 


Hirai e W 


mur. Fore-ſpent with Toil, as Runners with 4 Nuce, 
I lay me down a little while to breathe: 
For.Strokes daf s and many Blows repaid, 


And ſpight of . muſt reſt a while. 


Enter Edward runnings 
Edw. Smile, gentle Heav'n; or ſtrike, ungentle Death; 


Tor this World trowns, and Edward's Sun is clouded. 
War. = now, "y Lord, wan hap? What hope of 


| "Enter Clarence. | | 
cla. Our Hap is Loſs, our Hope but ſid Degen, 


Our Ranks are Looks and Ruin follows us. 85 
What Counſel give you? whither ſhall we fly? * 


* 


And Wn RES and canner ſhun purſuit. 


| That Ntain'd their Fetlocks in his ſmoaking Blood, 
The Noble Gentleman gave up the Ghoſt* 


282 Hand, and gentle Warwick, 
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Edw. Bootleſs is flight, they ſphere ve mich Wings, 


Enter: Richard. ; 


Rich, Ak Warwick, why haſt thou withdrawn FY | 
| elf? 

Thy Brother's Blood the thirſty Earth hath „ 
Broach'd with the ſteely point of Clifford's ny: 
And in the very pangs of Death. he cry d, 

Like to a diſmal Clangor heard from far., 
Warwick, revenge; Brother, revenge my Death. - 
So underneath the Belly of his Steeds, 


War. Then let the Earth be drunken with our Blood; 


7 PII kill my Horſe becauſe I will not fly: 


Why ſtand: we like ſoft-hearted Women here, 


Wailing our Loſſes, whiles the Foe doth ** 
And look upon, as if the Tragedy 


Were plaid in jeſt by — Actors. 


5 Here on my Knee I vow to God above, 1 


Ell never pauſe again, never ſtand ſtill, EE 
Till either Death hath clos'd theſe Eyes of mine, 
Or Fortune given me meaſure of re 

Edw. O Warwick, 1 do bend my Knee with thine; 
And in this Vow do chain my Soul to thine.. 
And ere my Knee riſe from the Earth's cold Face, 
I throw my Hands, mine Eyes, my Heart to ns 


| Thou Setter up and Plucker down of Kings,  - 


Beſeeching thee (if with thy Will it ſtands 


| That 16 my Foe this Rode cant} be prey). 
| Yet that thy brazen Gato of View aWsy ope, 


And give ſweet paſſage to my ſinful Soul. 

Now Lords, take leave until we mcet again, 

Where-eer it be, in Neav n, or in Earth, 
Rich. W 


nce thee in my weary Arms: . 


225 
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I that did never! weep, now melt with woe ; 
| That Winter ſhould cut off our Spring- time fo. 
Mar. Away, away: 

Once more, ſweet Lords, fare wel. 
Cla. Yet let us all together to our Tr 
And give them leave to fly that will not hy, 
And call them Pillars dat will ſtand to us; 
And if we thrive, promiſe them ſuch Rewards 
As Victors wear at the Olympian Games. 7 
This may plant Courage in their quailing Breaſts, 
For yet is hope of Life and Victory; i 
Fore-ſlow no longer, make we hence amain. ¶ Exeu. 


 Excnrſions. Enter Richard and Clifford. 


Nich. Now, Clifford, I have fingled thee alone, 

| Suppoſe this Arm is for the Duke of York, | 
And this for Rutland, both bound to revenge, 
Wert thou environ d with a Brazen Wall. 25 
Clif. Now, Richard, I am with thee here nk - 


' This is the Hand that ſtabb d thy Father Tork 


And this the Hand that flew thy Brother Rutland, 
And here's the Heart that triumphs in their Death, 
And cheers theſe Hands that ſlew thy Sire and Brother, 
To execute the he upon thy felt, We 

A to have at thee. Ps 


They fight. Warwick enters, Clikard fie 


| Kid; ' Nay Warwick, fingle out ſome other Chace, 
Fel mp will heat 


Aen. e Xing Henry alone 


FE. Henry. This Battel fares like to the Morning's War, 
When dying Clouds contend with growin Light, 

What time the Shepherd blowing of his ie de 
neither call it 8 off nor Night: 


N 
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| 


is Wolf to death. [Eren 


King Hs wn Y VI; 


Now ſways it this way, like the ſelf-· ſame Sea, 
Forc'd by the Tide to combat with the Wind: 
Now ſways it that way. like the ſelf-fame Sea, 
Forc'd to retire by fury of the Wind. 
Sometime, the Flood prevails; and then the Wind, 
Now, one the better, then another beſt, 
Both tugging r 
Yet neither Conqueror, nor conquered z 
So is the equal poize of this fel War. 
| Here on chis Mole-hill will I fit me down, 
To whom God will, there be the Vito 
For Margaret my Queen, and Clifford too 
Have chid me from the Battel, ſwearing both, 
They proſper beſt of all when 1 am thenee. 55 
Would I were dead, if God's good Will were fo: | 
For what is in this World, but Grief and Woe ? 
Oh God! methinks it were a happy Life, 
Io be no better than a homely Swain, 
To ſit upon a Hill, as I do now, 
To carve out-Dials queintly, Point by Pointy 
Thereby to ſee the Minutes bow they run? 
How many makes the bour full com 
How many hours bring about the Day, 
How many Days will finiſh up the oy 
How many Years a mortal Man may live. 
When this is known, then to divide the times: 
So many hours muſt I teod my Flock, 
So many hours muſt I take my reſt, 
$0 many hors mp e 
gy So many hours mult I ſport my ſelf, 
So many Days my Ewes have with young, 
So many Weeks ere the poor Fooly will Kaan, 
So many Months ere | ſhall ſheer the Fleece: 
So Minutes, Hours, Days, Weeks, Months and Years; 
Paſt over, to the end were created, t. 
Would bring white Hairs unto a quiet Grave. 
Ah! what a Life were this? hom ſwert, how lovely? 
Gives not the Haw-thorn Buſh. a ſweeter ſhade 
4 | To Shepherds, — 
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376 The Third Part of © 
Than doth a rich embroider'd Canopy 
To Kings, that fear their Subjects 1 
O yes, it doth, a thouſand-fold it doth 
And to conclude, the Shepherds hemely Curds; 
| His cold thi drink out of his Leather Bottel, . 
His wonted flcep, under a treſh Tree's ſhade, 
All which ſecure, and ſweetly. he enjoys, 
Is far — a —_ s Delicates, 8 
His Vi ling in a golden 
His Bod cues a 1. 
When , Miftruſt and Treaſens wait on Frey 


Alarum. Enter 4 Son that had kill'd bis Father at one Door, 
ma @ Father that had kill d his Son at another Door. 


| Son. Ill blows the Wind that profits no Body, 
This Man whom hand to hand I flew in Fight, 
| May be poſſeſſed with ſome ſtore of Crowns, 
And I that, haply, * them from him now, _ 
May yet, ere Nie ht, yield both my Life and them 
To ſome Man elle, as this dead Man doth me; 
Who's this? Oh God! it is my Father's Face, 
Whom in this. Conflict, I, unawares, have kill'd: © 
Oh heavy times! begetting ſuch Events. f 
From London, by the King was I preſt forth, 
My Father being the Earl of Warwick's Man 
Came on the part of ork; preſt by his Malter: 
And I, who at his Hands receiv'd my Life, 
Have by my Hands of Life bereaved him. 
Pardon me, God, I knew not what I did; 
And pardon. Father, for I knew not thee, rr 
My Tears ſhall wipe away theſe bloody Marks: 
And no more Words, till they have flow'd their fl 
K. Henry. O piteous ſpectacle O bloody tes) 7 
_ Whiles Lions War, and Battel for their Dens, 8 
Poor harmleſs Lambs abide their Enmity. 1 
Weep, wretched Man, III aid thee Tear for Tear, 
And let our Hearts and Eyes, like civil War, 
Be blind with Tears, and break cer chu d with Oi. 


kun 


F 


Enter a Father, bearing of his Son, 
Fuath. Thou that fo ſtoutly haſt reliſted me, 
Give me thy Gold, if thou haſt any Gold: 
For I have ht it with an hundred Blows. 
But let me fee: Is rhis our Foe-man's Face? 
Ah, no, no, no, it is my only Son. 
Ah Boy, if any Life be left in the, 
Throw up thine Eye; ſee, ſee, what ſhowers ai, - 
Blown with the windy Tempeſt of my Heart, 
Upon thy wounds, that kill mine Eye and Heart, 
O pity, God, this miſerable Age! 
What ſtratagems? how fell? how „% 
 Erroneous, mutinous, and 2 | 
This deadly quarrel daily doth ww 
O Boy! thy Father gave thee Life = ſoon, 


And hath bereft thee of thy Life tos late. (grief; 
EK. Henry. Woe above woe; grief, more than common. 


© — my 5 theſe rucful deeds: 

Þ ty, pity Heaven, pity. 

| The a ea the — on his Face, 
The fatal Colours of our ſtriving Houſes. 

The one his purple Blood, right well . 

The other his pale Cheek, methinks, preſenceth: 

Wither one Roſe, and let the other flouriſh; 
If you contend, a thouſand Lives muſt wither. 
Sen. How will my Mother, for a Father's Death, 


Take on with me, and ne er be fatisfy'd? 


 Fath. How will my Wife, for ſlaughter of my Son, 

= _ Seas of Tears, and neer be ſatisfy'd? _ 

K. Henry. How will the Country, for theſe wotulchances 

© Nis think the King, and not be atisfy 'd? 1 
Son. Was ever Son ſorew'd a Father's Death? 
| Fath. Was ever Father fo bemoan'd his Son? i 
K. Henry, Was ever King fo griev d for Subjects woe? 
Much is your Sorrow; mine, ten times ſo much. 

Son. I'Il bear thee hence, where I ma 


my fill. 
Fath. Theſe. Arms of mine. ſhall be hy Wis Winds: ſheet, 


My Hear?, feet Boy, hal be thy id 


For 
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And whither 
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by pg fra Heart thine I ne er ſhall go. 


EFT — 
eee. -» = 4" p 


As Pris es UT i ee Bans: | 

Fl bear thee hence, and let them Gght that will, 5 
OY murther'd where I ſhould not kill. [Exit, 
K. Henry. Sad-hearted Men, much overgone with Care; 
Here fin 1 e OT 


Wales, and Exeter TVS 
= Prince. Fly ;Father, fly; for all your Friends ace fled; R 
And Warwick like a chafed Bully 
Away, for Death doth hold us in purſuit, 
Aer Mount you my Lord, bu rick pok + 


ee and Richard like a brate of Grey hounds, 
Having the fearful flying Hare in ſight, 
With fiery Eyes, ſparkling for very wrath, | 
And bloody Steel grafpt in their ireful Hands, 
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Are at our backs, and therefore hence amain. 
Exe. any for ven = 
late, meke ſpeed. 


Or elſe come — III away before. 
EK. Henry, Nay, rake me with thee, good beet Exe; 

Nor that I fear to ſtay but love to go 
Whither the Queen intends. Forward, away. [une 


3 Enter Clifford and 


+ burns my Candle out; ay, here it dies, 
wha e it lafted, gave King Henry light. | 
O Lancafler! | fear thy © 


More than my Bodys with my Soul: 

My Love and Fear Hp many Friends to thee, [Fang 

| = oh he th Ie | 

; wrt . m Fork; 
: the Gnats, but to the Sun ? py 

: And who ſhines now, but Henry's Enemies? 


{© 


be” 


O Phabus! hadſt thou never giv'n conſent, 

That Phaeton ſhould check thy fiery Steeds, 

Thy bu Car never bad ſerch the Barth. 
And Heyy. —— bo day 


Or as thy other — his 


Gi ground unto the — 1 York, 

wa never then had ſprung like Summer Flies, 

I, and ten thouſand in this Realm, 
Had left no — Widows for our Death, 
And thou this da | kept thy Chair in Peace. 
For what doth cheriſh Weeds. but gentle Airf 
And what makes Robbers bold, but too much lenity# | 
Bootleſs are Plaints, and cureleſs are my Wounds, 
No way to fly, nor to hold out * 
The Foe is mercileſs, and will not pity : 
For at their Hands 1 have deferv'd no pity. 

The Air hath got into my deadly Wounds, 
And much effufe of Blood doth make me faint: 
Come Tork, and Richard, Warwick, und the reft, 


1 1 Father's Boom m break 
* a Für 7 [te fene. 
4 md Raves. — Warwick, Richard, | 


Movntague, Clarence, and Sobdievs. | 
EA. Now breathe we Lords, good Fortune bids uspawſe, 


" And ſmooth the frowns of War with peaceful Looks : 


Some Troops purfue the bloody-minded Queen, 
That led calm Hey, th 4412 3 

As doth a Sail fill'd with a 
Command an Argolie to ſtem the 4 
But think you Lords, that Cl 


ford fied with ben! 
War. No, tis impoſſidle he Thould eſcape; : 
For though before his Face 1 ſpeak the Word, > 


Your Brother Richard mark d him for the Grave; 
And whereloe'er he is, he's ſurely dead. [Cliflord graans. 
EKich. Whoſe Soul is that, which takes her heavy leave? 


A deadly groan, like Life and nn 
Edw, And now the Battel's ended. g 
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380 The Third Part of 
If Friend or Foe, let him be — ws 
Rich Revoke that doom of Mercy, for tis cf, 
Who not contented that he lopp'd the Branch 

In hewiog Rutland, when his Leaves put forth, 

But fet his murth'ring Knife unto the — | 
From whence that tender Spray did ſweetly ſpring, 

I mean our Princely Father, Duke of York. 

IWar. From off the Gates of York fetch down the Head, 
Your Father's Head, which Clifford placed there: 
Inſtead whereof, let his ſupply the room. 
Meaſure for Meaſure muſt be anſwered. 

Edw. Bring forth that fatal Screech-owl to our Houſe, 
That nothing ſung but Death to us and ours: 
| Now Death ſhall ſtop his diſmal threatning ſound, 
And his ill-boading Tongue no more ſhall ſpeak. 
Mar. I chink his Underſtanding is bereft: 

Speak Clifferd, doſt thou know who ſpeaks to thee? | 
Dark cloudy Death O er- ſhades his Beams of Life, 


And he nor ſees, nor hears us, what we fay. 


Rich. O would he did; and fo, perhaps, he doth, | 
. Tis but his Policy to counterfeit, IS 
© Becauſe he would avoid ſuch bitter tuns 
| Which in the time of Dunh be geo cus Father. ; 
Ala. If ſo thou think ſt. 
Vex him with eager words. 
| Rich. Clifford, ask Mercy, and obtain no Grace. 
| Edw, Clifford, repent in bootleſs Penitence. 
War. Clifford, deviſe Excuſes for thy Faults. 
Cla. While we deviſe fell Tortures of thy Faults. 
Rich. Thou didſt love York, and I am Son to York, 
| Ew, Thou pitied't Ruland. I will 2 
Cla. Where's Captain Margaret, to ors you now? 
Mar. They mock thee, Clifford, 
Swear, as thou waſt wont. | | 
© Rich. What, not an Oath! Nay, thenthe World goes had, 
When Ci ifford cannot ſpare his Friends an-Oath: 
I know b n and by my Soul. 
If chis ri coke Had would buy but two hours Life, 


| That I, i in all d, might rail ot him, 


King HE NR VI. 38 
This hand ſhould chop it off; and with the iſſuing Blood 
Stifle — Villain, whoſe unſtanched I —— 

Tork, oung Rutland, could not „ 
Mar. Ay, but he's dead. Off with the Traitor's Head, 
And rear it in the place Father's ſtands, 

And now to London with triumphant march, 

There to be crowned England's Royal King: 

From whence ſhall Warwick cut the Sea to France, 

And ask the Lady Bona for thy Queen. 

So ſhalt thou finew both theſe Lands together, 

And having France thy Friend, chou ſhale not dread | 

The ſcatter'd Foe, that bopes to riſe again: 

For though they cannot greatly ſting to hurt, 
Yer look to have them bun to offend thine Ears. 
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And George of Clarence; Warwick 2s our (elf 
1 as him 2 1 
me be Duke Clarence, George Glo . 
For Gi ſter s Dukedom is too ominous. WE jr 
War. Tut, that's a fooliſh Obſervation: oY. 
Richard, be Duke of Glo ſter: Now to Lenden, r 
1 Gals hongry an PRamuiun, [Excrmt. 
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ACT Ul. SCENE I 


Enter Sinklo, and Humphry, wit oh lune in thei 


b 
| WW felves; 

For through this Laund anon the Deer will Comme, 

And in this Covert will we make our ſtand, 
Culling the principal of all the Deer. . | 

Hum. I'll ſtay above the Hill, fo both may ſhoot. 
Sink. That cannot be, the noiſe of thy Croſs-bow = 
Will ſcare the Herd, and ſo my ſhoot is loſt: 

Here ſtand we both, and aim we at the beſt, 

And, for the time ſhall not ſeem tedious, 
Il tell thee what befel we.0a = Day, - ; 
In this ſelf. place, where nom we mean to ſtand, 
Sink, Here comes a Man, fs Gay Yl'ho be paſt. | 


Enter King Henry with Projer- Book. 
K. Henry. From Scotland am I ftol'n even gn 
To greet mine own Land with m wiſbful Sig 
No Harry, Harry, tis no Land of thine, 
Thuy place is fill'd, thy Sceprer wrung from thee, | 
Thy Balm waſht off wherewith thou waſt anginted, 
No bending Knee will call thee” Cæſar now, 
No humble Sutors preſs to ſpeak for right: 
No, not a Man comes for redreſs tc thee; 
For how can I help them, and not my ſelf? 
Sink. Ay, here's a Deer, whoſe Skin's a Keeper's Fee: 
| This is the quondam King, let's ſeize upon him. 
EK. Henry. Let me embrace the ſour Adverſaries, 
For wiſe Men ſay, it is the wiſcft Courſe, 
Hum. Why linger we? let us lay Hands upon bim. 
dit. 6 yell hear a lirtcle more. _ 


E. Hag. 
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E. Henry, My Queen and Son are gone to France for 
aid: | 


And, as L hear, the great commanding Warwick 
ls thither gone, to crave the French King's Siſter 
To Wife Br Edward. If this news be true, 
Poor Queen, and Son, your labour is but loſt: 
For Warwick is a ſubtle Orator; 
And Lewis a Prince ſoon won with moving Words: 
By this account then Margares may win him, 
For ſhe's a Woman to be pitied much: 
Her Sighs will make a batt'ry in his Breaſt, 
Her Tears will pierce into a Marble Heart: 
The Tyger will be mild, whiles ſhe doth mourn; 
And Nero will be tainted with remorſe, 
To hear and ſee her plaints, her briniſh Tears. 
Ay, but ſhe's. come to beg, Warwick to give: 
She on his-left fide craving Aid for Hey 
He on his 3 a Wife for — 
She weeps, aud ſays, her Henry is depos d; 
He ſmiles, aud — bis Edward is inſtall d; ; 
That ſhe, poor wretch, for gr f can ſpeak no more: 
Whiles Warwick tells his Title, ſmooths the . 
Inferreth Arguments of mighty Strength, | 
And in conclution wins the King from her, 
With promiſe of his Siſter, nod what elſe, 
To ſtrengthen and Edward's Place. 
O Margaret, thus twill be, 72 (poor Soul) 
Art then forſaken, as thou went ſt forlorn. 11 
Hum. Say, what art thou that talk ſt of Kings, and 
Queens? , 
K. Henry. More than Irn. andleſs than I ves born; 
A lien for leſs 1 ſhould not be; 
And Men may talk of Kings, and why nor.1? . 
Hum. Ay, but thou talk ſt as if thou wert a 
X. Henry. Why ſo I am, in Mind. and that's enough. 
wn -A, if thou be a King, where is thy Crown? 
wn is in my Heart, not on Head: 
Not deck'd TY Diamonds, — Indian Ses : 
Not to be em: 6 


1 


364 The Third Part of 
A Crown it is that ſeldom Kings enjoy. 
Ham. Well, if you be a King crown'd wich Context, 
Your Crown Content, and you, muſt be contented | 
To go along with us. For, as we think, | 
Vou are the King, King Edward hath depos d: 
And we his Subjects, ſworn in all Allegiance, | 
Will apprehend you as his Enemy. | 
K. Henry. But did you never rear, and bretk an Ouch? 
Hum. No, never ſuch an Oath, nor will not now. 
K. Hemy. Where did you dwell when I was King of 
o—_ ? 
Hum. Here in this Country, where we now remain. 
K. Henry. I was aneinted King at nine Months old, JF 
My Father, and my Grandfather were Kings; 
And you were ſworn true Subjects unto me: 
And tell me then, have you not broke your Oaths? | 
Smk. No, for we Were I29s bat WH you wan « : 
Kin | * 
x Hewy. Why, am T dead? do 1 not breathe a Man? 
Ah 1 Men, you know not what you ſwear: 
Look, as I blow this Feather from my — 
And as the Air blows it to me again, 
Obeying with my Wind when I do blow, 
And yielding to another when it blows, 
Commanded always by the greater guſt; 
Such is the Lightneſs of you common Men. 
But do not break your Oath, for of that Sia 
My mild intreaty hal not make you guilty. 
Go where you will, the King ſhall be commanded, | 
And be you Kings, command, and I'll obey. 
| Sink. We are trve Sabjedts to the King, 
: 1 Edward. * 
Y So would you again to "”_— 
If he ke ws ſeated as King Edward is. 
Sint. We charge you in God's Name and i in the Kings 
To go with us unto the Officers. ö 
e God's — * your Kings Name te 
| obey 


7 
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And what God will, that let your King perform, 
And, what he will, | bumbly yield unto. [Exeunt, 


Enter King Edward, Glouceſter, Clarence, and Lady Gray, 
Kk. Edw. Brother of Glo'fter, at St. Alban's Field 

This Lady's Husband, * Richard Gray, was ſlain, 

His Land then ſeiz d on by the Conqueror: 

Her ſuit is now, to _ thoſe Lands, 

Which we in Juſtice cannot well deny, 

Becauſe in quarrel of the Houſe of York, 


The worthy Gentleman did loſe his Life. N 
600. Your Highneſs ſhall do well to grant her Suit: 
It were diſhonour to deny it her. 
K. Edw. It were no leſs; — RO 
_ Glo. Yea! is it fo? 
I ſee the Lady hath a thing to grant, | | | 
e at her humble ir Sw NN” 
Clay. He knows Game, how trve he keeps u. 
Wind? © : 
Glo. Silence. 


K Edw. Widow, we will coniler df pale Yue, 
And ns, ſome other time, to know our Mind. 
Gray. Right gracious Lord, I cannot brook delay, 
May it your Highneſs to reſolve me now. 

And what your Pleaſure is, ſhall ſatisfie me, 


Glo. Ay, Widow ! then Pll 8 your Lands 
And if w pleaſes him, ſhall pleaſe you | 
Fight cloſer, or good faith you'll cat a Blow: 
Clary. I fear her not, unleſs ſhe chance to fall. 230 
Glo. God forbid that, for he'll take vantages. 
K. Edw, How many Children haſt thou, Widow 2 


bel 


tell me. 

Clar. I think he means to beg a Child of her. 
Glo. Nay then whip me; * ae ber we. 
Gray. my moſt 


Sb. You dan have dnn, I you'll be nerd by kn. . 
K. Edw. Twere pity they ſhould Joſe their Father 
Gray. Be pitiful, dread Lord, an grant it ben. 
Vor. IV. * — KA: 


— — 


386 
= Edw. Lords, 


Glo- The match is made, ſhe ſeals it with a Curtſia. 5 
2 Edw. But ſtay thee, „err | 


2 —— — —— en — . 
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give us leave, Vil try this Widow's wit. 
Glo. Ay, good leave haye you, for you will have leave, 


"Til Youth take leave, and leave you to the Crutch. 
X. Edw. Now tell me, Madam; do you love your Children. 
; 2 Ay, full as dearly as | love my ſelf, 


X. Edw. And v ould. you not do 4 to do them good? 


4 Gray. To do them good, l would ſuſtain ſome harm. 
X Edw. Then get your Husband's Lande, 0 them 
ood. 


„ 


Gray. Therefore 1 came onto ycur Myjeſty.. - 


X. Edw. ||] tell-you how theſe Lands are — 5 
Gray. Su ſhall you bind me te your Highneſs Service, 


R. Edw. What Service wilt thou do me, it I give them? 


Gray. What you command. that reſts in me to do. 
K. Edw. But you will take Exceptions to my Boon. 
Gray. No, gracious Lord, except I cannot do it. 

X. Edw. Ay, but thou canſt do what I mean to Kk. 
Gray. Why then I will do what your Grace commands. 
Glo. He plies her hard, and much Rain wears the Marble. 
- Clay, As red as fire! nay, then her Wax muſt melt. 
Gray. Why ſtops my Lord? 'fhall I not hear my Task? 
| —— An eaſie Task, tis but to love a King. | 


Gray. That's ſoon perform's, becauſe I am a Subject. 


2 Edw. Why then, thy Husband's Lands I freely give thee. 


Gray. I take my leave with many thouſand Thanks. 


az The „ peer gs 
25 Ay, but fear me in another ſenſe. 


Whit Love, think'ſt thou, I ſue ſo much to get? * 
G 
"Thu Love which Virtue begs, and Virtue grants. 


. My Love'till Death, my humble Thanks,my * 


K. Edw. No, by my troth, I did not mean ſuch Love. 
Gray, Why then yau mean not as 1 thought yod did. 
8 Edv. But now you partiy may perceive my! Mind.” 

Gray, My Mind will never grant what Ie. 9.0 


You HighneG aims ar, if I aim aright. © * 


K. Edw. To tell thee plain, I aim to lye wich thee. 


"Gray, To dall you. pans | had rather je in Friſon. 
X. Bu. 


FA „ „ 
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2 Why chen thou malt r 
Linds. 
's thall be my Dower, » 


Gray. why theni mine Honeſty 
For by that Loſs 1 will not parchaſe them. 
K. Edw. Therein thou wrong'it thy Children mightily. 
-_ Herein your wrongs both them — 


But, * Lord, this — inchastioa n 
Accords wot with the ſadneſs of my Suit; 1 8 
Pleaſe you · diſmiſs me eit her with Ay, or No. i 
K. Edw. Ay ; it thou wilt ſay Ay 1 
| Neg if thou 'doft fay Ne to my demand. 
Gray. Then No, my Lord my Suit in at an end, 
Glo. The Widow likes him not, "ihe knits her Brows. 
| Clay. He is the blunteſt Wooer in Chriſtendom. 


K. Edu. Her Looks do —— 2 — 


Her Words do ew her Wit incomparable, = <0 
All her Perfections challenge Sovereignty, 2 
One way or other ſhe is for a King > 


And ſhe ſhall be my Love, ox elſe may Queen, er 
Say, that King Edward take thee for his/Queen? 17 
| Gray. Tis better ſaid than done, my gracious Lord; 9 
Lam 2305 eg =} wg $1 
But far unfit to be a Sovereign, ' 4 
. I e Widow 13 A to her - | 
| ſpeak no. eadee-then. wihes. My. Hol cnppde. * 
a that is, to enjoy thee for my Love. 1 r 
Gray. E een. Pp 
I know I am too mean to be A 
And yet too good to be y out Goncubine: - Der” = 
K Edw, You'cavil, r 24 | 
2 n my Sons ſhall call rn. | 
ar 5 14 
K. Edw, No more des when an Danghtrs cull toe - | 
Mother. ** | 
Thou art a Widow, and thou en ſome Children, $20 «21.3 « 
And by God's: Mother, 1 being but a Batchelor, 1 8 : 
Have other ſome, Why. 1 nd e 1 
To be the Father unto: many Sons: d atA | 
DD. 4. R 2 | Anſwer | 


I 
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Anſwer no more, for thou ſhalt be my Queen. 
Slo. The Ghoſtly Father now hath os his Sbrift. LY 
Clary. When he was made a Shriver, it was for a ſhift. 
. Edw. Brothers, you muſe what Chat we two have had. 

Glo. TIES 2 

EK. Edw, You it ſtrange, 1 ſhould marry ber. 

_ Clar. To whom, my Lord? 

K. Edw. Why Clarence, to my ſelf. 
Glo. That Wel be tn da . 

Clar. That's a day longer a Wonder laſts. 

Glo. By ſo much is the Wonder in extreams. 

EK. Edw, Well, jeſt on, Brothers, 1 cp ell you both, 

Her Suit is granted for her Husband's Lands. 


8 | Enter # Nobleman. 
'Nob. gracious Lord, Hewry your Foe is taken, 
And _ your Priſoner to your Palace Gate. | 
XK. EA. See that he be n unto: the en 
And go we Brothers, to-the Man that took him. 


a 6. — a a« 


To — of his Apprehenſion. 
Widow, N Lords, uſe her honourably. | 
= han 


Sb. Ay, Edward will uſe Women honourably. wu 
Would he were waſted; —_— Bones, and all, 
That from his Loins no hopeſul Branch may ipring, - . 
r — 5 


defire and a 1 
— eee b bee 1 22 ; 


Is Clare, r — 
; And all the unlook'd for Iſſue of their Bodies, w 
To take their Rooms ere I can place my ſelf: 

A cold premeditation for my purpoſe. 95 3» os 

| Why then 1 do but dream on Sovercignty, 1 4 bi 

| And os tal hrs, where be would | 

| Wiſin hs Foor wer F tread, 

n 


Saying, he'll lade it dry to have his way: 
So do I wiſh the Crown, ſo far off, 
And ſo I chide the means that keep me from it, 
And ſo (I fay) PII cut the Cauſes, off, 
Flattering me with Impoſſibilities: 
My Eye's too quick, my Heart o er- weens too much, 
Unleſs my Hand and Strength could equal them. 
Well, ſay there is no Kingdom then for Richard: 
What other pleaſure can the World afterd? 
I'll make my Heaven in a Lady's lap, 
And deck my Body in gay Ornaments, 
And *witch ſweet Ladies Ed my Words and Looks, 
Oh miſerable thought! and more unlikely, 
Than to accompliſh twenty Golden Crowns. 
Why, Love forſwore me in my Mother's Womb: 
And, for | ſhould not deal in her ſoft Laws, 
She did corrupt frail Nature with ſome Bribe, 
To ſhrink mine Arm like to a wither'd fhrub, 
To make an envious Mountain on my Back, 
| Where fits Deformity to mock my Body; 
To ſhape my Legs of an unequal } te, 
To d . me in every part: 

Loans Chaos, or e Bear whelp | 

t carries no impreſſion Dam. 

And am I then a Maa to be beloy'd? 5 
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Oh monſtrous Fault, Ne : 


Then fince this Earth affords no Joy to me, 

But to command, to check, to o'er-bear fuch 

As are of better Perſon than my ſelf; 

I' make my Heaven to dream upon the Crown, 

And whiles 1 live t account this World but Hell, 

Until my miſ-ſhap'd Trunk that t bears this Head, 

Be round invpaled withia Crown. 

And yet | know not how to get the Crown, 

For many Lives ſtand between me and home: 

| And], hke one loft in a thorny Wood, 
That rents the Thorns and is rent with the Thorns, 

Seeking a way, and firaying from the 1 | 

. 


R 3 


— 


But 


ff -*® 
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But toiling deſperately to find it out, 

Torment m 1 catch the Engliſh R 
And from 3 — 1 Ne” free my ſelf, 

Or hew my way out with a bloody Ax, 

Why 1 0 and —_— — 14 1 fi 

atent, to that m 

And wal my Cheeks with müßen Tears, ; 

Ard frame my Face to all Occaſions. 

II drown more Sailors than the Mermaid tall,” 

ITI lay more Gazers than the Bafilisk, | 

VII 3 the Orator as well as Neſtor, Re e 

Deceive more lily than Ulyſſes could, SP ng wh 


_ like a Siuon, take another Trey. | £16.079210 04 


can add Colours to the Camelion, ny 13 N 
Change ſhapes with Prozexs for -—_— ae 
And ſet the murtherous Matchevit to School. h Y mrs 
Can I do this, and cannor pet 4 Crown: B 


. Tut, were it e off, II BE! it down. = gi Wy | 
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; n Enter "King Lewis Dom: Bobrbes Pat of 


Wales. Qurem Margaret, and the e 'Lewis 
ſets, and en p again. 


K. Lew. Fair Queen of 
Sit down with us; een 


And Birth, that oy a |. 32 whiles Lewis ' 

Queen. No, mighty King of Fance; now, Margaret 
Muft ſtrike her. Sail, —. leara a whilę to ſrve, 
Where Kings command. I was, Vmaſt conſaſs, al. 
Great Albion's Queen, in former golden Days 
But now miſchance hath trod my Title doẽo% n, 
And with diſhonour laid me on the Ground. 

Where 1 muſt take like ſeat unto my Fortune, 

And to my humble ſeat conform my ſelf. - 


4 


* 12 0 — ory = 


. ** 
Margaret, 5 


K Lew, W nen E 
part 22 y Gen when ſprigs inde 


Gs | - 


+8 | — : : © Owen, 
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Tears, 
And ſtops my Tongue, while my Heart'sdrowon' d in Cares. 
K. Lew. Whate' Ade be, be thou ſtill like thy ſelf, 


And fit thee by our ſide. [Seats ber by bin . 


Yield not thy Neck to Fortune's yoak, 

But let thy danntleſs Mind ſtill ride in triumph | 
Over all miſchance. | 

Be plain. Queen Margaret, ad; tell thy Grief, 
It ſhall be eas d, if France can yield Relief. 


Thoughts, 
And give my Tongue-ty'd Sorrows leave to ſpeak. 
Now therefore be it known to Noble Lewis, 
That Henry, ſole poſſeſſor of my Love, 
Is, of a King. become a baniſh's Man, 
| And fore'd to live in Scotland a Forlurn; 
While proud ambitious Zdward, Duke-of York, - 
. Viurps the Regal Title, and the Seat 
Ot England e true anointed lawful King. 
This is the Cauſe that I, poor Margaret, 
With this my Son Prince — Henry's Heir 
Am come to crave thy juſt and lawful Aid: | 
And if thou fail us, all our hope is done, 
Scotland hath Will to help, but cannot help: 
Our People, and our Peers, are both miſ- 
Our Treaſure ſeiz d, our Soldiers put to fight, 
And, as thou ſeeſt, our ſelves in heavy plig 


K. Lew. Renowned Queen, with patience eim the 


Storm, 
While we bethink a de it off. 


een. The more we ſtay, the ſtronger e | 
— The more I Ray, the more I'll — thee. - 


Leen. O, but impatience waiteth on true Sorrow. 
* lee where comes the Trance of w Sorrow. 


Enter Warwick: 


* Lew, rns b. ern belt our Profle? 


Queen. From fuch à cauſe as fills mine ke with - 


Leen. Thoſe gracious. Words revive my —_—_— 5 
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1 Earl of Warwick, Edward's greateſt 
Frien 
K. Lew. Welcome, brave Warwick, what brings thee 


to France? | [ He deſcends. She arifeth. 


Queen. Ay, now begins a ſecond Storm to riſe, 
For this is he that moves both Wind and Tide. 
War. From worthy Edward, King of Albion, 
My Lord and Sovereign, and thy vowed Friend, 
I come (in Kindneſs and unfeigned Love) 
Firſt to do greetings to thy Royal Perſon, 
And then to crave a L ague of Amity ; 
And laſtly, to confirm that Amity 
With Nuptial Knot, if thou vouchſaſe to grant. 
That virtueus Lady Bona, thy fair Siſter, 
To England's King in lawful Marriage. | 
: 1 If that go for ward. Henry's hope is done. 6 
1 And gracious Madam, [Speaking to Bona, 
In our King's behalf, 
1 am commanded, with your leave and favour, 
Humbly to kiſs your Hand, and with my Tongue 
To tell the paſſion of my Sovereigu's Heart; 
Where Fame, late entring at his heedful Ears, TT 
Hath plac d thy Beauty's Image, and thy Virtue. 
Queen King Lewis, and Lady Bona, hear me ſpeak, 


Before you anſwer Warwick. His demand 


Springs not from Edward's well-meznt honeſt Love, 
But from Deceit, bred by Neceſſity: 
For how can Tyrants ſafely govern home, 
Unleſs abroad they purchaſe great Alliance ? 
To prove him Tyrant, this reaſon may ſuffice, 
That Henry liveth ſtill; but were he dead, 
Ver here Prince Edward ſtands, King nn er 7 
Look therefore Lewis, that by this ;——— conan 
Thou draw not on thy er and Di — 
Fer tho Ulurpers — the ule a while, 


Vet Heavens are juſt, and Time a wrongs, 


Har. Injurious Margaret. 
1 And why not Queen. 
ar. Becauſe thy Father * did . 
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And thou no more art Prince than ſhe is Queen. 
Oxf. Then Warwick diſanuls great Jaba of Gawne, 
7 Which did ſubdue the greateſt part of Spam; 
And after Fohn-of Gaunt, Henry the Fourth, 
Whoſe Wiſdom was 2 Mirror to the wiſeſt; 
And after that wiſe Prince, Henry the Fifth, | 
Who by his Proweſs conquered all France: 
From theſe our Henry lincally deſcends. 
Mar. Oxford, how baps it in this ſmooth Diſcourſe, 
You told not, how Henry the Sixth hath loſt 
All that, which Henry the Fifth had gotten; 
Mcthinks theſe Peers of France ſhould ſmile at that. 
But for the reſt; you tell a Pedigree 
Of threeſcore and two Years, a lilly time 
To make preſcription for a Kingdom's worth 
Oxf. Why Warwick, canſt thou ſpeak againſt thy Lag 
Whom than obey'dit thirty and fix Years, 
And not bewray thy Tr with a bluſh? 
„ Can Oxford that did ever ſence the right, 
| Now buckler falſhood with a Pedi 
For ſhame leave , and call 1 King. 
Oxf. Call him my King, by whoſe injurious doom 
My elder Brother, the Lord Aubrey Vere : 
Was done to Death? and more than ſo, my Father, 
Even in the downfal of his mellow id Years, 
When Nature brought him to the door of Death ? 
No Warwick, no; Ney Life ir gag prog this. Arm, 
This Arm 
Nor. And ! e a 


EK. Lew. Queen aret, Prince Edward, and of- 
Vouchſaſe at our to ſtand aſide, a 
While I uſe farther de with h te HEN 
ftand aloof. 
Dueen, Heavens grant that Warwick's words bewitch 


him not. | Ny 
EK. Len. Now Warwick, tell me even upon thy Conſcience. 
Is Edward your true King? for I were loth 
To link with him that were nor lawful choſen. 
War, Thereon I 3 my Credit, and mine Honour. 


R 5 XK. Low, 
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K. Lew. But is he r 
Har. The more, dre Hency'weth ee eu 
K. Lew. Then farther; all fern , 

Tell me for truth, the medfure of his e * 

Unto our Siſter Bona. 


Mar. Such it feems, © | 
As may beſeem a Monarch like himſelf: 18 2 
My ſelf have often heard him fay an Fear, 4 
That this his Love was an external Plant, * 
Whereof the Root was fix d in Virtue's 1 
The Leaves and Fruit maintain d with Beauty 5 Sun, 
Exempt from Envy, but not from Diſdain, wn 
_ Valeſs the Lady Bona quit his pain. 

K. Lew. Now Sifter, Pier ur Err d nets 


Bona. Your t, or your denia ſhall be mine. 
Yer 1 confeſs, at often cre this Day, 


[Speaks to Warwick 
When 1 have Kind 5 your King's deſert recounted, | 


Mine Ear hath e to defire. - 
EX. Lew. Then Marwi 
Our Siſter ſhall be Edward. 


Ant now forthwith ſhall Articles be a 


Touching the Jointure that your Ki muſt make, 
Which with Don hall be — _— 
Draw near, Margaret, and be a witnels, 

That Bona be Wife to th Engliſh King 
Prince. To 13 but not to the Enghiſh King, * 

Queen. Decxitful Warwick, it was thy device, | 
_ By this Alliance to make void my Suit; | 8 
© Before thy coming, Lewis was Henry's priend. 

. Lew, And ſii li is Friend to him and Margaret; 

But if your Title to the Crown be weak, 

As may appear by Edward's good Succeſs; _ 

Then tis but realon that I be releasd © 
From giving Aid, which late I promiſed. 
et ſhall you bave all kindneſs at my Band, ne 
That your Eſtate requires, =o {of car 128 

Mar. Henry now how in Scotland at his eaſe, 
Where . nothing, * can be loſe, 


Sent from your Brother, Marqueſs Mantague 
| Theſe from our King unte your lh. 


From whom I know not. [ They 
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r ſelf, our quoudam Queen, | 
able to maintain you, 


And a or you pou 


You have a F 


And better it were yaw troubled bim, than France. 


ucen. Peace impudent and ſhameleſs Warwick, peace, 0 
Proud ſetter up and puller down of Kings | 

I will not hence, till with my Talk and Tears 
(Both full of Truth) l make King Lewis behold 


Thy fly TIEN and thy Lord's falſe Love, 


[Poſt blowing 4 Horn Micha. 


For both of you are Birds of ſelt- lame Feather. 


K. Lew. Wareut, mama us, or chee. 


uur h. 


Poſs. M; y Lord | Ambaſſador, 
Theſe Letters are for you; — Warwick. 


* 1 k. Lew. 
And Madam, theſe for you, [Io the Queen. 
| all read their Letters. 
O. I like it well, that our tair Queen and Miſtreſs 


Smiles at her News, while Warwick frowns at his. 


_ Nay, mark how Lewes * Wi were net- | 
tled. 22 Nett 


I hope all's for the beſt, 


K. Lew. Warwick, what are thy. News? "pp A 

And yours, fair Queen? ?? | 

2 Mine Koh as fills an lies wich unhogid 
os. ? 4 

War, Mine full of Sorrow, and Heart's Diſcontent. | 

K. Lew, What! has your King m—_— yy | 


And now, to ſooth your Forgery and his, a 
| Sends me a Paper to 
Is this Alliance that he ſeeks vrith Frame? 


perſwade me Patience? | 510 ans r 


Dare he preſume ta ſcoru us in this manner? * 
I told your Majetty as much before; 


| This proveth Edward $ Love, and Warmick's Honey: | 


War. King Lewis, | here proteſt in tight of Heay n, 
Ai Bliss, 5 NO 


8 , - 
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That I am clear from this Miſdeed of Edward's ; | 
No more my King; for he diſnonours me, 
But moſt himſelf, if he could ſee his Shame. 
Did 1 forget, that by the Houſe of York 

My Father came untimely to his Death? 
Did 1 let paſs th' abuſe done to my Niece? 

Did I impale him with the Regal Crown? 

Did I put Henry from his Native Right? 
And am 1 oo on'd at the laſt with Shame? 
Shame on himſelf, for my Deſert is Honour. 
And to repair my Honour loſt for him, 

] here renounce ies, and return to Henry. 

My Noble Queen, let former grudges - 
And 1 am thy * Servitor : 

1 reven vo to Bona, 

And ares, raed in bis temas face, 
Warwick, 

Thele Words have turn'd my Hate to Live, 
And I forgive, and quite t old Faults, 
And Joy that thou becom'ſt 


That if King Lewis vouchſafe to furniſh us 
With fome Bands of choſen Soldiers, 
I' undertake to Land them on our Coaſt, EL 
And force the Tyrant from his Seat by War. 


Tiis not his new-made Bride ſhall ſaccour him: 


2 as my Letters tell me, 
s very likely now to fall from him. 


h and of our Country. 
| But by thy help to this diſtreſſed Queen? 


ev. Renowned Prince, how fall poor art ke, 


Vo 2 2 


Henry's Friend. | 
War. So — his Friend, ay, his unfeigned Friend, 


* more for wanton Luſt than Honour, 
Bona. Dear Brother, how | Bona be reveng'd, 


þ 
9 
ö 
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Queen, Let me give humble thanks for all at once. 


K. Lew. Then England's , return in Poſt, 
And tell falſe Edward, thy ſuppoſed King, 


That Lewis of France, is ſending over Maskers 
To revel it with him, and his new Bride, 
Thou ſeeſt what's paſt, go fear thy King withal. 


Bona. Tell him, in hope he'll my a Widower 
ſhortly, 


I wear the Willow Garland for his fake. 


Queen. Tell him, my mourning weeds are aid aide; 
And 1 am ready to put Armor on. 


War. Tell bim from me, that be hath done me wrong, 


And 8 II 4 him e ert be | 

There's thy Rewa gone. Exit Poſs, 
K. Lew. But Warwick, i *. 

Thou and Oxford, with five thoukind 1 —_ 

Shall creſs the Seas, and bid falſe Edward Battel: 

And as occaſion ſeryes, this Noble + 

And Prince ſhall follow with a freſh Supply. 

Yet e er thou go, but anſwer me one doubt: 
What Pledge have we of thy firm Loyalty? 

: War. This ſhall aſſure my 1 
That if our Queen and my 

II join my eldeſt Da 


To bim forthwith, i we rm Wedlock Barks my Joy 


Son Edward, ſhe'is Fair and Virtuous, 

Therefore delay not, give thy Hand to Warwick, 

And with thy Hand, thy Faith-irrevocable, 

Tbat only Warwick's Da ker ſhall be thine. 
Prince. Yes, I accept her, for ſhe well deſerves it, 

And here to pledge my Vow, I give my Hand. 


He gives his Hand to Warwick: 


k. Lew. Why ſtzy we now? theſe Soldiers ſhall beleyy'd, 


And thou Lord Bourbon, our High Admiral, 
Shall waft them over with our Royal Fleet. 


I long till Edward fall by War's Miſchance, 
5 S 


l. Manes Warwick: 


ware 


Les, I agree, and and thank you for your Motion: 


— _— 


"—_— Fl 
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inn t, came from Edward as Ambaſſador, 35 
Bur * return his {morn ang} apprral Foe: . 1 5 
Matters of Marriage was the charge be gave me. 
But dreadful War ſhall anſwer his demand. | 
Had he none elſe to make a ſtale but me? | 
Then noge but I, ſhall turn. his Jeſt to Sorrow, 
was the "_ that — him to the Crown, 
And I'll be chief to bring him dowa again: 
Not that I pity Henry's Miſery, 
| But ſeek ae on e s e. 


* 
© * 7 
* 2 4 $3 + Sa ? % & * 
f 4 4 0 8 i 
_ * * T _— . s 
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ACT W. 8.0 ENE L. 


nter Glouceſtet, chens Somerſet * nene. 


cb. OW tell me, Brother Clarence, what think you 
= Of this new Marriage with the Lady Gray? 
uh, not our Brother made a worthy Choice ? —_—_ 
Cl 3 Alas, you know, tis far from hence to France, 
He could . ſtay till #arwick made return? 


Som. My Lords, forhear this talk: Here comes the King | 


FHlauriſb. Ent Edward, G Nen. Pem” 
Ek e gr rh one fide 


and for on the other. 
Glo. And his well-choſes Bride, . | 
_ Clay. . 
K. Edw. Now, * r 1 Peek 
| How:like you uur : 
That you — . — 28 * Malecontent? 
Clar. As well as Lewis of France, - 
Or the ng > HET adgment, | 
Which are 
{That are fo weak of Courgs, and in J 
XK. EAW. Suppaſe'they rake Offence: without a Cauſe: 
They are but Lemis and Warwick; I am: Edward, - 
"Your King and Watwick's, and muſt have my will. 
. -Gle. And you ſhall;baye your Will, becauſe our King, 
Vet haſty Marriage ſeldom proveth well. 


EK. Edw. Yes, Jrother Richard, are you offended uo: : 


Silo. Not I; no: 

| God forbid that L hould wiſh them fever'd 
Whom. God hath join d tagerher.. 
Ay, and — y to ſunder them, 
That together, 
| bar Ze well our Scors, and your Mike ud, 
Tell me ſome Reaſon, why the Lady Gr 


Should not become my v axd-Bgl _ 
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And you teo, Somerſet and 3 
Speak Fer what you think. 3:3 :&A 
Clar. Then this is my Opinion; | e 
That King Lewis becomes your Enemy, 
For mocking him about the Marriage 
Of the Lady Bona. 


Glo, And "Warwick L what gave in d charge, | 
Is now diſhonoured b it this new 4 


N What, if both Lewis ud Warwick ew 
By d bende as I can Jed 1905 


* — have join d with France is ſuch AL 
Would — have ſtrength ned this our Commonwealth | 


_ *Gainſt foreign Storms, than any home-bred 

Haft. Why, knows not Montague that of it ſelf 

England is fafe, if true within it felf? © 

Mons, Tes, but the fafer, whea "cis. back'd, with. 
France. | 

Haft. 'Tis better uſing France, chan truſting France, 

Let us be back d with God, and with the Seas, 

Which he hath given for fence im le, 

And with their Helps only defend our _ 

In them, and in'our ſelves, our Safety 

| _ Clax. For this one Speech, Lord 
To have the Heir of the Lord H 


And for this once my Will ſhall ſtand for Law. 


Slo. And yet 1 — 


To give the Heir and Daughter of Lord Scales 
Unto the Brother of your loving Bridgg 
She better would have fitted me or Clarence; _ 
But in your Bride you bury Brotherhood. 
Clar. Or elſe you would not bare beftow'd the Heir 
Of the Lord Bonvill on your new Wife's Son. 
And leave your Brothers to go ſpeed elſewhere. - 
K. Edw. Alas; poor Clarence; is it for a Wife 
That thou artliorantear? | well yrovide they.” 
— for your mm . 


gs well deſerves 
X. Edw. Ay, what of that? it was my Will and Grant, 


ee ets - an.” - wt 


* a» Mi. F"” = a 
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You ſhew'd udgment; 
Which being — you ſhall give me leave 


To play the Broker in —— own behalf; 

And wo than ga © futetly parent $0 W009 pen 1 
K. Edw. Leave me, or tarry, Edward will be King; 

And not be ty'd unto his Brother's Will. 

T. Gray. My Lords, beſore it pleas d his Majeſty 

To raiſe my State to Title of a Queen, 

Do me but right, and you muſt all confeſs, 

That | was not ignoble of Deſcent, 

And meaner than my ſelf have had like Fortune, 

But as this Title honours me and mine, | 

So your diſlikes, to whom I would be pleafing, 

Do cloud my Joys with Danger, and with Sorrow. * 
K. Edw, My Love, forbear to fawn upon their Frownsz 

What Danger, or what Sorrow can befall thee, 

So long as Edward is thy conſtant Friend, 

And their true Soveraign, whom they muſt obey? 

Nay, whom they ſha — and by thee too, 

Unleſs t ſeek. for hatred at my Hands : 

Which if do, yet will 1 keep thee ſafe, 

And they ſhall feel the Vengeance of my . ond] 

Glo. I hear, yet fay not much, r 


rats nter 4 Poſt. 8 
1755 K. Edw. Now Meſſenger, what Letters, or what News 
from France? 


Piat. My Soverei d fe W 
dn B 4 de e w Words 


Dare not relate. 
pardan thee: - 


K.Edw. Go too, we CE SO er 
Therefore, in brief, tell their Words; u l os | 
As near as thou canſt gueſs them. 

What anſwer makes King Lewis unto our Letters? 
Poſt. At my r 


| Go tell falle Zdwwrd, thy ſuppoſed King,” 
That Lewis of France is over Maskers, 
Jo revel it with him, and his Ar c 


X. Edw. Is Lewis ſo brave? bk be thinks me Hrs. 
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But what ſaid Lady Bona to my 
Poſs. Theſe were” her Words, utter "wich mild Dit: 
ESE dain: = 74 
Tell him, in hope he'll prove a Widower ſhortly, 
Fll wear the Willow Garland for his ſako —- 
K. Edw. I blame not her. ſhe could fay lirtle a, 
She had the wrongs But what ſaid: Henry's * 
For fo I heard that ſhe was there in place. © 
Poſt. Tell him (quoth ſhe) 
My mourning Weeds are done, 
And I am ready to put Armour on. 
EK. Edu. Belike ſhe minds to play the Amazon, | 
But what ſaid Warwick to theſe Injuries? - hs 
| Poſs He, more incens d againſt your Majeſty ß 
| Than all the reſt, diſeharg d me with theſe Words; 
Tell him from me that he hath done me 1 
And therefore Fil uncrown him e ert be 


E. Edw, Ha ? durſt the Taube beach out fo proud 


BEE 4 | 

well, I will arm me. being thus fore-warn'd: 

They ſhall have Wars, and pay for their vs e = 

2 Par fay, is Warwick Pricnds with Margeree ? py 

Po Ay; gracious Sovereign, © 

They are o link'd in Friendſhip, 

The young Prince Edward marr Warwict's * | 
Car. Belike the elder; © - 0-7 Re -4 

1 will have the younger. 

Now Brother King furewel, and fit you TY 

For I will bens un Mead other Daoghtes, ' 

That though I want a Kingdom, yet in EY 

I may not prove inferior to your felf. 

' You that love me, and\Warwich, follow me. 


kan Clarenee, and Somerſe = 
Glo. N C ü 


ty on, aim it ente er: 
y not for the love of Edward, but een 1 [4 12 
Wat 


—_— Io 
Let am | arm'd againſt the wort can 
N — 
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Pembroo and Stafford, yon in aur behalf 
Go levy Men, and for: War; 
15 lf Peron —.— — 
My ſelf in 1 . 
n [Ex. Pembrook and Stor, 
But ere I go, H ; | 


Reſolve my doubt, yo of allthe ren 

Are near to ” Warwick, — Blood ** by — 

Tell me, if you love Warwick more than me; 

If it be fo, then both t to him: 

I rather wiſh you Foes hollow Friends. 

But if you mind to hold your true Obedience, 12 7 

Give me Aſſurance with ſome friendly Vour, - 1 0 

3 sig. 
Mmm. So God help Montague, as he proves true. 
Haſt. And Haftings, as he favours Edward's Cauſe. 
K. Ram. Naw, Brother Richard, — 
\ Glo, Ay, in def ight of all that ſhall wirhſtand you. 
X. Edw. Why ſo; then am I ſure of Vor. | 

Now therefore wews fires wadtibGs hin: - 


Dill xe meet Harwich, with his Foreign — | L. 
Enter Warwick 8 England, with French , 


War. Truſt me, m Lord, all bicberto ous well, 
The common v ſwarm to us. 


| Enter Clarence and Somerſet. PS 
„ » 1 | 
8 en Lo are we ri 
. 
22 
148 Somerſet: unge welcome v 8 
r e 


Kl e Op . FA Toy 


W ri 
* m_—_—_ Daughter del be TY 


And now, what refts? ou in Night's 3 5 
* . | | | Thy 
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Thy Brother being careleſly encamp'd W "al 
His Soldiers lurking in the Town 1 1 
And but attended by a ſimple Guard 224 wu 
We may ſurprize and take him at our Pleaſure, - 14 Wl i 


Our Scouts have found the Adventure very cafie: 

That as Ulyſſes, and tout Diomede - - 

With ſlight and manhood ſtole to Rheſus Tents, | 
And brought from thence the Thracian fatal Steeds; 
So we, well covered with the Night's black Mantle, 
At unawares may beat down Edward's Guard, 

And ſeize himſelf: I ſay not, ſlaughter him, 

For I iutend but only to ſurprize him. 

Tou that will follow me to this Attempt, 


Applaud the Name of Hewy, with your Leader. 


all ery Henry: 
Why then, lers on our way in mah my 
| en Friends, God and dun c 


7: 5 


Enter the Watchmen to guard the King's Tint 
I eb — ord $4649 exch Mn rake bi 


. The King by this has ſet him down to deep. 
2 Watch. What, will he not to Bed 7 
1 Watch. Why no; for he hath made a ſolemn Vow, 
| Never to lye and take his natural Reſt, 
Till Warwick or himſelf, be on 


2 Watch. To morro then be the Day, 
If Warwick be fo neat 2s Men 
Hach. But fay, 1 pray, what — is that, 
That with the King here refteth in his Tent? © 
1 Watch "Tis te Land Haſtings, the King's, chiefeſt 
"=" | 
3 Huch. O, is it ſo; but wb cad av. 
| That his chief Followers lodge I erde ig 
While be — in the cold Field? 
_ 2 Watch, nnter becaus the more an. 


* 


* '£ * : 7 þ 
$.. 21 fit e n ee een eee 


3 Watch 
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1 Watch, Ay 


me worſhi and quietneſs, 
N — 


Le 
Tis to be. daubted he would waken him. 
1 Watch. Valeſs our Halberde did ſhur up bis Paſſage. 


K wherefore elſe guard we this Royal 
But to defend his Perſon from Night-foes? 


Zater Warvrick, Clarence, Oxford, Somerſet, nd French | 


War. This is bis Teat, and fee where ſtands his Guard: 
; my Maſters: Honour now or never: 
£ But f low me, and Edward ſhall be ours. | 
1 Watch. Who goes there? 
2 Watch. Stay, or thou dieft. 
. [Warwick nd the ref al, Warwick, Warwick, and ſe 
| upon the Guard, who th CO OY Ir Warwick 
andthe of lng them. 


Dir Warwick, Bert and the nf, fringing he ing 


rg NE 


| Som. What are they that fly there? Shag 
War. ee g, Kee the 


ot 


oat 


* E + 
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Ot thee thy ſelf, and 
Though Fortune's 


1 + FP to 


5 What late Misfortacie Has . 
Nin What! 1 10 67 
Againſt Warwick ? 
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Nor how to uſe your Brothers brorberby. 


Nor how to ſtudy for the People's: Weltart, : is a 17 
Nor how to ſhrowd your ſelf from kame. pt 4 


K. Edw. Yea, Brother of Clone, 
Art thou here too? 0.5 ST 4 
Nay then I ſee, that Edward ruſt needs down. 
Yet Warwick, in deſpight 0 of all „ 

thy Complices, 
Edward will always bear Gf ar as King: 
Malice oberthrow my State, 
My Mind exceeds the Ompeſs of her Wheel. 
Aar. Thea for his Mind be Edward England's Ki 


[Takes off bis Ot, 


But Henry now ſhall wear the Engliſh Crown, 


And be true King indeed; thou but a Shadow. -£ 


My Lord of Somerſet, at my: Re 2 . ? ah a 8 | 
See that forthwith Duke N 


| Unto my Brother Archb ſhop of dog \ 
When 1 have fought with Pembrgok, and — nn 


G.. 
4 


Fil follow you, * tell what anſwer 


Lewis and the Lady Bowe ſent to him: AY 
| Now fora while farewel good Duke of —— 


They ledil him ont frei 
* Fates, impoſe, that Men mult needs a 


* 1 2 Rur 


11 boots not to reſiſt, both, Wind and Tide. Eger. 


orf What now remiitis, my Lords, for us to 40% 
eich our Soldiers? A Na ee 

War. Ay, that's the firſt thing that e 0, 
To free King Henry from Impriſonment, 


| And fer him ſeated in the Neg. Regal Throne. kee 


„ * 
| Riv. Madam, What 
L.. Gray. Why Both 


I 77 2 


hehe i; Bat 5 9 15 102 wood 7. 40 


. — da be the tos of his own Rein res. 
Riv, 


5 . | 


wn wed *%.,, 2 Fr 
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Riv. Then is my Sovereign ſlain? - | 
La Gray. Ay. almoſt lain, for he is taken Priſoner, 
Either 3 by falſnood of his S. | 
Or by his Foc furpr:iz'd at unawares: 
And as 1 further have to underſtand, 
Is now committed to the Biſhop ot York, 
| Fell Warwick's Brother, and by that our Foe. _ 
Riv. Theic News T muſt confels are full of Grief: 
Yer „ dd bear it as you may, 
Warwick may l-{c, that gow hath won the Day, 
La Gray. Till then fair Hope muſt hinder Life's decay. 
And the rather wean me from © * 
For love of Edward's Off. ſpring in my Womb: 
This is it that makes me bridle in my Paſſion, 
And bear with mildneſs my Misfortune croſs: 
Ay, ay, for this I draw in many 8 : 


And flop the E Blood-fucki Fr 


Left with my Sighs or Tears, I blaſt or _ 1-3 
King Edward's Fruit, true Heir to nn ne 

4 Riv. Bur Madam, * uy 

| Where is Harwick then become? 


La. Gray. I am inform d that he . 1 


To et the Crown once more on Henry's Head: 5 
Gueſs thou the reſt, King Edward's Friends muſt _ QY 
But to prevent the Tyrant's Violence, Lo 
For truſt not him that hath once broken Faith, 


I'll hence forthwith-unto the Sanctuary, 1 6 
To fave. at leaſt, the Heir of Edward's Right; 6; . * 

There ſhall 1 ref ſecure from force and fraud: | 
Come therefore let us fly, while we may + rug 1h 
If Warwick take us, we are ſure to die. | _- 


I Enter Glouceſter, \Lord Haſtings, and ifivi will ; 


Glo. Now my Lord Haſtings, and Sir Wi liam 
Leste af to wonder wil: y | drew you hitbef, * 


* Into this chiefeſt Thicket uf the Par. = 1} v4 bt 
Thus ſtands the 


know our my 
Is Priſoner to the rey aa 
He bath good Ul, and gre: Liber, 
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| That if about this hour ho amke this woy, 
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And often but attended with weak Guard, 
Comes hunting this way to diſport himſelf. 


d him by 113 
Under the colour of his uſual Game, 


He ſhall here find his Friends wth Neck and den, 


To ſet him free from his Captivity, 


Enter King Edward, and 4 Huntſman with him. 


Hunt. This way, my Lord, 


For this way lyes the Game. 


K. Edw. Nay this way, Man, 
See where —4 Huntſmen ſtand. 


| Now Brother of Glofer, Lord Haſtings and the reſt, 
Stand you thus cloſe to ſteal the Biſhop's Deer? 


Glo, Brother the time and caſe requireth haſte, 


| Your Horſe ſtands ready at the Park. corner. 


K. Edw. But whither ſhal we then? 1 
Hat. To Lyn, my Lord, £4 


And ſhip from thence to Flanders. 28 
Glo. Well gueſt, elere me, for that was my ue 


E. Edw. Stanley, | will requite thy forwardneſs. 
Slo. But wherefore ſtay we? Nene 
E. Edw. Huntſman, what fay't thou? 


Hunt. Better do fo, than be hang d. 
8 e n 


Wilt thou go along? 


my Sorrows unto 


> % I» wd "yd 9% wm wry tf) dTTu[©G..,c@©AwWSI 05H 
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lune Subjefts may challenge nothing. of their You: 
But, if an humble Pray may prevail, - ee Heh 
| hen crave pandoa 0 your Majefty. "1 . 
| rep als; Lieutenant ? For well ang me? 
Nay, be ſure, Fil well requite thy © <p 6 
For that it made my Impriſonment a Pleaſure: 
Ay, fuch a Pleaſure, as incaged Birds | 
Conceive ; when after many moody thoughts, _ TP 
At laſt, by Notes of Houſhold harmony, Ih bs 
They quite forget their loſs of Liberty. 

But Warwick, atter God, thou ſert't me free, 

And chiefly therefore, I thank God, and thee: 
1 pity wan oy . 
Therefore that I may conquer Fortune s ſpight, 
By living low, where Fortune cannot hurt me, 
And that the People of this bleſſed Land 
May not be puniſh'd with my thwarting Stars, 
Warwick, although my Head Rll wear the Crown, 
1 here refign my Government to thee, ay 

For thou art fortunate in all thy Deeds. 


Har. Your Grace hath fiill been fd for virtuous; 
And now ma —_ | 


By ſpying oiding Fortunes Malice, 
For few Lew rity Famer wh te Sar: 
Yet in this one *, "ohne, HON 


For chuſing me, when Clarence is ia place. 
Clar. No, Warwick, thou art worthy of the . 
To whom the Heav us in thy Nativity, | 
Adjudg'd an Olive Branch, and Lawrel Crown, 
As likely to be bleſt in Peace and War; 2 
And therefore I yield thee my free conlſent. | 
War. And Lene Clams ale for Protetor. ' 
Now join yi SE Et 2 
ow our our Hearts 
I make you both —ů Lend, 
While I my ſelf will lead a private Life, 
=. tata nel 
Vol. ad To. 


The Third Part of 
To fins re N f 
War. anſwers Clarence to is Soveraign's Will? 
Clar. That he conſents, if Warwick yield confent, 
= ee 
1 Mar. 1 , though loath, yer moſt [be content: 
To Homy's Body, and f bis Place; 
I mean, in tof Gckratient, 
While he enjoys the honour, and his caſe. 8 El 
And Clarence, now then it is more than need ful 
Forthwith that Edward be pronounc'd a Traitor, =_ - 
And all his Lands and Goods confiſcated. 
Clar. What elſe? and that Succeſſion be determined. 
Har. Ay, therein Clarence ſhall not want his part. 
X. Hewy. But with the firſt, of all our chief Affaire, 
Let me intreat, for I command no more, 
That Margaret your Queen, and my Son Edward, 
Be ſent for, to return from France with ſpeed: 
For till I ſee them here, '. unter 
My joy of liberty is half 
Clar. It ſhall be done, my jon, with all ſpeed, 
K. Henry. My Lord of Somerſer, what Youth is that, 
Of whom you ſeem to have fo tender care? 
Som. My Liege, wh yang * 
K. Henry, Come-lirker, "By 
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tt * wo = 


[Lp bis Hand 0 his Boe, 
If ſecret Powers foggeft but truth 
To my divir _ 
This prett 
2 
His Head by Nature 
His Hand to wicld a 
Likely in time to bleſs 2 exal Throne: +1 
Make much bf Mit, ni 145. for this is he 
OT more, * wie 


Wa. What news, my Fried? wh 
| 200" That Edward | is cleped from your? Brother, 


King HZNRNN VI. aur 
And fled, as he hears fince, to Burgundy 
IWar. Unſavory news; but —ç made Ley 
_ Poſt. He was convey wt mn * Ar. 
1 Lord Haſtings 
In ſecret ambuſh, 9" 2b. ay 
aud from the hep Huntſimen refeu'd him: 
For Hunting was his daily Exerciſe, 
War. M . 
Zut let us — Sy | 
a Save for ons Reals cher wy ht = 
Mane Somerſet, Richmond, 220 
Som. My Lord, I like not of this fli 
For doubtleſs Burgundy will yi yield him 
And we Gull have ore Ware beſee? be loo 


late preſaging P 
; Te tis ee 


D 
1 8 Vx.» 3 © 3 . 


* 
o 2 2 
o 


7 


54 f my Heart, 
So doth my Mer, ages me, in tha 
| What may befal him, to bis harm and ours. * 
Therefore, 1 8 
| r bm bene to Brice 


ily. 1 , 
ESE - 
Vet thus far Fortune maketh us amends, * reſt 
And ſays, that once more I ſhall 
My wained State, for Henry's Regal Crown, 


Well have 4, and F 
5 — — — . 


Sb. The Gates made f | ' „ 

| Brother, 1 like not this. 3 
dor many Men chat ſtumble at the Threols, —_— 
; n 


X 
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. Tok. un . nee navy of 
| fright us: | 
By fair or foul means we muſt enter in, 
For hither will our Friends repair to us. 
Hlaſt. My Liege, I'll knock once more to ſummon them, 
Enter on the Walls, the * York, * Brethren, 
Mayor. My Lords, 
We were fore-warned of your coming, cif 
And ſhut the Gates, for ety of our ſelves; 
For now we owe Allegiance unto 
EK. Ew. But, Maſter Mayor, CD be 
Yet Edward, "at the leaſt, is Duke of Tl. 
| Mayer. True, my good Lord, I know you for no leſs. 
EK. Edw. Why, = 
As being well content with 
Slo. But when the Fox has once got in reg 
He'll ſoon find means to make the Body follow. 
Hat. Why, Maſter Mayor, why ſtan) you in a 
Open the Gates, we are King Henry's Friends. 
| Mayor. Ay, fay you fo? [ee Rell oo bn qpapad. 


He deſcends, 
Glo. A wiſe ſtout and ſoon 0 

Haft. The good od Han would fan tar fl wer wel, 
So *twere not long of him; but bei 


I doubt not I, but we fhall ſoon perſwade 


Both him and ali his Brothers, unto Reaſon. 
Enter the Mayor, and two Aldermen. 

. EA $0, Maſter Mayor; theſe Gazs muſtnt be hr, 

Bur in the 22 or in the time of War. 

| | [Takes his Kg 


March. Enter Montgomery, with Drum and Soldiers. 
Gi. Brother, this is Sir Jam Monegomery, 
Our truſty Friend, unleſs I be deceiv'd. 5 a 
K. Edw. Welcome, Sir Fobn ; but why come you in Arms? 
Mont. To help King 
ann . 


= 


Edward in 3 
K Edw, 


King Hanky vr 4 


K. Edw. Thanks, Montgomery : 
But we now forget our Title to the Crown, 
And only claim our Dukedom, | , 
Till God pleaſe to fend the reſt. 1 
Mont. Then fare you well, for deen bes ago, 
1 came to ſerve a „and not a Duke: | 
Drummer firike Woe and let us 8 08. 26. 5 
[The Drum begins 4 March, 
K Edw. Nay lay, Yir Fobn, a while, and we'll debate 
By what ſafe one the Crown may be recover'd. 
Mont. What talk you of debating ? in few Words, 
If you'll not here proclaim your ſelf our King, 
— leave you to your Fortune, and be gone, 

To keep them back, that come to ſaccour you. 
Why ſhalt we fight, if you pretend no Title? EI 
FF Glo. Why —.—5 — Ao — Raud youon nice points ? 
| EK. Edw, When we grow _—_ 
| Then we'll make our Claim : 

ill then, tis Wiſdom to conceal our meaning. 
Haſt. Away with ſcrupulous Wit, now Arms muſt rule. 
Glo. And fearleſs climb ſooneſt unto Crowns. 
| * we will proclaim you out of hand, 
The brit thereof will bring you many Friends. .. 
K. Edw. Then be it as you will; for tis my right, 
And Henry but uſurps the Diadem 
ont. Ay, now my Soveraign ſpeaketh like himſelf, 
And now will I be Edward's Ch Champion. 
Haſt Sound Trumpet, Edward ſhall be here d: 
Come, fellow Soldier, make thou Proclamation. len | 
Sold. Edward the Fourth, by the Grace of God, King of x 
England and France, and Lor of Ireland, Oc. = 
Mont. And whioſoc'er gain- ys King Edward's right, 
But this 1 challenge him to ſingle Fight. 
: [Throws : bis Gauntey, 


All. Long live Edward the Fourth. 
K. Edw. Thanks, brave Montgomery; 
And thanks unto you all. 


* 
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Aud when che Sun ſhall raiſe his Car 
2 s Horizon, 

We'll forward towards — and his Mates 
For well I wot, that Hay is no Soldier. 

Ah froward Clarence, how evil it beſeems thee, 

To flatter Henry, and forſake thy Brother? WS 
Yet as we may, w'll meet both thee arid Warwick, 
Come on brave Soldiers; doubt not ofthe Day, 


Aud that once gotten, doubt not of large pay. Lean 


nn Clarence, Ox: 


mi. What Counſel, Lords? Edward from Belgia, 
With — 1 Germans, and blunt Hollanders, | 
 Hath paſs d in through the narrow Seas, 
And with bis Troops doth march amain to Londen, | 
And many giddy People flock to him. 
EK. Henry. Let's levy Men, and beat him back again. 
. Clar. A \ little Fire is trodden out, 
_ Which being ſuffer d, Rivers cannot quench. | 
War. ln Wi I have true-hearted Friends, 
Not mutinous in Peace, yet bold in War, 1 
Thoſe W muſter up; and thou, Son Claremce, 
Shalt tir up 2 Norbit, au] in Nous, 


In s ro come with thee. 
Thou Brether Montague, in Bachingbam, 
Northampton, and in Lei ſhire ſhalt find 


Men inclin'd to hear what thou command'ft. 
And Joche . - Ir. 4 well eee 
In Oxfordſhire moufter up th 
My Soveraign, with the | Gris, 
Like to his Iſland, girt with 
Or modeſt Dian, circled with her -, = 
Shall reſt in London, till we come to him: 
Fair Lords take leave, and ſtand not to reply. 


Farewel 
e ee eo 


King HNA VID ans 


Gar. ty of truth, I kiſs your Highneſs Hand. 
X. dl-minded Clarence, be thou fortunate» 
Mont. Comfort, my Lord, n tue tay have. 
o And this 1 ſeal Truth, and bid adieu. 

K. Henry. Sweet , and my loving Montague, 
And all at at once once more 2 fare wel. 
War. Farewel, ſweet Lords, let's meet at Coventry. 


nn. 
. Henry = 


| Here at the Palace will I reſt 2 while: 
Couſin of Exeter, what thinks your Lordſhip? 
Methinks, the Power that Edward hath in Field, 
Should not be able to encounter mine. 
Exe. The doubt is, that he will ſeduce the reſt. 
E That's not my fear, my meed bach got cee 
--_.* =. _ | 
I have not mine Ears to their FOLIC 


| Nor poſted off their Suits with ſlow delays, 


My pity hath been Balm to heal their Wounds, 
— een ally'd their Geeling Grits 
mercy dry'd their water 

| 1 ve . 


- Dow Thy Shed ends tele. 


K. r. Seize on the ſhame · fac d Henry, bear him 
ce, 
And once again aim us King of England. 
1 — make — — to flow, 
No ſtops thy Spring, my Sea ſhall ſuck them dry. 
And fivell 6 much higher, by cheir ebbb, 
84 Hence 
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= Hence with him to the Tower, IT: 


H 
And Lords, towards Coventry bend 1 we our Cours, w— 
Hh Where peremptory Warwick now remains: 
i vt The Sun fhines hot, and if we uſe delay, 

nl Cold biting Winter mars our hop'd- x Hay. 

i 1 SGI. Away betimes before his — join, 

= | And take the great grown Traitor unawares: 
Tl | 0 Warriors, — Cry. 


lr 


r 
- — 27 * — 
$ a * 
4 
r —— — — — — 
—— — 4 * 4 
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b CE gg n WAR 


— 2 


7 


Wer: 


Where 
That we could hear no news of his repair? , 
EK. Edw. Now Warwick; wilt thou ope 16s City Cet. 


King Henky VI. m 


\ 


ACTY. SCENE x 


<A the Mayor of Corentry, ler, 


8 aud others. * 


isthe Poſt that came ON valiant Of TY 
How far hence is thy Lord, mine honeſt Fe wi. 
1 Meſ. By this at Dunmore. marching hitherward. 
War. How far off is our Brother Montague? 


| Where is the Poſt that came from Montague? — 
” 2 7 * ; 


r 


17, 2 ce how nigh is Clarence now ft 5 


Somerv. Af Smchar 1 dd lee bm wh ha Forces, 


; And do expeſt him here-ſome two hours hence. 


Mar. Then Clarence is at hand, I hear his Drum. 

_ Somerv. It is not his, my Lord, — 5 
The Drum — marcheth from Warwick. 

War. W ſhould that be? Belike, unlook'd for 

Somerv. They aro hand, and you hal quickly know: 


March. Flowriſh. Buer King Edward, Gloucchter, as: 


K "Ede. Go, to the Walls; and found u Fade. 
Glo. . _.. 
War. Oh unbid Spight, is ſportful Edward come ? 
llept our Scouts, or how are they ſeuuc d, 


OP eee . 
ard King. and at bis Hands beg Mercy, 1 


8 n | 
Mar. Nay rather, wile thou draw thy Forces hence; : 


Confeſs — ſet thee up, and pluck d thee down, 
Cal farwick Patroo, and be penitent, 


47 _ And: | 
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ghd ot 


K. , Why then is mi 
And Weakling, zck takes his Gift again, = 


ir. O chearful Colours, fee where Oxford comes. = 
Oxf. Oxford, Oxford, —— LETT 


Glo. The Gates are open, as het. 
Kk. Edw. So other Foes may ſet upon our Backe, 
Stand we in good Array; for they no doube „„ 


* — -—— 


King HZ NRY VI. 
Will iſſue out again, and bid us Battel: 
If not, the City being but of ſmall defence, 


ay 


 Welll quickly rome the Travors in the ne. =» 
War, Ob welcome Oxford, for we want thy help: 


Mont. 
Even with the deareſt Blood your Bodies bear. 


: k. Edw, The harder match d, the greater Victory, 
| My Mind preſageth bappy Gain, and Conqueſt. 


Enter Somerſet, with Drum and Colours, 
Glo. Two of thy Name, both Dukes of Somerſer, 
the Houſe of York, 


» 


Lock 

Who his Blood to lime the Stones together. 
> Sup | wy. Why, troweſt thou, Warwick, : 
is fo harſh, ſo blunt, unnatural, 


4 


7 
1 
. 
- 
7 


FIT 
1 


P 


bs vg 64 6 
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'4 
E 


Montague, Montague, for Be 
20s. Megs, Mane. Tf ODT ey this Treaken 
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(As Iwill meet thee, if thou ſlir Abroad,) 

To plague thee for thy foul mif-leading me. 

And ſo proud-hearted Warwick, I defie thee, 1 
And to my Brother turn my bluſhing Checks. 
Pardon me, Edward, 1 will make amendds 
And Richard, do not frown upon my Faults, 

For I will henceforth be no more unconftant. 


K.Edw. Now welcome more, and ten times morebeloy' d, 2 


Than if thou never bad'ſt deſerv d our Hate. 

| Glo Welcome, good Clarence, this is brother. like. 
War. O paſſing Traitor, Fed and 2 1 7 
K. Ed. hat Warwick, | | 

Wilt thou leave the Town and 

Or ſhall we beat the Stones abotr ine Fars? 

| War. Alas, I am not eoop d here for * 

I will away towards Barnet preſently, 

And bid thee Battel, Edward, if thou dart, | 

X. Edw. Yes Warwick, Edward dares, and leads the wiy : | 
Lords to the Field; St. George and Vicgory. fs LE | 


March. Warwick apd bis Gn pu. 


Auun and ken. e ve 


3 Bae. So, lye . there; ;dierbou,and di ou fa, 
N . 
Now Montague fit faſt, I ſeek for ther, p w 5 1 
That Warwick's Bones may keep thine Company. LEA. 
Mar. Ah, who is night Come to me, Faaad, or Foe, 

And tell me who is Victor, York, or Warwick? . ER - 
Why ask | that? my mangled Body ſhews,..._._.-. 

My Blcod, my want of Strength, = ck Heart bene 
That 1 muſt yield my Body to the Earth, | 
And by my tall, 3 _ 
Thus yields the Cedar to the Ax's 1 

Wboſe Arms gave ſhelter to the Princet, 5 
lader 1 ſhade ans 7, ut Lion N. * 1 
Whote top-braneh ever · peer d king EY 
And Fepe low Yds from Vin power ing, 


C. +. 


—— — a 


C 


* — — 


King HEN R : 


Theſe Eyes that now are dim'd with Deaths a 
Have been as piercing as the Mid-day Sun. 

To ſearch the ſecret Treaſons of the World:. 
The wrinkles in my Brows, now fill'd with Blood, 

Were lik ned oft to Kingly Sepulchres: f 
For who liv'd King, but 1 could dig his r n 
And who durſt ſai e, when Warwick bent his Brow? 
Lo, now my Glory ſmear'd in Duſt and Blood, 
My Parks, my Walks, my Manors that I had, 
Even now forſake me; and of all my Lands, 
Is nothing left me, but my Body's length. 


Why, what is Pomp, Rule, e but Earth andDaſ? 
And live we how we can, yet ie we muſt, 


Enter Oxford and Somerſet. 73% 
Som. Ah Warwick, Warwick, wert thou as we are, 
We might recover all our Loſs again: 29 1 

The Queen from Francs hath brought a puiffant Power, 
| Even fiow we heard the News: Ab, could'ſt thou * 
War. Why then I would not fly. Ah Montague, - 
lf thou be there, ſweet Brother, take my Hand. 
And with thy Lips keep in my Soul a While. 
. Thou low ſt me not; for, — if thou didſt, 
| Thy Tears would waſh this cold congealed Blood, 
That — my Lips, and will not let me ſpeax. 
| Come quickl J Montague, or I am dead. 
| Som. Ah Warwick, Montagne hath breath'd. "TY 
| rs , cry'd out for Marmiat; Lad: 
And ſaid, commend me to my valiant Brother: 3 
And more be would have ſeid, and more: he ſpoke, 
Which ſounded like a Cannon in a Vault, 
That. mought not be diſtinguiſh'd; but at laſt, 
1 well might hear delivered with 9 * 
O farewel Warwick. _ : 
Mar. Sweet reſt his Soul; | 
Fly Lords, and fave your ſelves; CN NN 
For Warwick bids you all . l 


9 * 


ri 
 Onf: Aung. el to meet the Queen er Power. 
Here they bear lag d bis TE - - 


125 
uit. . is wingh, with Gloucefter, 


| — 
g e e ay 
Strike up the Drum. ory Courage and away: [ Ea. 


. Wha: cho the Maſt be now blown over-board, 


The Third Part of 


and the reſt. 


K. Liv. Thus far our Fortune keeps an upward courſe, 
d with wreaths of Victory; 
of this bright. ſnining Day, 
Ira black ſuſpicious threa Cloud, 

That will encounter with our orious sun, 


Ere he attain his eaſeful Weſtern Bed: 
I mean, my Lords, thoſe Powers that the 


Hath rais'd in Gallis, have arriv'd our Coaſt, 
And, as we hear, march on to fi t with us. 
Clar. A Bette mm Wi hoe of . 


| March. Zn the Dover, Pine Wiles, samte, 
Great Lords, wile Men be'er fit and wail thee. 
y ſeek how to redreſs their Harms, * | 


ke, the holdi ing- Anchor loſt, N R 


| 22 Sailors — the Flood? | 

Yet lives our Pilot fill, Ist meet that he 
Should leave the Helm, and like a fearful Lad, 
With fearful Eyes add Water to the Sea, 


added 1 


And 


King HX v VI. 
Whiles in his moan, the Ship ſplits on the Rock. 
Which Induſtry and Courage might have fav'd? 


Ah whit a Shame, ah what a Fault were this. 
2 — þ was our Anchor; what of that? 


N 8 
—— — the Tackles; what of theſe? 
Why ICON 0s OT oven? 


And Somerſet, another good] 
The Friends of France our 


#3 


bo Shows at Taking? ? 

though unskilful, why not Ned and I, 

For onee allow'd the skilful Pilot's Charge? 

| Ve will oot them the hm co end 
But Courſe, though the r Wind fay no, 
From Str and Rocks, that — us with Wrack, 
| to chide the Waves, as ſpeak them fair 


Infuſe his Breaft with ity, | 
And make him, naked, fo a Man at Arms. 


1 any here: _ h 


For did I but 
He ſhould have BF 
Len in curae Te whit — * 5 
And make him of tike r to himſelf. 

If any fuch be here; . God forbid, . 


MM. —_— —__—— Oil 


And Warriors faint! why *ewere 


o —_— SV - — 
* + — 23 — 66 


Which, by the Heav'ns Aſſiſtance, and j eden - 
Miſt, by the Roots, be hewn up yet = 3 
1 I need not add more Fuel to your Fire, | 
For well I wot, yet blaze, to 
Give Signal to the Fight, 


My Te: gag for every word 1 ſpeak, 


Therefore, no more but this; He +) 
1s Priſoner to the Fae, his State ulurp 
His Realm a Slaughter-houſe, his'Sabj 


His Statues cancell' q, 7-4 


"a: Wei that aka. 1 
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Let bins depart before we need his help. _ - 

Of. Women and Children of fo high a Courage, 
perpetual A. ; 
Oh brave young Prince! thy famous Grandfather 


Doth live again in thee; long may'ſt thou live, 


To bear his Image, and renew his Slories. 
Som. And he that will not fight for ſuch a Hope, 


So home to Bed, and like the Ow! by Day, 
If he ariſe, be meck'd and wonder'd at. 


Thanks, gentle Somer ſer, ſweet Oxford thanks, 


* And take his Thanks, ar yet bat btn . 


— Meſfnger; 


Meſ” Prepare you, Lords, for Edward is at hand, 
neu fight; therefore be reſolute. 
I thought no leſs; it is his Polic 


: To 15 thus faſt, to find us unprovided. 


Som. But hey ied, we re irene ; 4 
| Queen. This chears my Heart, to ſee our forwardaeſs, | 
| Oxf. Here pitch our Batre], — 


March," Eu Edward, Gloceſter, 
de Clarence, 


K. mee. m vonder ftands the theeny 
ks | 


them out: |. 
and to it, Lords. | 
Das 4 Knights, and Gentlemen, what I ſhould 


o F 4 x on 


Ye fee I drink the Water of wy Eye: 


ys * 1 7 ** 
r Se * = 
* 


Pen 


King Hs ARA Vl 485). 


You fight in Juſtice: Then in God's Name, Laods,... 
* and give Signal to the Fight. 2 


Aue, Retreat, Excurſions. | 


bu King Edward, Gloceſter, Clarence, Ke. The Hogs, 
Oxford, and Somerſet Priſoners: "; 1. 1-1 1 
K Edw. Now here's Period of tumultuous Broils. z1 
Away with Oxford to Hewes Cattle freight" © 5 
For Somerſet, off with his guilty Head. A 2 
Go bear m hence, I will not hear them ſpeak. | 
Oxf. For my part, I'll not trouble thee with words: - . 
Som. Nor I, but Roop with Patience to my Fortune. 


Queen. $0 part we ſadly in this troublous Would, | 
| To meet with op in ſweet Feruſalews. "i 40 
XK. Edw. Is ton made That who bel. Be. 
Shall have a high Reward, and be his Life? dw 0D 
| Glo, It is, and lo where youthful Edward comes, * 5 


Dur the Prince of Wales. 


X. Edw. Being forth the Gallant, let us hear him ſpeak; - 
What? can ſo y a Thorn to prick? | 
: — what Sate 1 * | 
or Arms, up my jecte, | 
— — me to? * 3 
Prince Speak like a Sub) proud ambitious Tor 
Su that I am now my Father's Mouth, — 
 Rebign thy Chair, and where I ſtand, kneel thou, 
 WhiltI the ſelf-ame words to thee, IR 
Which, Traitor, thou would'ſt have me anſwer to. 
| Queen, Ah! That thy Father had been fo reſolv d. 
Sb. That you might ſtill have worn the Perticont, 
And neer — ſtoln the Breech from 
Prince. Let See Fable in a Winter's Night, 
His Curriſh Riddles ſort not with his place. 

Glo. By Heaven, Brat, Fl plague ye for that word. 
Ay, thou waſt born td be a Plague to no r 
Gb For God's fake, take away this captive — | 

, ino. 
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Prince. N , take awry this ſoolding Crook -dack, rather; 
1 y, or I will charm your Tongue. 


Cla. Untutor d Lad, thou art tos 
Frims. I know my Duty, you are all undutiful : 


Laſcivious Edward. and thou per) d George, 
Tam better, Traitors as ye are. "ON 


Aud thou uſurp't my Father's Right and mine 
K. I. Take that, thou likeneſs of this Railer here. 
Glo. SprawPſt thou? take that, „ 
Clar, And there's for twitting me with Perjury. 


r [Offers 10 kill ber 
ny ® . . | 4 | 0 P 
K. Edw, Hold, Richard, hold, for we have done too much. 
Sl. Why ſhould ſhe live, to fill the World with words? 
X. EA. What? doth ſhe {woon? uſe Means for her Ro 

Slo. Clarence, excuſe me to the King my Brother: 

In hence to Londen on a ſerious Matter, * 

R wi” 


What? what? — 
Dues. Oh, No, ſweet Ned, ſpeak to thy Mother, Boy 


Glo. Tower, the Tower. © | 


Did 

He this (i ) = 

And Men ner ſpend their Fury on a Child. 
What's worſe than Murtherer, that I may name it? 
3 
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Dneen. Ay, but thou o fo 
"Twas Sin before, but now tis Charity. PEERS 
What, wilt thou not? where is that Devil's Butcher, Richard, 
Hard · favour d Richard? Richard, where art thou? 

Thou art not here: Murther is thy Almſdeed. 
Petitioner for Blood thou ne er pull'ſt back. 
K. Edw. Away, I ſay, I charge ye bear her hence. 
Queen. So come to you and yours, as to this Prinee. 


Q. To ende all in poſt, and as 1 gueſs, 8 
5 upper in the . 


thy ſelf: 


By this 1 bige, the 


| a Son for me. {Rxennt. 


[Exit Lieutenant. 


=Y The) Third Purt of. 
And next his Throat unta the Butcher's . pie 
| What Scene of Death hath, dee now to. 4 | 

Glo, Suſpicion always baunts the 7 Mind, 
The Thief doth fear each Buſh an wor þ 

K. Henry. The Bird that hath been Led jo jos bulb, 
With trembling Wings miſdoubteth ex 1 
And I, the hapleſs Mate to one ſweet 1228 1 
Have now he fatal Obje& in my Ee, 
Where my poor r young was lim d. was caug CN 
Glo. Why what a peeviſh Fool was e of Creet, 
That taught his Son the Office of a Fowl? *. 
And yet, for all his Wings, the Fool was drown'd. 
K. Henry. I, Dedalus; my poor Boy, Laras; 
Thy Father, Minos, that 4257 0 our Courſe;  _—- 
The Sun that fear d the Wings of my ſweet Boy, | 
Thy Brother Edward; and thy ſelf, the Sea, 
Whoſe envious Gulf did (ratlow up his Li e: 
= kill me with thy Weapon, not with Words, 

My Breaſt can better brook =—Y => ah Point, 

can my Ears that 

But wherefore doſt thou 8 Isr 4 wy Life? . 
Slo. Think'ſt thou I am an Executioner 

K. Henry. A Perſecutor I am fure thou art; 
If murthering Innocents be Executing, 
Why then thou art an Executioner. 5 
2 Glo Thy Son 1 kill'd for his Preſumption. 
3 Hadſt thou been LIT when 28 thou dn 
ume, 
Thou hadſt not liv'd to kill a Son of mine: % 
And thus I propheſie, that many a thouſand, 
Which now miſtruſt no parcel of my Fear, 
And many an old Man's Sigh, and man many  Widow's, 
And many an Orphan's water-ſtanding Eye, 
* for their Sons, Wives for their Husbands fate, 

And Orphans for their Parents timeleſs Death, 
Shall rue the Hour that ever thou waſt born. 
The Owl ſhriek d at thy Birth, an evil fign e 
The Niglt-Crow cry , aboding leſs time; 
1 bona and dess . ſhook down Trent, 


* 


5 


And — ug: 5 
Thy Mother Een more a n a Mother's Pin, 
And yet brought forth leſs than a Mother's Hope, 
To wit, an n indigeſted deform'd Lump, 
Not like the Fruit of ſuch a goodly Tree. 
Teeth hadſt thou in thy Head when thou waſt den 
To fignifie thou cam fl to bite the World : 
And, if the reſt be true wich I have heard, | 
Thou camſt—— 
Glo. I'll hear no more: 
Die, Prophet, in thy Speech; © [tabs him: b 
For this, amongſt the reſt, was I ordain' a | : 
. Henry. Ay, and for much more Slaughter after this 
| 0 God, forgive my Sins, and pardon thee. [ Dies. 
Sb. What? will th aſpiring Blood of Lancaſter T 
Sink in the Ground? I t ought it would have mounted, | 
See how my Sword weeps r the poor King's Death. 
O may ſuch purple Tears be alway ſhed 
From thoſe who wiſh the downfal of our Houſe, 
If any ſpark of Life be yet remaining, 
Down, down to Hell, and fay Lien thee thirher, Bo 
: tabs him again. 
= that have neither Pity, Love, nor Fear. —_ 
| Indeed tis true that Henry told me of : 
For I have often heard my Mother ſay, 
1 came into the World with my Legs forward. 
Had I not reaſon, think Fe, iy ances Rae, 2 
And ſeek their Ruin, this wh 'd our Right? 
The Midwife wonder'd, 2bd the Women cry d, 
O Jeſus bleſs us, he is born with Teeth! 
And fo I was, which plainly fignified, 
That I ſhould ſnarle, and bite, and play the Dog: 
Then fince the Heav'ns have ſhap'd my Body to, 
Let Hell make crook'd my Mind to anſwer it. 
I have no Brother, I am like no Brother, | 
And this word [Love] which grey Beards all Divine, 
he refident in Men like one another, 
And not in me: I am wy ſelf alone. 
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but bad, till I be beſt. 
y in another room. 1 
, in thy day of Doom. [Exi. 


N 


| ſtings, Nurſe, and Attendants. 
Ear Once more we ſit on England's Royal Throne, 


Ko 
Re-purchas'd with the Blood of Enemies: 


What valiant Foe-men, like to Autumn's. Corn, 
: Have we mow'd down in top of all their Pride? 
Three Dukes of Samerſet, threefold Renown'd, 
For hardy and undoubted Champions 

Two (Id, on the Father. ang the. Son, 


And two Northumberlands; two braver Men 


Neer ſpurr d their Courſers at the fad. 
With them, the two brave Bears, Warwick and Mortague, 
That in their Chains fetter d the Kingly Lion, 


And made the Foreſt tremble when they roar d. 


Thus have we ſwept Suſpicion from our Seat, | 
And made our Footſtool of Security. TER 
Come hither, Beſs, and let me kiſs my Boy: 

Young Ned, for thee, thine. Uncles, and my ſelf, 


Have in our Armours watch'd the winter Night, 


Went all a-foot in Summers ſcalding Heat, 
That thou might'ſt repoſſeſs the Crown in peace, 


And of our Labours thou ſhalt reap the Gain. 


Glo, I at bis Harveſt, if your Head were lad, 


For yet I am not logk'd on in the World. 


This Shoulder was ordain'd fo. thick, to beaye, 

And heave it ſhall ſome weight, or break my Back; 
Work thou the way, and that ſhall execute. beds. 
EK. Eaw. 9 lovely — 


And kiſs Princely Nephew, Brothers both. 
Clay. The thet I owe your Majeſty, 
T ſeal upon the Lips of this ſweet Babe. 3 
k. Edw. Thanks, noble Clarence, worthy Brother, thanks) 
Glo. And that I love the Tree from whence thou ſprang'ft, 
Witneſs the loving Kiſs I give the Fruit: 
To ſay the truth, ſo Judas kiſs'd his Maſter, [{ſde. 
And cry'd, all hail, when as he meant all harm. 
EK. Edw. Now am I ſeated as my Soul delights, 
Having my Country's peace, and Brothers loves. 
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For here, I hope, begins our laſting Joy. LEA, onmes; 


, Endof the Fourth L. 
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